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TO 



CHARLES DICKENS, 



THIS STORY IS INSCRIBED, 



AS A 



TOKEN OF ADMIRATION AND AFFECTION, 



BY HIS FRIEND 



THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



This novel ranks the third, in order of succession, of the 
works of fiction which I have produced. The history of its 
reception, on its first appearance, is soon told. 

Unfortunately for me, " Hide-and-Seek " was originally 
published in the year eighteen hundred and fifty-four, at 
the outbreak of the Crimean War. All England felt the 
absorbing interest of watching that serious national event; 
and new books — some of them books of far higher preten- 
sions than mine — found the minds of readers in general 
preoccupied or indiflFerent My own little venture in fic- 
tion necessarily felt the adverse influence of the time. The 
demand among the book-sellers was just large enough to 
exhaust the first edition, and there the sale of this novel, 
in its original form, terminated. 

Since that period the book has been, in the technical 
phrase, "out of print." Proposals have reached me, at va- 
rious times, for its republication ; but I have resolutely ab- 
stained from availing myself of them for two reasons. 

In the first place, I was anxious to wait until " Hide-and- 
Seek " could make its re-appearance on a footing of perfect 
equality with my other works. In the second place, I was 
resolved to keep it back until it might obtain the advantage 
of a careful revisal, guided by the light of the author's later 
experience. The period for the accomplishment of both 
these objects has now presented itself. "Hide-and-Seek," 
in this edition, forms one among the uniform series of my 
novels, which has begun with "Antonina," "The Dead 
Secret," and "The Woman in White;" and which will be 
continued with "Basil" and "The Queen of Hearts." My 
project of revisal has, at the same time, been carefully and 
ligidly executed. I have abridged, and in many cases 
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10 PREFACE. 

omitted, several passages in the first edition, which made 
larger demands upon the reader's patience than I should 
now think it desirable to venture on- if I were writing a new 
book; and I have, in one important respect, so altered the 
termination of the story as to make it, I hope, more satis- 
factory and more complete than it was in its original form. 
With such advantages, therefore, as my diligent revision 
can give it, "Hide-and-Seek" now appeals, after an interval 
of seven years, for another hearing. I can not think it be- 
coming — especially in this age of universal self-assertion — 
to state the grounds on which I believe my book to be 
worthy of gaining more attention than it obtained, through 
accidental circumstances, when it was first published. Nei- 
ther can I consent to shelter myself under the favorable 
opinions which many of my brother-writers — and notably 
the great writer to whom "Hide-and-Seek" is dedicated — 
expressed of these pages when I originally wrote them. I 
leave it to the reader to compare this novel — especially in 
reference to the conception and delineation of character — 
with the two novels (" Antonina" and "Basil ") which pre- 
ceded it; and then to decide whether my third attempt in 
fiction, with all its faults, was, or was not, an advance in Art 
on my earlier eflForts. This is all the favor I ask for a work 
which I once wrote with anxious care — which I have since 
corrected with no sparing hand — which I have now finally 
dismissed to take its second journey through the world of 
letters as usefully and prosperously as it can. 

Hablbt Street, London, September, 1861. 



HIDE-AND-SEEK. 



OPENING CHAPTER 

A child's SUNDAY. 



At a quarter to one o'clock, on a wet Sunday aftei-nooPy 
in November, 1837, Samuel Snoxell, page to Mr. Zachary 
Thorpe, of Baregrove Square, London, left the area gate with 
three umbrellas under his arm, to meet his master and mis- 
tress at the church door, on the conclusion of morning serv- 
ice. Snoxell had been specially directed by the house-maid 
to distribute his three umbrellas in the following manner: 
the new silk umbrella was to be given to Mr. and Mrs. 
Thorpe; the old silk umbrella was to be handed to Mr. 
Good worth, Mrs. Thorpe's father; and the heavy gingham 
was to be kept by Snoxell himself, for the special protection 
of •* Master Zack," aged six years, and the only child of Mr. 
Thorpe. Funushed with these instructions, the page set 
forth on his way to the church. 

The morning had been fine for November; but before 
midday the clouds had gathered, the rain had begun, and 
the inveterate fog of the season had closed dingily over the 
wet streets, far and near. The garden in the middle of 
Baregrove Square — with its close-cut turf, its vacant beds, 
it« brand-new rustic seats, its withered young trees that had 
not yet grown as high as the railings around them — seemed 
to be absolutely rotting away in yellow mist and softly- 
steady rain, and was deserted even by the cats. All blinds 
were drawn down for the most part over all windows ; what 
light came from the sky came like light seen through dusty 
glass ; the gfctt brown hue of the brick houses looked more 
dirtily mournful than ever; the smoke from the chimney- 
pots was lost mysteriously in deepening superincumbent 
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fog; the muddy gutters gurgled; the heavy rain -drops 
dripped into empty areas audibly. No object great or 
small, DO out-of-door litter whatever appeared anywhere, to 
break the dismal uniformity of line and substance in the 
perspective of the square. No living being moved over the 
watery pavement, save the solitary Snoxell. He plodded on 
into a Crescent, and still the awful Sunday solitude spread 
grimly humid all around him. He next entered a street 
with some closed shops in it ; and here, at last, some consol- 
ing signs of human life attracted his attention. He now saw 
the crossing-sweeper of the district (off duty till church 
came out) smoking a pipe under the covered way that led 
to a mews. He detected, through half-closed shutters, a 
chemist's apprentice yawning over a large book. He passed 
a navigator, a hostler, and two coster-mongers wandering 
wearily backward and forward before a closed public-honse 
door. He heard the heavy clop clop of thickly-booted feet 
advancing behind him, and a stern voice growling, ^ Now 
then ! be off with you, or you'll get locked up !" — and, look- 
ing round, saw an orange-girl, guilty of having obstructed 
an empty pavement by sitting on the curb-stone, driven 
along before a policeman, who was followed admiringly by 
a ragged boy gnawing a piece of orange-peel. Having de- 
layed a moment to watch this Sunday procession of three 
with melancholy curiosity as it moved by him, Snoxell was 
about to turn the corner of a street which led directly to 
the church, when a shrill series of cries in a child's voice 
struck on his ear and stopped his progress immediately. 

The page stood stock-still in astonishment for an instant 
— then pulled the new silk umbrella from under his arm, and 
turned the corner in a violent hurry. His suspicions had not 
deceived him. There was Mr. Thorpe himself walking stern- 
ly homeward through the rain, before church was over. He 
led by the hand *' Master Zack," who was trotting along un- 
der protest, with his hat half off his head, hanging as far 
back from his father's side as he possibly could, and howling 
all the time at the utmost pitch of a very powerful pair of 
lungs. 

Mr. Tliorpe stopped as he passed the page, and, snatching 
the umbrella out of Snoxell's hand with unaccustomed im- 
petuosity, said sharply, '' Gk) to your mistress, go on to the 
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church ;^ and then resumed his road home, dragging his son 
after him faster than ever. 

^ Snoxy ! Snoxy !" screamed Master Zack, turning round 
toward the page, so that he tripped himself up and fell 
against his father's legs at every third step, *' IVe been a 
naughty boy at church!" 

"Ah ! you look like it, you do," muttered Snoxell to him- 
self, sarcastically, as he went on. With that expression of 
opinion, the page approached the church portico, and waited 
sulkily among his fellow-servants and their umbrellas for 
the congregation to come out. 

When Mr. Goodworth and Mrs. Thorpe left the church, 
the old gentleman, regardless of appearances, seized eager- 
ly on the despised gingham umbrella, because it was the 
largest he could get, and took his daughter home under it in 
triumph. Mrs. Thorpe was very silent, and sighed dolefully 
once or twice, when her father's attention wandered from 
her to the people passing along the street 

" You're fretting about Zack," said the old gentleman, 
looking round suddenly at his daughter. ^' Never mind ! 
leave it to me. I'll undertake to beg him off this time." 

'^It's very disheartening and shocking to find him be- 
having so," said Mrs. Thorpe, " after the careful way we've 
brought him up in, too !" 

** Nonsense, my love ! No, I donH mean that — I beg your 
pardon. But who can be surprised that a child of six years 
old should be tired of a sermon forty minutes long by my 
watch ? I was tired of it myself, I know, though I wasn't 
candid enough to show it as the boy did. There ! there ! 
we won't begin to argue : I'll beg Zack off this time, and 
we'll say no more about it." 

Mr. Goodworth's announcement of his benevolent inten- 
tions toward Zack seemed to have very little effect on Mrs. 
Tliorpe ; but she said nothing on that subject or any other 
during the rest of the- cMlftry wftlk home, through rain, fog, 
and mud, to Baregrove Square. 

Rooms have their mysterious peculiarities of physiognomy 
as well as men. There are plenty of rooms, all of much the 
same size, all funnshcd in much the same manner, which, 
nevertheless, differ completely in expression (if such a term 
may be allowed) one from the other ; reflecting the various 
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characters of their inhabitants by such fine varieties of effect 
in the furniture-features generally common to all, as are oft- 
en, like the infinitesimal varieties of eyes, noses, and months, 
too intricately minute to be traceable. Now, the parlor of 
Mr. Thorpe^s house was neat, clean, comfortably and senu- 
bly furnished. It was of the average size. It had the usiiil 
sideboard, dining-table, looking-glass, scroll fender, marble 
ehimney-piecc with a clock on it, carpet with a drugget over 
it, and wire window-blinds to keep people from looking io, 
characteristic of all respectable London parlors of the mid- 
dle class. And yet it was an inveterately severe-looking 
room — a room that seemed as if it had never been convivial, 
never uproarious, never any thing but sternly comfortable 
and serenely dull — a room which appeared to be as uncon- 
scious of acts of mercy, and ea&y unreasoning over-affection- 
ate forgiveness to offenders of any kind — ^juvenile or other- 
wise — as if it had been a cell in Newgate, or a private tor- 
turing chamber in the Inquisition. Perhaps Mr. Good worth 
felt thus affected by the parlor (especially in November 
weather) as soon as he entered it — for, although he had 
promised to beg Zack off, although Mr. Thorpe was sitting 
alone by the table and accessible to petitions, with a book 
in his hand, the old gentleman hesitated uneasily for a min- 
ute or two, and suffered his daughter to speak first. 

" Where is Zack ?" asked Mrs. Thorpe, glancing quickly 
and nervously all round her. 

" He is locked up in my dressing-room," answered her hus- 
band, without taking his eyes off the book. 

" In your dressing-room !" echoed Mrs. Thorpe, looking as 
startled and horrified as if she had received a blow instead 
of an answer; "in your dressing-room! Good heavens! 
Zachary ! how do you know the child hasnH got at your 
razora ?" 

" They are locked up," rejoined Mr. Thorpe, with the mild- 
est reproof in his voice, and the moumfullest self-possession 
in his manner. "I took care, before I left the boy, that he 
should get at nothing which could do him any injury. He 
is locked up, and will remain locked up, because — " 

**I say, Thorpe! won't yon let him off this time?" inter- 
rupted Mr. Goodworth, boldly plunging head foremost, with 
his petition for mercy, into the conversation. 
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" If you had allowed me to proceed, sir," said Mr. Thorpe, 
who always called his father-in-law /StV, '^ I should have sim- 
ply remarked that, afler having enlarged to my son (in such 
terms, you will observe, as I thought best fitted to his com- 
prehension) on the disgrace to his parents and himself of his 
behavior this morning, I set him as a task three verses to 
learn out of the ^ Select Bible Texts for Children ;' choosing 
the verses which seemed most likely, if I may trust my own 
judgment on the point, to impress on him what his behavior 
ought to be for the future in church. He flatly refused to 
learn what I told him. It was, of course, quite impossible 
to allow my authority to be set at defiance by my own child 
(whose disobedient disposition has always, God knows, been 
a source of constant trouble and anxiety to me) ; so I locked 
him up, and locked up he will remain until he has obeyed 
me. My dear" (turning to his wife and handing her a key), 
^ I have no objection, if you wish, to your going and trying 
what you can do toward overcoming the obstinacy of this 
unhappy child." 

Mrs. Thorpe took the key, and went up stairs immediate- 
ly — went up to do what all women have done, from the time 
of the first mother; to do what Eve did when Cain was way- 
ward in his infancy, and cried at her breast — in short, went 
up to coax her child. 

Mr. Thorpe, when his wife closed the door, carefully looked 
down the open page on his knee for the place where he had 
left off— found it — referred back a moment to the last lines 
of the preceding leaf — and then went on with his book, not 
taking the smallest notice of Mr. Goodworth. 

" Thorpe !" cried the old gentleman, plunging head fore- 
roost again into his son-in-law's reading this time instead of 
his talk, ^ you may say what you please ; but your notion 
of bringing up Zack is a wrong one altogether." 

With the calmest imaginable expression ot face, Mr. 
Thorpe looked up from his book ; and, first carefully putting 
a paper-knife between the leaves, placed it on the table. He 
then crossed one of his legs over the other, rested an elbow 
on each arm of his chair, and clasped his hands in front of 
liinL On the wall opposite hung several lithographed por- 
traits of distinguished preachers, in and out of the Establish- 
ment — mostly represented as very sturdily-constructed men 
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with bristly hair, fronting the spectator interrogatively, and 
holding thick books in their hands. Upon one of these por- 
traits — the name of the original of which was stated at the 
foot of the print to be the Reverend Aaron Yollop — Mr. 
Thorpe now fixed his eyes, with a faint approach to a smile 
on his face (he never was known to laugh), and with a look 
and manner which said as plainly as if he had spoken It: 
'' This old man is about to say something improper or ab- 
surd to me ; but he is my wife's father, it is my duty to bear 
with him, and therefore I am perfectly I'esigned." 

" It's no use looking in that way, Thorpe," growled the 
old gentleman ; " I'm not to be put down by looks at ray 
time of life. I may have my own opinions, I suppose, like 
other people ; and I don''t see why I shouldn't express them, 
especially when they relate to my own daughter's boy. It's 
very unreasonable of me, I dare say, but I think I ought to 
have a voice now and then in Zack's bringing up." 

Mr. Thorpe bowed respectfully — partly to Mr. Goodworth, 
partly to the Reverend Aaron Yollop. "I shall always be 
happy, sir, to listen to any expression of your opinion — ^" 

" My opinion's this," burst out Mr. Goodworth ; " you've 
no business to take Zack to church at all till he's some 
years older than he is now. I don't deny that there may be 
a few children, here and there, at six years old, who are so 
very patient, and so very — (what's the word for a child that 
knows a deal more than he has any business to know at his 
age ? Stop ! I've got it l—precocious — that's the word) — so 
very patient and so very precocious that they will sit quiet 
in the same place for two houra ; making believe all the time 
that they understand every word of the service, whether they 
i-eally do or not. I don't deny that there may be such chil- 
dren, though I never met with them myself, and should 
think them all impudent little hypocrites if I did I But Zack 
isn't one of that sort: Zack's a genuine child (God bless 
him !) ; Zack—" 

"Do I understand you, my dear sir," interposed Mr. 
Thorpe, sorrowfully sarcastic, " to be praising the conduct 
of my son in disturbing the congregation, and obliging me 
to take him out of church ?" 

" Nothing of the sort," retorted the old gentleman ; " Pm 
not praising Zack's conduct, but I am blaming youiu Here 



HIBX-AND-8EKK. 17 

it is iu plain words: You keep on cramming church down 
his throat ; and h^ keeps on puking at it as if it was physic, 
because he don't know any better, and can't know any bet- 
ter at his age. Is that the way to make him take kindly to 
religious teaching? I know as well as you do, that he roar- 
ed like a young Turk at the sermon. And pray what was 
the subject of the sermon ? Justification by Faith. Do you 
mean to tell me that he, or any other child at his time of 
life, could understand any thing of such a subject as that ; 
or get an atom of good out of it ? You can't — you know 
you can't ! I say again, it's no use taking him to church 
yet ; and what's more, it's worse than no use, for you only 
associate hb first ideas of religious instruction with every 
thing in the way of restraint and discipline and punishment 
that can be most irksome to him. There ! that's my opinion, 
and I should like to hear what you've got to say against it?" 

^^Latitudinarianism," said Mr. Thorpe, looking and speak- 
ing straight at the portrait of the Reverend Aaron Tollop. 

"You can't fob me off with long words which I don't 
understand, and which I don't believe you can find in 
Johnson's Dictionary," continued Mr. Good worth, doggedly. 
** You would do much better to take my advice, and let 
Zack go to church, for the present, at his mother's knees. 
Let bis Morning Service be about ten minutes long ; let your 
wife tell him, out of the New Testament, about Our Sav- 
iour's goodness and gentleness to little children ; and then 
let her teach him, from the Sermon on the Mount, to be lov- 
ing and truthful and forbearing and forgiving, for our Sav- 
iour's sake. If such precepts as those are enforced — as they 
may be in one way or another — by examples drawn from his 
own daily life ; ^om people around him ; from what he 
meets with and notices and asks about, out-of-doors and in 
— mark my words, he'll take kindly to his religious instruc- 
tion. I've seen that in other children : I've seen it in my 
own child i:en, who were all brought up so. Of course, you 
don't agree with me ! Of course, you've got another objec- 
tion all ready to bowl me down with ?" 

" Rationalism," said Mr. Thorpe, still looking steadily at 
the lithographed portrait of the Reverend Aaron YoUop. 

** Well, your objection's a short one this time, at any rate ; 
and that's a blessing !" said the old gentleman, rather irrita- 
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bly. " RatioDalism — eh ? I understand that ism^ I rather 
suspect, better than the other. It means, in plain English, 
that you think I'm wrong in only wanting to give religious 
instruction the same chance with Zack which you let all 
other kinds of instruction have — the chance of becoming use- 
ful by being first made attractive. You can't get him to 
learn to read by telling him that it will improve his mind — 
but you can by getting him to look at a picture-book. Tou 
can't get him to drink senna and salts by reasoning with him 
about its doing him good — but you can by promising him a 
lump of sugar to take after it. You admit this sort of prin- 
ciple so far, because you'i*e obliged ; but the moment any 
body wants (in a spirit of perfect reverence and desire to do 
good) to extend it to higher things, you purse up your lifts, 
shake your head, and talk about Rationalism — as if that 
was an answer ! Well ! well ! it's no use talking — go your 
own way — I wash my hands of the business altogether. But 
now I am at it, I'll just say this one thing more before Fve 
done — your way of punishing the boy for his behavior in 
church is, in my opinion, about as bad and dangerous a one 
as could possibly be devised. Why not give him a thrash- 
ing, if you must punish the miserable little urchin for what's 
his misfortune as much as his fault ? Why not stop his pud- 
ding, or something of that sort ? Here you are associating 
verses in the Bible, in his mind, with the idea of punishment 
and being locked up in the cold ! Yon may make him get 
his text by heart, I dare say, by fairly tiring him out; but 
I tell you what, I'm afraid you'll make him learn too, if you 
don't mind — you'll make him learn to dislike the Bible as 
much as other boys dislike the birch-rod !" 

" Sir," cried Mr. Thorpe, turning suddenly round, and se- 
verely confronting Mr. Goodworth, " once for all, I must 
most respectfully insist on being spared for the future any 
open profanities in conversation, even from your lips. All 
my regard and affection for you, as Mrs. Thorpe's father, 
shall not prevent me from solemnly recording my abhor- 
rence of such awful infidelity as I believe to be involved in 
the words you have just spoken ! My religious convictions 
recoil — " 

"Stop, sir!" 0aid Mr. Goodworth, seriously and sternly. 

Mr. Thorpe obeyed at once. The old gentleman's manner 
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was generally mach more remarkable for heartiness than for 
dignity ; but it altered completely while he now spoke. As 
he struck his hand on the table, and rose from his chair, 
there was something m his look which it was not wise to 
disregard. 

" Mr. Thorpe,** he went on, more calmly, but very decided- 
ly, ^ I refrain from telling you what my opinion is of the 
*■ respect * and ' affection ' which have allowed you to rebuke 
f7i€ in such terms as you have chosen. I merely desire to say 
that I shall never need a second reproof of the same kind at 
your hands ; for I shall never again speak to you on the sub- 
ject of my grandson's education. If, in consideration of this 
assurance, you will now permit me, in my turn, not to re- 
buke, but to offer you one word of advice, I would recom- 
mend you not to be too ready, in future, lightly and cruelly 
to accuse a man of infidelity because his religious opinions 
happen to differ on some subjects from yours. To infer a 
serious motive for your opponent's convictions, however 
wrong you may think them, can do you no harm : to infer a 
scoffing motive can do him no good. We will say nothing 
more about this, if you please. Let us shake hands, and 
never again revive a subject about which we disagree too 
widely ever to discuss it with advantage.'* 

At this moment the servant came in with lunch. Mr. 
Grood worth poured himself out a glass of sherry, made a re- 
mark on the weather, and soon resumed his cheerful, every- 
day manner. But he did not forget the pledge that he had 
given to Mr. Thorpe. From that time forth, he never by 
word or deed interfered again in his grandson's education. 



While the theory of Mr. Thorpe's system of juvenile in- 
struction was being discussed in the free air of the parlor, 
the practical working of that theory, so far as rcgarded the 
case of Master Zack, was being exemplified in any thing but 
a satisfactory manner in the prison-region of the dressing- 
room. 

While she ascended the first flight of stairs, Mrs. Thorpe's 
ears informed her that her son was firing off one uninterrupt- 
c<l volley of kicks against the door of his place of confine- 
ment. As this was by no means an unusual circumstance, 
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whenever the boy happened to be locked np for bad behav* 
ior, she felt distressed, but not at all surprised at what she 
heard; and went into the drawing-room, on her way up 
stairs, to deposit her Bible and Prayer-book (kept in a mo- 
rocco case, with gold clasps) on the little side-table, npon 
which they were always placed during week-days. Pos^ 
bly, she was so much agitated that her hand trembled ; pos- 
sibly, she was in too great a hurry ; possibly, the household 
imp who rules the biittle destinies of domestic glass and 
china, had marked her out as his destroying angel for that 
day ; but however it was, in placing the morocco case on the 
table, she knocked down and broke an ornament standing 
near it — a little ivory model of a church-steeple in the florid 
style, enshrined in a glass case. Picking up the fragments, 
and mourning over the catastrophe, occupied some little 
time, more than she was aware of, before she at last left the 
drawing-room, to proceed on her way to the upper regions. 

As she laid her hand on the banisters, it struck her sud- 
denly and significantly that the noises in the dressing-room 
above had entirely ceased. 

The instant she satisfied herself of this, her maternal imag- 
ination, uninfluenced by what Mr.- Thorpe had said below 
stairs, conjured up an appalling vision of Zack before his 
father's looking-glass, with his chin well lathered, and a bare* 
razor at his naked throat. The child had indeed a singular*' 
aptitude for amusing himself with purely adult occupations. 
Having once been incautiously taken into church by his 
nurse to see a female friend of hers married, Zack had, the 
very next day, insisted on solemnizing the nuptial ceremony 
from recollection, before a bride and bridegroom of his own 
age, selected from his playfellows in the garden of the 
square. Another time, when the gardener had incautiously 
lefl his lighted pipe on a bench while he went to gather a 
flower for one of the local nursery-maids, whom he was ac- 
customed to favor horticulturally in this way, Zack con- 
trived, undetected, to take three greedy whiffs of pigtail in 
close succession ; was discovered reeling about the grass like 
a little drunkard; and had to be smuggled home (deadly 
pale, and bathed in cold perspiration) to recover, out of his 
mother's sight, in the congenial gloom of the back kitchen. 
Although the precise infantine achievements here cited were 
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nnknowQ to Mrs. Thorpe, there were plenty more, like them, 
which she had discovered; and the warning remembrance 
of which now harried the poor lady up the second flight of 
stairs in a state of bi-eathless agitation and alarm. 

Zack, however, had not got at the razors ; for they were 
all locked up, as Mr. Thorpe had declared. Bot he had nev- 
ertheless discovered in the dressing-room a means of perpe- 
trating domestic mischief which his father had never thought 
of providing against. Finding that kicking, screaming, 
stamping, sobbing, and knocking down chairs, were quite 
powerless as methods of enforcing his liberation, he sudden- 
ly suspended his proceedings, looked all round the room, ob- 
served the cock which supplied his father's bath with water, 
and instantly resolved to flood the house. He had set the 
water going in the bath, had filled it to the brim, and was 
anxiously waiting, perched up on a chair, to see it overflow 
— when his mother unlocked the dressing-room door and en- 
tered the room. 

" Oh, you naughty, wicked, shocking child !" cried Mrs. 
Thorpe, horrified at what she beheld, but instantly stopping 
the threatened deluge from motives of precaution connected 
with the drawing-room ceiling. '* Oh, Zack ! Zack ! what 
9tiU you do next ? What would your papa say if he heard 
^f this? You wicked, wicked, wicked child, I'm ashamed to 
look at you !" 

And, in very truth, Zack offered at that moment a suffi- 
ciently disheartening spectacle for a mother's eyes to dwell 
on. There stood the young imp, sturdy and upright in his 
chair, wriggling his shoulders in and out of his frock, and 
holding his hands behind him in unconscious imitation of 
the favorite action of Napoleon the Great. His light hair 
was all rumpled down over his forehead; his lips were 
swelled; his nose was red; and from his bright blue eyes 
Rebellion looked out frankly mischievous, amidst a sur- 
rounding halo of dirt and tears, rubbed circular by his 
knuckles. After gazing on her son iu mute despair for a 
minute or so, Mrs. Thorpe took the only course that was im- 
mediately open to her— or, in other words, took the child 
off the chair. 

"Have you learned your lesson, you wicked boy?*' she 
asked. 
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" No, I haven't," answei-ed Zack, resolutely. 

" Then come to the table with me ; your papa's waiting 
to hear you. Come here and learn your lesson directly," 
said Mrs. Thorpe, leading the way to the table. 

" I won^t !" rejoined Zack, emphasizing the refusal by lay- 
ing tight hold of the wet sides of the bath with both hands. 

It was lucky for this rebel of six years old that he ad- 
dressed those two words to his mother only. If his nurse 
had heard them, she would instantly have employed that 
old-established resource in all educational difficulties, famil- 
iarly known to persons of her condition under the appella- 
tion of " a smack on the head ;" if Mr. Thorpe had heard 
them, the boy would have been sternly torn away, bound to 
the back of a chair, and placed ignominiously with his cbin 
against the table; if Mr. Good worth had heard them, the 
probability is that he would instantly have lost his temper, 
and soused his grandson head over ears in the bath. Not 
one of these ideas occurred to Mi-s. Thorpe, who possessed 
no ideas. But she had certain substitutes which were in- 
finitely more useful in the present emergency : she had in- 
stincts. 

" Look up at me, Zack," she said, returning to the bath, 
and sitting in the chair by its side ; " I want to say some- 
thing to you." 

The boy obeyed directly. His mother opened her lips, 
stopped suddenly, said a few words, stopped again, hesitated 
— and then ended her first sentence of admonition in the 
most ridiculous manner, by snatching at the nearest towel, 
and bearing Zack off to the wash-hand basin. 

The plain fact was, that Mrs. Thorpe was secretly vain of 
her child. She had long since, poor woman, forced down 
the strong strait-waistcoats of prudery and restraint over 
every other moral weakness but this — of all vanities the 
most beautiful; of all human failings surely the most pure! 
Yes, she was proud of Zack ! The dear, naughty, handsome, 
church-disturbing, door-kicking, house-flooding Zack ! If he 
had been a plain-featured boy, she could have gone on more 
sternly with her admonition ; but to look coolly on his hand- 
some face, made ugly by dirt, tears, and rumpled hair; to 
speak to him in that state while soap, water, brush, and tow- 
el were all within reach, was more than the mother (or the 



I 



HIDS-AND-SBSK. 23 

woman either, for that matter) had the self-denial to do ! 
So, before it had well begun, the maternal lecture ended im- 
potently in the wash-hand basin. 

When the boy had been smartened and brushed up, Mrs. 
Thorpe took him on her lap, and suppressing a strong desire 
to kiss him on both his round, shining cheeks, said these 
words: 

** I want you to learn your lesson, because yon will please 
me by obeying your papa. I have always been kind to yo?/, 
DOW I want you to be kind to me." 

For the first time Zack hung down his head, and seemed 
anprepared with an answer. Mrs. Thorpe knew by experi- 
ence what this symptom meant. " I think you are begin- 
ning to be sorry for what you have done, and are going to 
be a good boy," she said. " If you are, I know you will give 
me a kiss." Zack hesitated again — then suddenly reached 
op, and gave his mother a hearty and loud-sounding kiss on 
the tip of her chin. "And now you will learn your lesson ?" 
continued Mrs. Thorpe. " I have always tried to make you 
happy, and I am sure you are ready by this time to try and 
make me happy — are you not, Zack ?" 

** Tea, I am," said Zack, manfully. His mother took him 
at once to the table, on which the " Select Bible Texts for 
Children " lay open, and tried to lifl him into a chair. 
**NoI" said the boy, resisting and shaking his head reso- 
lutely ; " I want to learn my lesson on your lap." 

Jllra. Thorpe humored him immediately. She was not a 
hmndsome, not even a pretty woman ; and the cold atmos- 
phere of the dressing-room by no means improved her per- 
sooal appearance. But notwithstanding this, she looked ab- 
nolately attractive and interesting at the present moment, 
aa she sat with Zack in her arms, bending over him while he 
sttadied his three verses in the " Bible Texts." Women who 
liave been ill-used by nature have this great advantage over 
men in the same predicament — wherever there is a child 
present, thfgf bavea means ready at hand, which they can 
all emplojrHlikifl^ tfMliding their personal deficiencies. Who 
ever sawJJM ft^Eward woman look awkward with a baby in 
her armsff '"iMq ever saw an ugly woman look ugly when 
•he was Idsdsg s child ? 

Zack^.irho was a remarkably quick boy when he chose to 
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exert himself, got his lesson by heart in so short a time that 
his mother insisted on hearing him twice over, before she 
could satisfy herself that he was really perfect enough to 
appear in his father^s presence. The second trial decided 
her doubts, and she took him in triumph down stairs. 

Mr. Thorpe was reading intently, Mr. Goodworth was 
thinking profoundly, the rain was falling inveterately, the 
fog was thickening dirtily, and the austerity of the severe- 
looking parlor was hardening apace into its most adamant- 
ine Sunday grimness, as Zack was brought to say his lesson 
at his father's knees. He got through it perfectly agun; 
but his childish manner, during this third trial, altered from 
frankness to distrustfulness ; and he looked much oftener, 
while he said his task, at Mr. Goodworth than at hia ^Either. 
When the texts had been repeated, Mr. Thorpe just said to 
his wife, before resuming his book, *^ You may tell the nurse, 
my dear, to get Zachary's dinner ready for him — though he 
doesn't deserve it for behaving so badly about learning his 
lesson." 

" Please, grandpapa, may I look at the pictui-e-book you 
brought for me last night after I was in bed ?" said Zack, 
addressing Mr. Goodworth, and evidently feeling that he 
was entitled to his reward, now he had suffered his punish- 
uient. 

"Certainly not on a Sunday," interposed Mr. Thorpe; 
" your grandpapa's book is not a book for Sundays." 

Mr. Goodworth started, and seemed about to speak ; but 
recollecting what he had said to Mr. Thorpe, contented him- 
self with poking the fire. The book in question was a cer- 
tain romance, entitled " Jack and the Bean Stalk," adorned 
with illustrations in the freest style of water-color art 

" If you want to look at picture-books, you know what 
books you may have to-day; and your mamma will get 
them for you when she comes in again," continued Mr. 
Thorpe. 

The works now referred to were, an old copy of the " Pil- 
grim's Progress," containing four small prints of the period 
of the last century, and a " Life of Moses," illustrated by se- 
vere German outlines in the manner of the modem school. 
Zack knew well enough what books his father meant, and 
exhibited his appreciation of them by again beginning tof^ 



vriggle his shonlders in and ont of hU frock. He had evi- 
deDtlf had mora than enough already of the "Pilgrim's 
Progreaa " and the " Life of Moaes." 

Mr. Thorpe B^d nothing more, and retamed to his read- 
ing. Mr. Goodworth put his hands in his pockets, yawned 
disconBolately, and looked, with a languidly Batirical expres- 
sion in his eyes, to see what hia grandson would do next. If 
the thoaght passing through the old gentleman's mind at 
that moment had been put into words, it would have been 
exactly expressed in the following sentence : " Ton misera- 
ble little boy ! When I was your ^o, how I should have 
kicked at all this !" 

Zack was not long in finding a new resonrce. He spied 
Mr. Goodworth's cane standing in a comer; and, instantly 
getting astride of it, prepared to amnae himself with a little 
imaginary horse-exercise up and down the room. He had 
just started at a gentle canter, when his father called ont, 
"Zachary !" and brought the boy to a Htand-still directly. 

"Put back the stick where yon took it from," said Mr. 
Thorpe; "you mustn't do that on Sunday. If you want to 
move about, you can walk up and down the room." 

Zack paused, debating for an instant whether he shonid 
disobey or burst out crying. 

" Put back the stick," repeated Mr. Thorpe. 

Zack remembered the dressing-room and the " Select Bible 
Texts for Children," and wisely obeyed. He was by this 
time completely crushed down into as rigid a state of Sun- 
day discipline as his father could desire. After depositing 
the stick in the comer, be slowly walked np to Mr. Grood- 
worth, with a comical expression of amaxement and disgust 
Id bis chubby face, and meekly laid down bit bead on his 
grandfather's knee. 

" Never say die, Zack," said the kind old gentleman, rising 
and taking the boy in his arms. "While nurse is getting 
your dinner ready, lei's look ont of window, and sec if it's 
going to clear up." 

Mr. Thorpe raised his head dtsappiovingly from his book, 
but said nothing this time. 

"Ati, rain! raini rain!" muttered Mr. Goodworth, star- 
ing desperately ont at the miserable prospect, while Zack 
amused himself by rubbing his nose vacantly backward and 
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forward against a pane of glass. '^ Rain ! rain ! Nothing bat 
rain and fog in November. Hold up, Zack ! Ding-dong, 
ding-dong ; there go the bells for afternoon chnrch ! I won- 
der whether it will be fine to-morrow? Think of the pud- 
ding, my boy !'' whispered the old gentleman, with a benev- 
olent remembrance of the consolation which that thought 
had oflen afforded to him when he was a child himself 

'^ Yes," said Zack, acknowledging the pudding suggestion, 
but declining to profit by it. '* And, please, when Fve had 
my dinner, will somebody put me to bed ?" 

" Put you to bed !" exclaimed Mr. Goodworth. " Why, 
bless the boy ! what's come to him now ? He used always 
to be wanting to stop up." 

" I want to go to bed, and get to to-morrow, and have my 
picture-book," was the weary and whimpering answer. 

" I'll be hanged, if I don't want to go to bed too P solilo- 
quized the old gentleman under his breath, *'and get to to- 
morrow, and have my Times at breakfast. Fm as bad as 
Zack, every bit !" 

" Grandpapa," continued the child, more wearily than be- 
fore, " I want to whisper something in your ear." 

Mr. Goodworth bent down a little. Zack looked round 
cunningly toward his father, then putting his mouth close 
to his grandfather's ear, communicated the conclusion at 
which he had arrived, after the events of the day, in these 
words : 

^^ I sat/y grandpapa, I hate Sunday P^ 
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BOOK L— THE HIDING. 



CHAPTER 1 

A. NBW HXIGBBOKBOOD, A}<D A STBAMOK CHAtUCTEB. 

At the period when the episode jast related occurred in 
the iife of Mr. Zachary Thorpe the younger — that is to say, 
in the year 1837 — Baregrove Square was the farthest square 
from the city, and the nearest to the country, of any then 
existing in the north-western suburb of London. But, by 
the time fourteen years more had elapsed — that is to say, in 
the year 18S1 — Baregrove Square had lost its distinctive 
character altogether; other squares had filched from it those 
last remnants of healthy rustic flavor from which its good 
name had been derived ; other streets, crescents, rows, and 
TiUa residences had forced themselves pitilessly between the 
old Bubnrb and the country, and had suspended forever the 
once neighborly relations between the pavement of Bare- 
grove Square and the pathways of the pleasant fields. 

Alexander's armies were great maltera of conquests ; and 
Napoleon's armies were great makers of conquests; but the 
modem Guerrilla regimenta of the hod, tbe trowel, and the 
brick-kiln are the greatest conquerors of all ; for they hold 
the longest the soil that they have once possessed. How 
mighty the devastation which follows in the wake of these 
tremendous aggressors, as they march through the kingdom 
of naturi; triumphantly bricklaying beauty wherever they 
go! What dismantled castle, with the enemy's flag flying 
over its cmmbling walls, ever looked so utterly forlorn as a 
poor field-fortress of nature, impriaoied on all sides by the 
walled camp of the enemy, and degraded by a hostile ban- 
ner of pole and board, with the conqueror's device inscribed 
on it — "this OBorND to bb lstt on buildimo leases?" 
What is tbe bistorieal spectacle of Manns sitting among the 
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niins of Carthage, but a trampeiy theatrical set-scene, com- 
pared with the moamful modem sight of the last tree left 
standing, on the last few feet of grass left growing, amidst 
the greenly-festering stucco of a finished Paradise Row, or 
the naked scaffolding poles of a half-completed Prospect 
Place ? Oh, gritty-natored Guerrilla regiments of the hod, 
the trowel, and the brick-kiln ! the town-pilgrim of nature, 
when he wanders out at fall of day into the domains which 
you have spared for a little while, bears strange things said 
of you in secret, as he duteously interprets the old, primeval 
language of the leaves ; as he listens to the death-doomed 
trees, still whispering mournfully around him the last notes 
of their ancient even-song ! 

But what avails the voice of lamentation ? What new 
neighborhood ever stopped on its way into the country, to 
hearken to the passive remonstrance of the fields, or to bow 
to the indignation of outraged admirers of the picturesque? 
Never was suburb more impervious to any faint influences 
of this sort, than that especial suburb which grew up be- 
tween Baregrove Square and the country ; removing a walk 
among the hedgerows a mile off from the resident families, 
with a ruthless rapidity at which sufferers on all sides stared 
aghast. First stories were built, and mortgaged by the en- 
terprising proprietors to get money enough to go on with 
the second; old speculators failed and were succeeded by 
new ; foundations sank from bad digging ; walls were blown 
down in high winds from hasty building ; bricks were called 
for in such quantities, and seized on in such haste, half-baked 
from the kilns, that they set the carts on fire, and had to be 
cooled in pails of water before they could be erected into 
walls — and still the new suburb defied all accidents, and 
grew irrepressibly into a little town of houses, ready to be 
let and lived in, from the one end to the other. 

The new neighborhood offered house-accommodation — ac- 
cepted at the higher prices as yet only to a small extent — 
to three distinct subdivisions of the great middle class of 
our British population. Rents and premises were adapted, 
in a steeply descending scale, to the means of the middle 
classes with large incomes, of the middle classes with mod- 
erate incomes, and of the middle classes with small incomes. 
The abodes for the large incomes were called " mansions,'' 
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and were fortified strongly against the rest of the suburb by 
being all built in one wide row, shut in at either end by or- 
namental gates, and called a ^' park." The unspeakable des- 
olation of aspect common to the whole suburb was in a high 
state of perfection in this part of it. Irreverent street noises 
fainted dead away on the threshold of the ornamental gates, 
at the sight of the hermit lodge-keeper. The cry of the cos- 
ier-monger and the screech of the vagabond London boy 
were banished out of hearing. £ven the regular trades- 
man's time -honored business noises at customers' doors 
seemed as if they ought to have been relinquished here. 
The frantic falsetto of the milkman, the crash of the furious 
batcher's cart over the never-to-be pulverized stones of the 
new road through the " park," always sounded profanely to 
the passing stranger, in the spick-and-span stillness of this 
Paradise of the large incomes. 

The hapless small incomes had the very worst end of the 
whole locality entirely to themselves, and absorbed all the 
nobes and nuisances, just as the large incomes absorbed all 
the tranquillities and luxuries of suburban existence. 1161*0 
were the dreary limits at which architectural invention stop- 
ped in despair. Elach house in this poor man's purgatory 
was, indeed, and in awful literalness, a brick box with a slate 
top to it. Every hole drilled in these boxes, whether door- 
bole or window-hole, was always overflowing with children. 
They often mustered by forties and fifties in one street, and 
were the great pervading feature of the quarter. In the 
world of the large incomes, young life sprang up like a gar- 
den fountain, artificially playing only at stated periods in 
the Bonshine. In the world of the small incomes, young life 
flowed out turbulently into the street, like an exhaustless 
kennel-deluge, in all weathers. Next to the children of the 
inhabitants, in visible numerical importance, came the shirts 
and petticoats, and miscellaneous linen of the inhabitants ; 
fluttering out to dry publicly on certain days of the week, 
and enlivening the treeless little gardens where they hung, 
with lightsome avenues of pinafores, and solemn-spreading 
foliage of stout Welsh flannel. Here that absorbing passion 
for oranges (especially active when the fruit is half ripe, and 
the weather is bitter cold), which distinguishes the city En- 
glish girl of the lower orders, flourished in its finest develop- 
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ment ; and here, also, the poisonoas fumes of the holiday 
shop-hoy's had cigar told all resident nostrils when it was 
Sunday, as plainly as the church-hells could tell it to all 
resident ears. The one permanent rarity in this neighbor- 
hood, on week days, was to discover a male inhabitant in 
any part of it, between the hours of nine in the morning and 
six in the evening ; the one sorrowful sight which never va- 
ried, was to see that every woman, even to the youngest^ 
looked more or less unhappy, often care-stricken, while youth 
was still in the first bud; oflener child-stricken before ma- 
turity was yet in the full bloom. 

As for the great central portion of the suburb — or, in oth- 
er words, the locality of the moderate incomes — it reflected 
exactly the lives of those who inhabited it, by presenting no 
distinctive character of its own at all. 

In one part, the better order of houses imitated as pomp- 
ously as they could the architectural grandeur of the man- 
sions owned by the large incomes ; in another, the worst o^ 
der of houses respectably, but narrowly, escaped a general 
resemblance to the brick boxes of the small incomes. In 
some places, the " park " influences vindicated their existence 
superbly in the persons of isolated ladies who, not having a 
carriage to go out in for an airing, exhibited the next best 
thing, a footman to walk behind them : and so got a pedes- 
trian airing genteelly in that way. In other places, the ob- 
trusive spirit of the brick boxes rode about, thinly disguised, 
in children's carriages, drawn by nursery-maids; or fluttered 
aloft, delicately discernible at angles of view, in the shape 
of a lace pocket-handkerchief, or a fine-worked chemisette, 
drying modestly at home in retired comers of back gardens. 
Generally, however, the hostile influences of the large in- 
comes and the small mingled together on the neutral ground 
of the moderate incomes; tuniing it into the dullest, the 
dreariest, the most oppressively conventional division of the 
whole suburb. It was just that sort of place where the 
thoughtful man, looking about him mournfully at the local- 
ity, and physiologically observing the inhabitants, would be 
prone to stop suddenly, and ask liimself one plain but terri- 
ble question : " Do these people ever manage to get any real 
enjoyment out of their lives from one year's end to an- 
other ?" 
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To the looker-on at the system of life prevailing among 
the moderate incomes in England, the sort of existence 
which that system emhodies seems in some aspects to he 
without a parallel in any other part of the civilized world. 
Ib it not ohvioasly true that, while the upper classes and the 
lower classes of English society have each their own charac- 
teristic recreations for leisure hours, adapted equally to their 
means and to their tastes, the middle classes, in general, 
have (to expose the sad reality) nothing of the sort ? To 
take an example from those eating and drinking recreations 
which ahsorh so large a portion of existence : If the rich 
proprietors of the " mansions " in the " park " could give 
their grand dinners, and he as prodigal as they pleased with 
their first-rate Champagne, and their rare gastronomic deli- 
cacies ; the poor tenants of the hrick hoxes could just as 
easily enjoy their tea-garden conversazione, and he just as 
happily and hospitahly prodigal, in turn, with their porter- 
pot, their tea-pot, their plate of hread-and-hutter, and their 
dish of shrimps. On either side, these representatives of 
two pecuniary extremes in society looked for what recrea- 
tions they wanted with their own eyes, pursued those rec- 
reations within their own limits, and enjoyed themselves un- 
reservedly in consequence. Not so with the moderate in- 
comes: they, in their social moments, shrank ahsurdly far 
from the poor people's porter and shrimps; crawled con- 
temptihly near to the rich people's rare wines and luxurious 
dishes; exposed their poverty in imitation hy chemical 
Champagne from second-rate wine-merchants, hy flahhy sal- 
ads and fetid oyster-patties from second-rate pastry-cooks ; 
were, in no one of their festive arrangements, true to their 
incomes, to their order, or to themselves ; and, in very truth, 
for all these reasons and many more, got no real enjpyment 
oot of their lives, from one year's end to another. 

On the outskirts of that part of the new suhurh appropri- 
ated to these unhappy middle classes with moderate in- 
comes, there lived a gentleman (hy name Mr. Valentine 
Blyth) whoso life offered as strong a practical contradiction 
as it is possible to imagine to the lives of his neighbors. 

lie was by profession an artist — an artist in spite of cir- 
cumstances. Neither his father, nor his mother^ nor any re- 
lation of theirs on either side, had ever practiced the art of 



32 HID£*AND-BESK« 

painting, or had ever derived any special pleasure from the 
contemplation of pictures. They were all respectable com- 
mercial people of the steady fund-holding old school, who 
lived exclusively within their own circle, and had never so 
much as spoken to a live artist or author in the whole course 
of their lives. The City-world in which Valentine's boyhood 
was passed, was as destitute of art influences of any kind as 
if it had been situated on the coast of Greenland ; and yet, 
to the astonishment of every body, he was always drawing 
and painting, in his own rude way, at every leisare hour. 
His father was, as might be expected, seriously disappointed 
and amazed at the strange direction taken by the boy^s in- 
clinations. No one (including Valentine himself) could ever 
trace them back to any recognizable source ; but every one 
could observe plainly enough that there was no hope of sac- 
cessfully opposing them by fair means of any kind. Seeing 
this, old Mr. Blyth, like a wise man, at last made a virtne 
of necessity; and, giving way to his son, entered him, under 
strong commercial protest, as a student in the Schools of the 
Royal Academy. 

Here Valentine remained, working industriously, until his 
twenty-first birthday. On that occasion, Mr. Blyth had a 
little serious talk with him about his prospects in life. In 
the course of this conversation, the young man was informed 
that a rich merchant-uncle was ready to take him into part- 
nership ; and that his father was equally ready to start him 
in business with his whule share, as one of three children, in 
the comfortable inheritance acquired for the family by the 
M'ell-known City house of Hlytli and Company. IfValen- 
tine consented to this arrangement, his fortune was secured, 
and he mi^ht ride in his carriaije before he was thirty. If, 
on the other hand, he really chose to fling away a fortune, 
he should not be ])inched for means to carry on his studies 
as a painter. The interest of his inheritance on his fathered 
death should be paid quarterly to him during his father^s 
lifetime: the annual independence thus secured to the young 
artist, under any circumstances, being calculated as amount- 
ing to a little over four hundred pounds a year. 

Valentine was not deficient in gratitude. He took a day 
to consider what he should do, though his mind was quite 
made up about Iiis choice beforehand ; and then persisted in 
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bis 6rBt determination ; throwing away the present certainty 
of becoming a wealthy man, for the sake^of the future chance 
of turning out a great painter. 

If he had really possessed genius, there would have been 
nothing very remarkable in this part of his history, so far; 
but having nothing of the kind, holding not the smallest 
8park of the great creative fire in his whole mental composi- 
tion, surely there was something very discouraging to .con- 
template, in the spectacle of a man resolutely determinhig, 
in spite of adverse home circumstances and strong home 
temptation, to abandon all those paths in life, along which 
be might have walked fairly abreast with his fellows, for the 
one path in which he was predestinated by Nature to be al- 
ways left behind by the way. Do the announcing angels, 
whose mission it is to whisper of greatness to great spirits, 
ever catch the infection of fallibility from their intercourse 
with mortals? Do the voices which said truly to Shaks- 
peare, to Raphael, and to Mozart, in their youth-time. You 
are chosen to be gods in this world, ever speak wrongly to 
souls which they are not ordained to approach ? It may be 
so. There are men enough in all countries whose lives would 
fieem to prove it — whose deaths have not contradicted it. . 

Hut even to victims such as these, there are pleasant rest- 
ing-places on the thorny way, and flashes of sunlight now 
and then, to make the cloudy prospect beautiful, though 
only for a little while. It is not all misfortune and disa|>- 
pointment to the man who is mentally unworthy of a great 
intellectual vocation, so long as he is morally worthy of it ; 
•o long as he can pursue it honestly, patiently, and affec- 
tionately, for its own dear sake. Let him work, though ever 
•o obscurely, in this spirit toward his labor, and he shall 
find the labor itself its own exceeding great reward. In that 
reward lives the divine consolation, which, though Fame 
turn her back on him contemptuously, and Affluence pass 
over unpitying to the other side of the way, shall still pour 
oil upon all his wounds, and take him quietly and tenderly 
to the hard joumey^s end. To this one exhaustless solace, 
which the work, no matter of what degree, can yield always 
to earnest workers, the man who has succeeded, and the man 
who has failed, can turn alike, as to a common mother — the 
one, for refuge from mean envy and slanderous hatred, from 

2* 
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all the Boreet evils which even the thriving child of Fame ia 
heir to; the other, from neglect, from ridicule, from defeat, 
from all the petty tyranoieB which the piDing bondman of 
Obscurity is fated to uodergo. 

ThuB it was with Valentine. He had sacrificed a fortnne 
to hia art; and his art — ia the world's eye at least — had 
given to him nothing in return, FHcndB and relatives who 
had not scrupled, on being made acquainted with his choice 
of a vocation, to call it in question, and thereby to commit 
that worst and most universal of all human impertinences, 
which consists of telling a man to his face, by the plainest 
possible inference, that others are better able than he is him- 
self to judge what calling in life is fittest and worthiest for 
him — friends and relatives who thus upbraided Valentine for 
hiB refusal to accept the partnership in his tmcle's house, af- 
fected, on discovering that he made no public progress what- 
ever in art, to believe that he was simply an idle fellow, who 
knew that his father's liberality placed him beyond the ne- 
ceBsity of working for his bi'ead, and who had taken up the 
pursuit of painting as a mere amateur atnusement to occupy 
his leisure hours. To a man who labored like poor Blyth, 
with the steadiest industry and the highest aspirations, such 
whispered calumnies as these were of all mortifications the 
most cruel, of all earthly insults the hardest to bear. 

Still he worked on patiently, never losing faith or hopte, 
because he never lost the love of his art, or the enjoyment 
of pursuing it, irrespective of results, however di shear tening. 
Like most other men of his slight intellectual calibre, the 
works he produced were various, if nothing else. He tried 
the fiorid style, and the severe style ; he was by turns devo- 
tional, allegorical, historical, sentimental, humorous. At one 
time, he abandoned fignre-painting altogether, and took to 
landscape; now producing conventional studies from Ka- 
ture — and now, again, reveling in poetical compositions, 
which might have hung undetected in many a collection as 
doubtful specimens of Bcrghem or Claude. 

But whatever department of painting Valentine tried to 
excel in, the same unhappy destiny seemed always in re- 
serve for each completed efibrt. For years and years bis 
pictures pleaded hard for admission at the Academy doon, 
and were invariably (and not un&irly, it must be confessed) 



refased evcD tfae worst places on the vails of the Exhibition 
rooms. Season after season he still bravely straggled on, 
never depressed, never hopeless while he was before his 
easel, nntil at last the day of reward — how long and pain- 
fully wrought for! — actually arrived. A small picture of a 
very insignificant subject — being only a kitchen " interior," 
with a sleek cat on a dresser, stealing milk from the tea-tray 
during the serrsnt's absence — was benevolently marked 
" doubtful " by the Hanging Committee ; was thereupon kept 
in reserve, in case it might happen to fit any forgotten place 
near the floor—did fit such a place — and was really bung 
Dp, as Mr. Blyth's little nnit of a contribution to the one 
thousand and odd works czbibitcd to the public that year 
by the Royal Academy. 

But Valentine's triumph did not end bere. His picture of 
the treacherous cat stealing the household milk— entitled, 
by way of appealing jocosely to the strong Protestant inter- 
est, "The Jesuit in the Family" — was really sold to an Art- 
Union prize-holder for ten pounds. Once furnished with a 
bank-note won by his own brush, Valentine indulged in the 
most extravagant anticipations of future celebrity and fu- 
ture wealth ; and proved, recklessly enough, that he believed 
aa firmly as any other visionary in the wildest dreams of 
his own imt^ination, by marrying, and setting up an estab- 
lishment, on the strength of the success which had been 
achieved by "The Jesuit in the Family." 

He had been for some time past engaged to the lady wbo 
had now become Mrs. Valentine Blyth. She was the young- 
est of eight siHtcrs, who formed part of the family of a poor 
engraver, and who, in the absence of any mere money quali- 
fications, were all rich alike in the ownership of most mag- 
Difioent Christian names. Mrs. Blyth was called Lavioia- 
Ada ; and hers was by far the humblest name to be found 
among the whole sisterhood. Valentine's relations all ob- 
jected strongly to this match, not only on account of the 
bride's poverty, bnt for another and a very serions reason, 
which events soon proved to be but too well founded. 

Lavinia had snfiered long and severely, as a child, from a 
bad ^Inal malady. Constant attention, and snch medical 
wmtanoe as her father could afibrd to employ, had, it was 
■aid, saoeessfully combated the disorder; and the girl grew 
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up, prettier than any of her siBtera, and apparently alniOBt 
as strong as the healthiest of them. Old Mr. Blyth, how- 
ever, OD hearing that hb son was now just as determined to 
become a married man as he had formerly been to become a 
painter, thought it advisable to make certain inqniries about 
the yonng lady's constitntion, aod addressed them, with 
characteristic caation, to the family doctor, at a private in- 



The resalt of this conference was far from being satisfitc- 
tory. The doctor was suspiciously careful not to commit 
himself: he said that he Aoped the spine was no longer in 
danger of being affected, but that be could not conscien- 
tionsly express himself as feeling quite sure about iL Hav- 
ing repeated these discouraging words to his son, old Mr. 
Blyth delicately and considerately, but very plainly, asked 
Valentine whether, afler what he had heard, he still honest- 
ly thought that he wonid be consulting his own happiness, 
or the lady's happiness either, by marryiug her at all? or, 
at least, by marrying her at a time when the doctor could 
not venture to say that the poor girl might not be even yet 
in danger of becoming an invalid for life? 

Valentine, as usual, persisted at first in looking exclnaive- 
1y at the bright side of the question, and made light of the 
doctor's authority accordingly. 

" Lavvie and I love each other dearly," he said, with & lit- 
tle trembling in his voice, but with perfect firmness of man- 
ner. " I hope in God that what you seem to fear will never 
happen ; hnt even if it shonid, I shall never repent having 
raaiTied her, for I know that I am just as ready to be her 
nurse as to be her husband. I am willing to take her in 
sickness and in health, as the Prayer-book says. In my 
home she would have such constant attention paid to her 
wants and comforts as she could not have at her father's, 
with his large family and his poverty, poor fellow ! And 
this is reason enough, I think, for my marrying her, even if 
the worst should take place. But I always have hoped for 
the best, as you know, father: and I mean to go on hoping 
for poor Lavvie just the same as ever !" 

What conld old Mr. Blyth, what could any man of heart 
and honor, oppose to snch an answer as this? Nothing. 
The marriage took place; and Valentine's father tried haid, 
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and Dot altogether vaiuly, to feel as sanguine about future 
results as Valentine himself 

For several months — how short the time seemed, when 
they looked back on it in afler-years ! — the happiness of the 
painter and his wife more than fulfilled the brightest hopes 
which they had formed as lovers. As for the doctor's cau- 
tious words, they were hardly remembered now ; or, if re- 
called, were recalled only to be laughed over. But the time 
of bitter grief, which had been appointed, though they knew 
it not, came inexorably, even while they were still lightly 
jesting at all medical authority round the painter's fireside. 
I^vinia caught a severe cold. The cold turned to rheuma- 
tism, to fever, then to general debility, then to nervous at- 
tacks — each one of these disorders being really but so many 
false appearances, under which the horrible spinal malady 
was treacherously and slowly advancing in disguise. 

When the first positive symptoms appeared, old Mr. Blyth 
acted with all his accustomed generosity toward his son. 
**My purse is yours, Valentine," said he; "open it when you 
like ; and let Lavinia, while there is a chance for her, have 
the same advice and the same remedies as if she was the 
greatest duchess in the land." The old man's affectionate 
advice was affectionately followed. The most renowned 
doctors in England prescribed for Lavinia ; every thing that 
science and incessant attention could do, was done ; but the 
terrible disease still baffled remedy after remedy, advancing 
snrely and irresistibly, until at last the doctors themselves 
lost all hope. So far as human science could foretell events, 
Mrs. Blyth, in the opinion of all her medical advisers, was 
doomed for the rest of her life never to rise again from the 
bed on which she lay; except, perhaps, to be sometimes 
moved to the sofa, or, in the event of some favorable reac- 
tion, to be wheeled about occasionally in an invalid-chair. 

What the shock of this intelligence was, both to husband 
and wife, no one ever knew ; they nobly kept it a secret even 
from each other. Mrs. Blyth was the first to recover cour- 
age and calmness. She begged, as an especial favor, that 
Valentine would seek consolation, where she knew he must 
find it sooner or later, by going back to his studio, and re- 
suming his old familiar labors, which had been suspended 
from the time when her illness had originally declared itself. 
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On the first day when, in obedience to her wiflhefl, he sat 
before his picture again — the half-finished picture from which 
he had been separated for so many months— on that first 
day, when the friendly occupation of his life seemed sudden- 
ly to have grown strange to him ; when his brush wandered 
idly among the colors, when his tears dropped fast on the 
palette every time he looked down on it ; when he tried hard 
to work as usual, though only for half an hour, only on sim- 
ple background places in the composition; and still the 
brush made false touches, and still the tints would not min- 
gle as they should, and still the same words, repeated over 
and over again, would bui-st from his lips : " Oh, poor Lav- 
vie! oh, poor, dear, dear Lavvie !" — even then, the spirit of 
that beloved art, which he had always followed so humbly 
and so faithfully, was true to its divine mission, and com- 
forted and upheld him at the last bitterest moment when he 
laid down his palette in despair. 

While he was still hiding his face before the very picture 
which he and his wife bad dice innocently and secretly glo- 
rified together, in those happy days of its beginning that 
were never to come again, the sudden thought of consola- 
tion shone out on his heart, and showed him how he might 
adorn all his after-life with the deathless beauty of a pure 
and noble purpose. Thenceforth his vague dreams of fame, 
and of rich men wrangling with each other for the posses- 
sion of his pictures, took the second place in his mind ; and 
in their stead sprang up the new resolution that he would 
win independently, with his own brush, no matter at what 
sacrifice of pride and ambition, the means of surrounding his 
sick wife with all those luxuries and refinements which his 
own little income did not enable him to obtain, and which 
he shrank with instinctive delicacy from accepting as pres- 
ents bestowed by his father's generosity. Here was the con- 
soling purpose which robbed affliction of half its bitterness 
already, and bound him and his art together by a bond more 
sacred than any that had united them before. In the very 
hour when this thought came to him, he rose without a pang 
to turn the great historical composition, from which he had 
once hoped so much, with its face to the wall, and set him- 
self to finish an unpretending little " Study " of a cottage 
court-yard, which he was certain of selling to a picture-deal- 
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log friend. The first approach to bappiness which he had 
koowD for a long, long time paat, was on the evening of that 
day when he went up sUira to sit with Lavinia; and, keep- 
ing secret his pnrpose of the morning, made the sick woman 
emile in spite of her sufferings, by asking her bow she should 
like to have her room furnished, if she were the lady of a 
great lord, instead of being only the wife of Valentine Blytb. 

Then came the happy day when the secret was revealed, 
and aflerward the pleasant years when poor Mrs, Blyth's 
most splendid visions of luxury were all gradually realized 
through her husband's exertions in his profession. But for 
his wife's influence, Valentine would have been in danger of 
abandoning High Art and Classical Landscape altogether, 
for cheap portrait-painting, cheap copying, and cheap stud- 
ies of StIU Life. But Mrs. Blytb, bedriddeu as she was, con- 
trived to preserve all her old influence over the labors of the 
studio, and would ask for nothing new, and receive nothing 
new, in her room, except on condition that herhuBbaod was 
to paint at least one picture of High Art every year, for the 
sake (as she proudly said) of " asseiting his intellect and his 
reputation in the eyes of the public." Accordingly, Mr. 
Blytb's time waa pretty equally divided between the pro- 
dnction of great unsalable " compositions," which were al> 
ways hong near the ceiling in the £xhibition, and of small 
marketable commodities, which were as invariably hung 
near the floor. 

Valentine's average earnings from his art, though hnmble 
enough in amount, amply sufficed to fulfill the affectionate 
purpose for which, to the last farthing, they were rigorously 
set aside. ** Lavvie's Drawing-room " (this was Mr. Blyth's 
name for his wife's bedroom) really looked as bright and 
beautiful as any royal chamber in the universe. The rarest 
flowers, the prettiest gardens nnder glass, bowls with gold 
and silver fish in them, a small aviary of birds, an .j£ulian 
harp to put on the window-sill in summer-time, some of Val- 
entine's best drawings from the old masters, prettily-framed 
proof-impressions of engravings done by Mrs. Blyth's father, 
cartains and hangings of the tenderest color and texture, 
inlaid tables, and delicately -carved book-cases, were among 
the different objects of refinement and beauty which, in the 
ooniM of years, Mr. BIytb*B industry bad enabled him to ac- 
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conmlate for his wife's pleasare. Ko one bat himself ever 
knew what be had sncrificed in laboring to g&in these tbinga. 
The heartless people whose portraits he had paioted, and 
whose impertinences he had patiently sabmitted to; the 
mean bargainers who had treated htm like a tradesman ; the 
dastardly men of business who had disgraced their order by 
taking advantage of his simplicity — how hardly sud cmellf 
snch insect natures of this world had often dealt witb that 
noble heart! how despicably they had planted their small 
gadfly stings in the high soul which it was never permitted 
to them to subdue! 

No ! not once to subdue, not once to tarnish ! All pet- 
ty humiliations were forgotten in one look at"I-avvie'8 
Drawing-room ;'' all stain of insolent words vanished from 
Valentine's memory iu the atmosphere of the studio. Never 
was a more superticial judgment pronounced than when his 
friends said that he had thrown away his whole life, because 
he had chosen a vocation in which he could win no public 
success. The lad's earliest instincts had indeed led him 
triiiy, after all. The art to which he had devoted himself 
was the only earthly pursuit that could harmonise as per- 
fectly with all the eccentricities as with all the graces of bia 
character, that could mingle happily with every joy, tender- 
ly witb every grief, belonging to the quiet, simple, and inno- 
cent life which, employ him anyhow, it was in his original 
nature to lead. But for this protecting art, underwhat prim 
disguises, amidst what foggy social climates of class conven- 
tionality, would the worlds clerical, legal, mercantile, milita- 
ry, naval, or dandy, have extinguished this man, if any one 
of them had caught him in its snares! Where would then 
have been his frolicsome enthusiasm that nothing could dis- 
pirit; his inveterate oddities of thought, speech, and action, 
which made all his friends laugh at him and bless him in the 
same breath ; his affections, so manly in their firmness, so 
womanly in their tenderness, so child-like in their frank, 
fearless confidence, that dreaded neither ridicule on the one 
side, nor deception on llie other? Whci-e and how would 
all these characteristics have vanished, but for hts art — but 
for the abiding spirit, ever present to preserve their vital 
warmth against the outer and earthly cold ? The wisest of 
Valentine's friends, who shook their heads dlBparaginglj 
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whenever his name was mentioned, were at least wise enough 
in their generation never to ask themselves saoh embarrass- 
ing questions as these. 

Thns much for the history of the painter's past life. We 
may now make his acquaintance in the appropriate atmos- 
phere of his own studio. 



CHAPTER n. 

MB. BLTTH IN HIS STUDIO. 



It was wintry weather — not such a November winter's 
day as some of us may remember looking at fourteen years 
ago, in Baregrove Square, but a brisk frosty iboming in Jan- 
nary. The country view visible from the back windows of 
Mr. Blyth's house, which stood on the extreme limit of the 
new suburb, was thinly and brightly dressed out for the sun's 
morning lev6e, in its finest raiment of pure snow. The cold 
blue sky was cloudless ; every sound out-of-doors fell on the 
car with a hearty and jocund ring ; all newly-lit fires burned 
np brightly and willingly without coaxing ; and the robin- 
red-breasts hopped about expectantly on balconies and win- 
dow-sills, as if they only waited for an invitation to walk in 
and warm themselves, along with their larger fellow-crea- 
tares, round the kindly hearth. 

The studio was a large and lofty room, lighted by a sky- 
light, and running along the side of the house throughout 
its whole depth. Its walls were covered with plain brown 
paper, and its floor was only carpeted in the middle. The 
most prominent pieces of furniture were two large easels 
placed at either extremity of the room ; each supporting a 
picture of considerable size, covered over for the present 
with a pair of sheets which looked woefully in want of wash- 
ing. There was a painting-stand with quantities of shallow 
little drawers, some too full to open, others, again, too full 
to shut; there was a movable platform to put sitters on, 
covered with red cloth much disguised in dust ; there was a 
small square table of new deal, and a large round table of 
dilapidated rose-wood, both laden with sketch-books, port- 



42 HIDE-AXI>4EEK. 

folioB, dog's-eared sheets of drawing-paper, tin pots, scatter- 
ed brushes, palette-knives, rags variously defiled by paint 
and oil, pencils, chalks, port-crayons — the whole anwlling 
powerfully at all points of turpentine. 

Finally, there were chairs in plenty, no one of which, how- 
ever, at all resembled the other. In one comer stood a 
moldy antique chair with a high back, and a basin of dirty 
water on the seat. By the side of the fire-place a cheap 
straw chair of the bee-hive pattern was tilted over against a 
dining-room chair, with a horse-hair cushion. Before the 
largest of the two pictures, and hard by a portable flight of 
steps, stood a rickety office-stooL On the platform for sitters 
a modem easy-chair, with the cover in tatters, invited all 
models to picturesque repose. Close to the rose-wood table 
was placed a rocking-chair, and between the legs of the deal 
table were huddled together a camphstool and a hassock. 
In short, every remarkable variety of the illustrious &mily 
of Seats was represented in one comer or another of Mr. 
Blyth's painting-roora. 

All the surplus small articles which shelves, tables, and 
chairs were unable to accommodate, reposed in comfortable 
confusion on the fioor. One half at least of a pack of cards 
seemed to be scattered about in this way. A shirt-collar, 
three gloves, a boot, a shoe, and half a slipper ; a silk stock- 
ing, and a pair of worsted muffetees; three old play-bills 
rolled into a ball ; a pencil-case, a paper-knife, a tooth-pow- 
der-box without a lid, and a superannuated black-beetle trap 
turned bottom upward, assisted in forming part of the het- 
erogeneous collection of rubbish strewed about the studio 
floor. And worse than all — as tending to show that the 
painter absolutely enjoyed his own disorderly habits — ^Mr. 
Blyth had jocosely desecrated his art, by making it imitate 
litter where, in all conscience, there was real litter enough 
already. Just in the way of any body entering the room, 
he had painted, on the bare floor, exact representations of a 
new quill pen and a very expensive-looking sable brush, lying 
all ready to be trodden upon by entering feet. Fresh visit- 
ors constantly attested the skillfulness of these imitations by 
involuntarily stooping to pick up the illusive pen and brush ; 
Mr. Blyth always enjoying the discomfiture and astonish- 
ment of every new victim, as thoroughly as if the practical 
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joke had been a perfeotly new one on each §ucceBBive occa- 
sion. 

Soch waa the interior condition of the |>ainting-room, after 
the owner had inhabited it for a period of little more than 
two months 1 

The ohnrch-clock of the snburb had just strnck ten, when 
qnick, light steps approach the stndio door. A gentleman 
enters — trips gayly over the imitative pen and brnsh — and, 
walking ap to the fire, begins to warm his back at it, look- 
ing about him rather absently, and whistling "Drops of 
Brand;" io a minor key. This gentleman is Mr. Valentine 
BIyth. 

He looks under forty, bat is really a little over fifty. His 
face is ronnd and rosy, and not marked by a single wrinkle 
in any part of it. He has large, sparkling black eyes ; wears 
neither whiskers, beard, nor mustache; keeps his thick curly 
black hair rather too cloaely cat; and has a briskly-comical 
kindness of expression in his face, which it is not easy to 
contemplate for the first time without smiling at him. He 
is tall and stoat, always wears very tight trowsers, and gen- 
erally keeps his wristbands tamed ap over the ciifTs of his 
coat. All his movements are quick and fidgety. He ap- 
pears to walk principally on his toes, and seems always on 
the point of b^inning to dance, or jump, or run whenever 
he moves about, either in or oat of doors. Wbeu he speaks 
he has an odd habit of ducking his head suddenly, and look- 
ing at the person whom he addresses over his shoulder. 
These, and other little personal pecnliarities of tho same un- 
dignified nature, all contribute to make him exactly that sort 
of penon whom every body shakes hands with,' and nobody 
bows to, on a first introduction. Men instinctively choose 
him to be the recipient of a joke, girls to be tho male confi- 
dant of all flirtations which they like to talk about, children 
to be their petitioner for the pardon of a fault, or the re- 
ward of a half-holiday. On the other hand, he is decidedly 
DDpopnlar among that large class of Englishmen, whose only 
topics of conversation are public nuitiances and political 
abases; for he resolutely looks at every thing on the bright 
side, and has never read a leading article or a parliamentary 
debate in his life. In brief, men of business habits think him 
a fool, and intellectual women with independent views cite 
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him triumphantly as an excellent Bpecimen of the inferior 
male sex. 

Still whistling, Mr. BIyth walks toward an earthen pipkin 
in one comer of the studio, and takes from it a little china 
palette which he has neglected to clean since he last used 
it. Looking roand the room for some waste paper, on which 
he can deposit the half-dried old paint that has been scraped 
off with the palette-knife, Mr. Blyth's eyes happen to light 
first on the deal table, and on four or five notes which lie 
scattered over it. 

These he thinks will suit his purpose as well as any thing 
else, BO he takes up the notes, but before making nse of them, 
reads their contents over for the second time — partly by way 
of caution, partly through a dawdling habit, which men of 
hie absent dispositiou are always too ready to contract. 
Three of these letters happen to be in the same scrambling, 
blotted handwriting. They are none of them very long, and 
are the production of a former acquaintance of the reader's, 
who has somewhat altered in height and personal appeal^ 
auce during the course of the last fourteen years. Here is 
the first of the notes, which Valentine is now reading: 

" Dear Blytu, — My father says Theatres are the Devil's 
Houses, and I must be home by eleven o'clock. I'm sure I 
never did any thing wrong at a Theatre which I might not 
have done jnst the same anywhere else, unless laughing 
over a good play is one of the national sins he's always talk- 
ing about. I can't stand it much longer, even for my moth- 
er's sake ! I'ou are my only friend. I shall come and see 
you to-morrow, so mind and be at home. How I wish I was 
an artist ! Yours ever, Z, Thorpe, Jun," 

Shaking his head and smiltng at the same time, Mr. Blytb 
finishes this letter — drops a perfect puddle of dirty paint 
and turpentine in the middle, over the words "national 
sins," throws the paper into the fire — and goes on to note 
number two : 

"Dear Bltth, — I couldn't come yesterday, because of 
another quarrel at home, and my mother crying about it, 
of course. My father smelled tobacco-smoke at morning 
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prayers. It irai my coat, wbicb I foi^t to air at tbe fire 
the night before ; mod he found it out, and said be wouldn't 
have me smoke, because it led to dissipation — but I told him 
(which ia tme) that lots of parsons smoked. I wish you vis- 
ited at oar house, and coald come and say a word on my 
side. Dear Blyth, I am perfectly wretched ; for I have bad 
all my cigars taken from me; and I am, yours truly, 

" Z. Thobfe, Jun." 

A third note is requii'ed before the palette can be scraped 
clean. Mr. Blyth reads the contents rather gravely on 
thia occasion ; rapidly plastering his last morsels of waste 
paint upon the paper as he goes on, until at length it looks 
as if it had been well peppered with all tbe colors of tbe 
rsinbow. 

Zack's third letter of complaint certainly promised seri- 
oofl domestic tribulation for the ruling power at Baregrove 
Square: 

" Dkak Bltth, — I have given in — at least for tbe present. 
I told my fiither about my wanting to be an artist, and 
about your saying that I had a good notion of drawing, and 
an eye for a likeness; but I might just as well have talked 
to one of yonr easels. He means to make a man of business 
of me. And here I have been, for the last three weeks, at a 
Tea-Broker's office in the city, in consequence. They all say 
it's a good opening for me, and talk about the respectability 
of commercial pursuits. I don't want to be respectable, and 
I hate commercial pursuits. What is the good of forcing 
me into a merchant's office, when I can't say my Multiplica- 
tion table? Ask my mother about that: she'll tell yon! 
Only &noy me going round tea-wa rehouses in filthy Jcwitth 
places like St. Mary-Axe, to take samples, with a blue bag 
to carry them about in ; and a dirty junior clerk, who cleans 
his pen in his hair, to teach me how to fold up parcels! 
Isn't it enough to make my blood boil to think of it? I 
can't go on, and I won't go on in this way ! Mind you're at 
home to-morrow ; I'm coming to speak to you about how I'm 
to begin learning to be an artist. The junior clerk is going 
to do all my sampling work for me in the morning; and wi- 
are to meet in the afternoon, after I have come away from 
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yon, at a chop-Iiouae; and then go back to the offioe as if we 
liad been together all day, jast as u§uaL Ever yoan, 

" Z. Thobfb, Jnn. 
"P.S. — My mind's made up: if the worst oomes to the 
worst, I shall leave home." 

" Oh, dear me ! oh, dear ! dear me !" says TaleBtine, monin- 
folly rabbiog his palette clean with a bit of rag. ** What 
will it all end in, I wonder. Old Tl^orpe's going jnst the 
way, with hiH obstinate severity, to drive Zack to Bometbing 
desperate. Coming here to-morrow, be says f" continoes Mr. 
Blytfa, approaching the smalleBt of the two pictures, placed 
on easels at opposite extremities of the room. " Coming to- 
morrow ! He never dates his notes; bnt I suppose, as thb 
one came last night, to-morrow means to-day." 

Saying these words with eyes absently fixed on his picture, 
Valentine withdraws the sheet stretched over the canvas, 
and discloses a Classical Landscape of his own compoeition. 

If Mr. Blyth had done nothing else in producing tbe pic- 
ture which DOW confronted him, he had at least achieved one 
great end of all Classic Art, by reminding nobody of any 
thing simple, familiar, or pleasing to them in uature. In the 
foreground of his composition were the three lanky rained 
columuB, the dancing Bacchantes, the musing philosopber, 
the mahogany- colored vegetation, and tbe bosky and branch- 
less trees, with which we have all been familiar, from oar 
youth upward, in " classical compositions." Down the mid- 
dle of the scene ran that wonderful river, which is always 
rippling with the same regular waves ; and always bearing 
onward the same capsizable galleys, with the same vermilion 
and blue revelers striking lyres on tbe deck. On the bank 
where there was most room for it, appeared oar old, old 
friend, the architectural City, which nobody could possibly 
live in ; and which is composed of nothing but temples, tow- 
ers, monuments, flights of steps, and bewildering rows of 
pillars. In the distance, our favorite blue moant^ns were 
as blue and as peaky as ever, on Valentine's canvas ; and onr 
generally-approved pale yellow son was still disfigured by 
the same attack of a^nal Janndice, from which he has suf- 
fered ever since classical compositions first forbade him to 
take refuge from tbe sight behind a friendly clond. 
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After standing before hi§ picture id affectionate contem- 
plation of its beauties for a minute or so, Valentine resumes 
the business of preparing his palette. 

As the bee comes and goes irregularly from flower to flow- 
er; as the butterfly flatters in a zigzag coarse from one sun- 
ny place on the garden wall to another — or, as an old woman 
runs from wrong omnibus to wrong omnibus, at the Elephant 
and Castle, before she can discover the right one ; as a coun- 
tryman blunders up one street, and down another, before he 
can find the way to his place of destinatioQ in London — so 
does Mr. BIyth now come and go, flutter, run, and blunder 
ID a mighty hurry about his studio, in search of missing col- 
ors which ought to be in his painting-box, but which are 
not to be found there. While he is still bunting through the 
room, his legs come into collision with a lai^e drawing-board 
on which there is a blank sheet of paper stretched. This 
board seems to remind Mr. BIyth of some duty connected 
with it. He places it against two chairs in a good light; 
then approaching a shelf on which some plaster-casts arc ar- 
ranged, takes down from it a bust of the Venus de Medici — 
which bust he next places on his old ofBce-stool, opposite to 
tbe two chairs and the drawing-board. Just as these prep- 
arations are completed, the door of the studio opens, and a 
Terj important member of the painter's household — who has 
not yet been introduced to the reader, and who is in no way 
related either to Valentine or his wife — enters the room. 

This mysterious resident under Mr. BIyth's roof is a Toung 
Lady. 

She is dressed in very pretty, simple, Qnaker-like attire. 
Her gown is of a light-gray color, covered by a neat little 
black apron in front, and fastened round the throat over a 
fiill collar. The sleeves of this dress are worn tight to the 
arm, and arc terminated at the wrists by qnaint-l coking cuffs 
of antique lace, the only ornamental morsels of costume 
which she has on. It is impossible to describe how delicions- 
ly soft, bright, fresh, pure, and delicate this young lady is, 
merely as an object to look at, contrasttid with the dingy 
disorder of the studio- sphere through which she now moves. 
Tl» keenest obBe^^■en^, beholding her as she at prvwnt ap- 
peart, would detect nothing in her face or figure, her manner 
or ber eostnmc, in the slightest degree suggestive of impen- 
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etrable mystery or incurable misTortoDe. And yet she bap- 
pena to be the only person in Mr. Blyth's household at whom 
prying glances are directed whenever she walks out ; whose 
very exifitenec is referred to by the painter's neighbors with 
an invariable accompaniment of shrngs, sighs, and lament- 
ing looks ; and whose " case " is always compassiooately des- 
ignated as "a sad one," whenever it is broaght forward, in 
the course of conversation, at dinner-tables and tea-tables in 
the new suburb. 

Socially, we may be all easily divided into two classes in 
this world — at least in the civilized part of it. If we are not 
the people whom others talk about, then we are sure to be 
the people who talk about others. The young lady who had 
just entered Mr. Blyth's painting-room belonged to the for- 
mer order of human beings'. 

She seemed fated to be used as a constant subject of con- 
versation by her fellow-creatures. Even her face alone — 
simply as a face — could not escape perpetual discussion ; and 
that, too, among Valentine's friends, who all knew her well, 
and loved her dearly. It was the oddest thing in the world, 
but no one of them could ever agree with another (except 
on a certain point, to be presently mentioned) as to which 
of her personal attractious ought to be first selected for ap- 
proval, or quoted as particularly asserting her claims to the 
admiration of all worshipers of beauty. 

To take three or four instances of this. There was Mr, 
Gimble, the civil little picture-dealer, and a very good friend 
in every way to Valentine : there was Mr, Gimble, who de- 
clared that her principal charm was in her complexion — her 
fair, clear, wonderful complexion — which he would defy any 
artist alive to paint, let him try ever so hard, or be ever so 
great a man. Then came the Dowager Countess of Bramble- 
down, the frolicsome old aristocrat, who was generally be- 
lieved to be " a little cracked ;" who haunted Mr. Blyth's 
studio, after having once given him an order to paint her 
rare China tea-service, and her favorite muff, iu one group; 
and who differed entirely from the little picture -dealer. 
"Fiddle-de-dee!" cried her ladyship, scornfully, on hearing 
Mr. Gimble's opinion quoted one day. " The man may know 
something about pictures, but he is an idiot about women. 
Her complexion, indeed ! I ronid make as £;aod a complex- 
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ion for myself (we old women are painters too, in onr way, 
Blyth). Don't tell me about her complexion — it's her eyes I 
her incomparable blae eyes, which would have driven the 
yoQDg men of my time mad — mad, I give yon my word of 
honor 1 Not a gentleman, sir, in my yonthful days— and 
they wen gentlemen then — but wonld have been too happy 
to run away with her for her eyes alone ; and what's more, 
to have shot any man who said as much as 'Stop him!' 
Complexion, indeed, Mr. Gimble ? I'll complexion you, next 
time I find my way into your picture-gallery 1 Take a pinch 
of inu^ Blyth ; and never repeat nonsense in my hearing 
•gain." 

There waa Mr. Ballivant, the eathnsiaatio young sculptor, 
with the mangy flow of flaxen hair, and the plump, waxy 
&ce; who wrote poetry, and showed, by various sonnets, 
that he again difi'ered completely about the young lady from 
the Dowager Couoteas of Brambledown and Mr. Gimble. 
This gentleman sang fluently, on paper — using, by-the-way, 
a profefluonal epithet — about her " chiseled month," 

" Whicb brcath«d of nptora and the bdin7 Soath." 
He expatiated on 

" Bar iweet lip* vniling at her dimpled chin, 
Wbon wealth of kiuee god* might long to win — " 

and mnoh more to the same maudlin effect. In plain prose, 
the ardent BuUivant was all for the lower part of the young 
lady's face, and actually worried her, and Mr. Blyth, and ev> 
erj body in the house, until he got leave to take a cast of it. 
Lastly, there was Mrs. BIyth's father, a meek old gentle- 
man, with B continual cold in the head ; who lived on mar- 
▼elonsly to the almost verge of human existence — as very 
poor men, with very large families, who would be much bet- 
t«r out of this world than in it, very often do. There was 
this low-speaking, mildly-infirm, and perpctaally-snuffling 
engraver, who, on being asked to mention what he most ad- 
mired in her, answered that he thought it was her hair, 
" which was of snch a nice light brown color ; or, perhaps, 
it might be the pleasant way in which she carried her head, 
or, perhaps, her shoulders — or, perhaps, her head and shoul- 
den, both together. Not that his opinion was good for 
aiacib ia tasty matters of this kind, for whioh reason he beg- 
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gcd to apologize for expressing it at all" In speaktDg tbns 
of his opinion, the worthy engraver sorely depreciated him- 
self most unjustly ; for, if the father of eight daughters can 
Dot succeed in learaing (philoprogenitive! y speaking) to be 
a good judge of women, what man can P 

However, there was one point on wliich Mr, Gimble, Lady 
llrambledown, Mr. BuUivant, Mrs. BIytb'a father, and hosts 
of friends besides, were all agreed, without one diacordant 
exception. 

They unanimoasly asserted that the young lady's &ce was 
the nearest living approach they had ever seen to that im- 
mortal "Madonna" face, which has forever asBociated tbe 
idea of beauty with the name of Rapbabu The resemblaoce 
struck every body alike, even those who were but slightly 
conversant with pictures, the moment they saw her. Taken 
in detail, her features might be easily found fault with. Her 
eyes might be pronounced too large, her mouth too small, her 
nose not Grecian enough for some people's tast«B. But the 
general effect of these features, the shape of her head and 
face, and especially her habitual expression, reminded all be- 
holdei-3 at once, and irresistibly, of that image of softness, 
purity, nnd femiolDe gentleness which has been engraven on 
all civilized memories by the "Madonnas" of Raphael. 

It was in consequence of this extraordinary resemblance 
that her own English name of Mary had been, from the first, 
altered and Italianized by Mr. and Mrs. Blyth, and by all 
intimate friends, into " Madonna." One or two extremely 
strict and extremely foolish people objected to any snch fa- 
miliar application of this name, as being open, in certain di- 
rections, to an imputation of irreverence. Mr. Blyth was not 
generally very quick at an answer ; but, on this occasion, he 
had three answers ready before the objections were quite out 
of his friends' months. 

In the linit place, be said that he and his friends used the 
name only in an artist-sense, and only with reference to Ra- 
phael's pictures. In the next place, he produced an Italiao 
dictionary, and showed that "Madonna" had a second mean- 
ing in the language, signifying simply and literally, " My 
lady." And, in conclusion, he proved historically, that " Mar 
donna" had been used in the old times as a prefix to tbe 
names of Italian women; quoting, for example, "Madonna 
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I^," whom he happened to remetiiber jast at that momeDt, 
from having once painted a pictnre from one of the scenes 
of her terrible etory. Tfaeee statemeata aileoced all objec- 
tions; and the yonng lady was accordingly much better 
known in the painter's house as " Madonna " than as " Mary." 

On now entering the stndio, she walked ap to Valentine, 
laid a hand lightly on each of his shonldera, and so lifted 
herself to be kissed on the forehead. Then she looked down 
on his palette, and observing that some colors were still 
missing from it, began to search for them directly in the 
painting-box. She found them in a moment, and appealed 
to Mr. Blylh with an arch look of inquiry and triamph. He 
nodded, smiled, and held otit his palette for her to pnt the 
colors on it herself. Having done this very neatly and deli- 
cately, she next looked round the room, and at once observed 
the bust of Venus placed on the office-stool. 

At the same time, Mr. Btyth, who saw the direction taken 
by her eyes, handed to her a portcrayon with some black 
chalk, which he had been carefully cutting to a point for the 
last minute or two. She took it with a little mock courtesy, 
pouting her lip slightly, as if drawiug the Venus was work 
not much to her taste — smiled when she saw Valentine shak- 
ing hifl head, and' frowning comically at her — then went 
away at once to the drawing-board, and sat down opposite 
Venus, in which position she offered as decided a living con- 
tradiction as ever was seen to the assertion of the classical 
idea of beanty, as expressed in the cast that she was about 
to copy. 

Mr. BIyth, on his side, set to work at last on the Land- 
scape ; painting upon the dancing Bacchantes in the fore- 
ground of his picture, whose scanty dresses stood sadly in 
need of a little brightening up. While the painter and the 
yonng lady are thus industriously occapied with the business 
of the studio, there is leisure to remark on one rather per- 
plexing characteristic of their intercourse, so far as it has yet 
proceeded on this particular winter's rooming. 

Ever since Madonna has been in the room, not one word 
has she spoken to Valentine ; and not one word has Valen- 
tine (who can talk glibly enough to himself) spoken to her. 
He never said " Good-moming," when he kissed her — or, 
"Tbaok you ror6uding my lost colors" — or, "I have set the 
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Vemis, my dear, for yoar drawing-lesaoD to-day." And she, 
woman as she is, has actually not asked bim a aingle qnes- 
tioD since she entered the stndio I What can this abaolnte 
and remarkable sileDCe mean between two people wbo look 
as afiectionately od each other as these two look, every time 
their eyes meet I 

Ib this one of the Mysteries of the painter's fireside? 

Who is Hadonna? 

What is her real name besides Mary ? 

Ib it Mary Blyth f 

Some years ago, an extraordinary adventare happened to 
Valentine in the circus of an itinerant B^nestrian Company, 
Id that adventure, and in the strange results attending it, 
the clue lies hidden, which leads to the Mystery of the paint- 
er's fireside, and reveals the story of tbis book. 



CHAPTER in. 
a's childhood. 



In the aatnmn of 1B38, Mrs. Blyth's malady had for some 
time past assumed the permanent form from which it seldom 
afterward varied. She now suffered little actual pain, ex- 
cept when she quitted a recumbent posture. But the gen- 
eral disorganization produced by almost exclusive confine- 
ment to one portion had, even at this early period, began 
to work sad changes in her personal appearance. She Buf- 
fered that mortifying misfortune just as bravely and resign- 
edly as she had sufi'ered the first great calamity of her in- 
curable disorder. Valentine never allowed that he thought 
her altered ; Valentine's kindness was just as affectionate and 
as constant as it had ever beeu in the happier days of their 
marriage. So encouraged, Lavinia had the heart to bear all 
burdens patiently; and could find sources of happiness for 
herself, where others could discover nothing bat causes for 
grief 

The room she inhabited was already, through Valentine's 
self-denying industry, better furnished than any other room 
in the house ; but was far from presenting the fwme appear- 



HIBK-AKD-SEEK. 53 

anoe of laxarj and completeness to which it attained in the 
coarae of after-years. 

The charming maple-wood and ivory book-case, with the 
prettily-bound volumes ranged in such bright regularity 
along its shelves, was there certainly as early as the autumn 
of 1838. It would not, however, at that time have formed 
part of the furniture of Mrs. Blyth's room, if her husband 
had not provided himself with the means of paying for it, 
by accepting a certain professional invitation to the coun- 
try, which he knew before, and would enable him to face the 
terrors of the upholsterer^s bill 

The invitation in question had been sent to him by a cler- 
ical friend, the Reverend Doctor Joyce, Rector of St. Judy^s, 
in the large agricultural town of Rubbleford. Valentine 
had produced a water-color drawing of one of the Doctor's 
babies, when the family at the Rectory were in London for 
a season, and this drawing had been shown to all the neigh- 
bors by the worthy clergyman on his return. Now, although 
Mr. Blyth was not over-successful in the adult department 
of portrait-art, he was invariably victorious in the infant de- 
partment. He painted all babies on one ingenious plan — giv- 
ing them the roundest eyes, the chubbiest red cheeks, the 
most serenely good-humored smiles, and the neatest and 
whitest caps ever seen on paper. If fathers and their male 
(nendn rarely appreciated the fidelity of his likenesses, moth- 
ers and nurses invariably made amends for their want of 
taste. It followed, therefore, almost as a matter of course, 
that the local exhibition of the Doctor's drawing must 
bring offers of long-clothes-portrait employment to Valen- 
tine. Three resident families decided immediately to have 
portraits of their babies, if the painter would only travel to 
their houses to take the likenesses. A bachelor sporting 
squire in the neighborhood also volunteered a commission 
of another sort. This gentleman arrived (by a logical proc- 
ess which it is hopeless to think of tracing) at the conclu- 
sion that a man who was great at babies must necessarily 
be marvelous at horses; and determined, in consequence, 
that Valentine should paint his celebrated cover-hack. In 
writing to inform his friend of these offers. Doctor Joyce 
added another professional order on his own account, by 
way of appropriate conclusion to his letter. Here, then. 
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were five commissionB, whicb would prodace enongfa— cheap- 
ly as ValeDtine worked — to pay, not only for tbe new book- 
case, but for tbe books to put in it wben it came borne. 

Having left bie wife in charge of two of her aiatere, who 
were forbidden to leave tbe bouse till bis return, Mr. Blyth 
started for tbe Rectory ; and once there, set to work oa tbe 
babies with a zeal and good-humor which strughtway won 
tbe hearts ofmothere and nurses, and made bim agreatRnb- 
bleford reputation in the course of a few days. Having done 
the babies to admiration, he next undertook the bachelor 
squire's back. Here be bad some trouble. Tbe eporting 
gentleman would look over him while he painted ; would be- 
wilder bim with the pedigree of tbe borse ; would have the 
animal done in tbe most unpicturesque view; and sternly 
forbade all introduction of "tone," "light and shade," or 
purely artistic embellisbment of any kind, in any part of the 
canvas. In sboit, the squire wanted a sign-board instead of 
a picture, and he at last got what he wanted to bis heart's 
content. 

One evening, while Valentine — still deeply immersed in 
the difficulties of depicting tbe cover-hack — was returning 
to tbe Rectory, afler a day's work at the squire's bouse, his 
attention was suddenly attracted in tbe high-street of Rub- 
bleford, by a flaming placard pasted up on a dead wall op- 
posite the market-bouse. 

He immediately joined tbe crowd of rustics congregated 
around tbe many-colored and magnificent sheet of paper, and 
read at the top of it, in huge bine letters: "Jubbeb's Cib- 
CC9. Thb Eighth Woxdkh of tbe World." After this 
came some small print, which nobody lost any time in no- 
ticing. But below the small print appeared a perfect galaxy 
of fancifully shaped scarlet letters, which fascinated all eyes, 
and informed the public that the equestrian company in- 
cluded "Miss Flobinda Beveblet, known" (here the let- 
ters tamed suddenly green), " wherever the English language 
was known, as The Amazonian Empress of Equitation." This 
announcement was followed by the names of inferior mem- 
bers of the company ; by a programme of tbe evening's en- 
tertainments ; by testimonials extracted from the provindal 
prf SB ; by illustrations of gentlemen with lusty calves and 
spangled drawers, and of ladies with smiling laces, shame- 
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less petticoats, and pirouettiDg legs. These illustratioDs, and 
the particulars which preceded them, were carefully digested 
by all Mr. Blyth's Deighbors ; but Mr. Blyth himself passed 
tbem over unnoticed. His eye had been caught by some- 
tlung at the bottom of the placard, which instantly absorbed 
his whole attention. 

In this place the red iBtters appeared again, and formed 
the following words and marks of admiration : 

THB HTSTBBIOUS FOUNDLING ! 

AGBO TBN TBABS ! ! 
TOTALLY DBAF AND DUMB ! ! I 

Underneath came an explanation of what the red letters 
referred to, occupying no less than three paragraphs of 
stumpy small print, every word of which Valentine eagerly 
devoured. This is what he read : 

**' Mr. Jubber, as proprietor of the renowned Circus, has 
the honor of informing the nobility, gentry, and public, that 
the above wonderful Deaf and Dumb Female Child will ap- 
pear between the first and second parts of the evening^s per- 
formances. Mr. J. has taken the liberty of entitling this 
Marvel of Nature, The Mysterious Foundling; no one know- 
ing who her &ther is, and her mother having died soon after 
her birth, leaving her in charge of the Equestrian Company, 
who have been fond parents and careful guardians to her 
ever since. 

^ She was originally celebrated in the annals of Jubber's 
Circufl, or Eighth Wonder of the World, as The Hurricane 
Child of the Desert; having appeared in that character, 
whirled aloft at the age of seven years in the hand ofMuley 
Ben Hassan, the renowned Scourer of Sahara, in his daring 
act of Equitation, as exhibited to the terror of all England, 
in Jabber's Circus. At that time she had her hearing and 
speech quite perfect. But Mr. J. deeply regrets to state that 
a terrific accident happened to her soon afterward. Through 
no fault on the part of The Scourer (who, overcome by hi^ 
feelings at the result of the above-mentioned frightful acci- 
dent, has gone back to his native wilds a moody and broken- 
hearted man), she slipped from his hand while the three 
hones bestrode by the fiery but humane Arab were going at 
a gallop, and fell, shocking to relate, outside the King, on 
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the boarded floor of the oircas. She was sappoaed to be 
dead. Mr. Jubber instantly secured the inestimable masist- 
ance of the Facalty, who fonnd that she was still aliYe, and 
set her arm, which had been broken. It was only afterward 
discovered that she had utterly lost her sense of hearing. 
To nse the emphatic language of the medical gentlemen 
(who all spoke with tears in their eyes), she had been atniok 
stone deaf by the shock. Under these melancholy circam- 
stances, it was found that the faculty of speech soon failed 
her altogether; and she is now,therefore,Totally Deaf and 
Dumb — but Mr. J. rejoices to say, quite cheerful and in good 
health notwithstanding. 

^^ Mr. Jubber being himself the father of a family, ven- 
tures to think that these little particulars may prove of some 
interest to an Intelligent, a Sympathetic, and a Benevolent 
Public. He will simply allude, in conclusion, to the per- 
formances of the Mysterious Foundling, as exhibiting per- 
fection hitherto unparalleled in the Art of Legerdemain, with 
wonders of untraceable intricacy on the cards, originally the 
result of abstruse calculations made by that renowned Alge- 
braist, Mohammed Engedi, extending over a period of ten 
years, dating from the year 1215 of the Arab Chronology. 
More than this Mr. Jubber will not venture to mention, for 
^Seeing is Believing,' and the Mysterious Foundling must 
be seen to be believed. For prices of admission consult bot- 
tom of bill." 

Mr. Blyth read this grotesquely shocking narrative with 
sentiments which were any thing rather than complimentary 
to the taste, the delicacy, and the humanity of the fluent 
Mr. Jubber. He consulted the bottom of the bill, however, 
as requested ; and ascertained what were the prices of ad- 
mission — then glanced at the top, and observed that the first 
performance was fixed for that very evening — looked about 
him absently for a minute or two— and resolved to be pres- 
ent at it. 

Most assuredly, Valentine's resolution did not proceed 
from that dastard insensibility to all decent respect for hu- 
man suffering which could feast itself on the spectacle of 
calamity paraded for hire, in the person of a deaf and dumb 
child of ten years old. His motives for going to the circus 
were stained by no trace of such degradation as this. But 
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what were they then ? That question he himself could not 
have answered : it was a common predicament with him not 
to know his own motives, generally from not inquiring into 
them. There are men who run breathlessly — men who walk 
caationsly — ^and men who saunter easily through the jour- 
ney of life. Valentine belonged to the latter class; and, like 
the rest of his order, often strayed down a new turning, 
without being able to realize at the time what purpose it 
was which first took him that way. Our destinies shape the 
fatare for us out of strange materials ; a traveling circus suf- 
ficed them, in the first instance, to shape a new future for 
Mr. Blyth. 

He first went on to the Rectory to tell them where he was 
going, and to get a cup of tea, and then hurried off to the 
circus, in a field outside the town. 

The performance had begun some time when he got in. 
The Amazonian Empress (known otherwise as Miss Florinda 
Beverley) was dancing voluptuously on the back of a can- 
tering piebald horse with a Roman nose. Round and round 
careered the Empress, beating time on the saddle with her 
imperial legs to the tune of ^^ Let the Toast be Dear Wom- 
an,^ played with intense feeling by the band. Suddenly 
the melody changed to ^ See the Conquering Hero comes ;^' 
the piebald horse increased his speed ; the Empress raised a 
flag in one hand, and a javelin in the other, and began slay- 
ing invisible enemies in the empty air at full (circus) gal- 
lop. The result on the audience was prodigious; Mr. Blyth 
alone sat unmoved. Miss Florinda Beverley was not even a 
good model to draw legs from, in the estimation of this anti- 
Amazonian painter! 

When the Empress was succeeded by a Spanish Guerrilla, 
who robbed, murdered, danced, caroused, and made love on 
the back of a cream-colored horse — and when the Guerrilla 
was followed by a clown who performed superhuman contor- 
tions, and made jokes by the yard, without the slightest ap- 
pearance of intellectual effort — still Mr. Blyth exhibited no 
demonstration of astonishment or pleasure. It was only 
when a bell rang betw^n the first and second parts of the 
performance, and the band struck up ^^ Gentle Zitella," that 
be showed any symptoms of animation. Then he suddenly 
rote ; and, moving down to a bench close against the low 
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partitioD which separated the ring from the andience, fixed 
his eyes intently on a door-way opposite to him, overhnng 
by a frowzy red curtain with a tinsel border. 

From this door-way there now appeared Mr. Jabber him- 
self, clothed in white trowsers with a gold stripe, and a green 
jacket with military epaulettes. He had big, bold eyes, a 
dyed mustache, great fat flabby cheeks, long hair parted in 
the middle, a tnm-down collar with a roee-oolored handker- 
chief; and was, in every respect, the most atrocions-lookiag 
stage vagabond that ever painted a blackguard &ce. He 
led with him, holding her hand, the little deaf and dumb 
girl, whose miBfortune he had advertised to the whole popu- 
lation of Rubble ford. 

The face and manner of the child, as she walked into the 
centre of the circus, and made her innocent courtesy and kiss- 
ed her hand, went to the hearts of the whole audience in an 
instant. They greeted her with such a burst of applanae as 
might have frightened a grown actress. But not a note 
from those cheering voices, not a breath of sound from those 
loudly clapping hands could reach her; she could tee that 
they were welcoming her kindly, and that was all 1 

When the applause had Bubsided.Mr. Jubber asked for the 
loan of a handkerchief from one of the ladies present, and 
ostentatiously bandaged the child's eyes. He then lifted 
her upon the broad low wall which encircled the ring, and 
walked her round a little way (beginning from the door 
through which he had entered), inviting the spectators to 
test her total deafness by clapping their hands, shouting, or 
making any loud noise they pleased close at her ear. *'Yon 
might fire off a cannon, ladies and gentlemen," said Mr. Jub- 
ber, " and it wouldn't make her start till after she'd smelled 
the smoke V 

To the credit of the Rubbleford andience, the majority of 
them declined making any practical experiments to test the 
poor child's utter deafness. The women set the example of 
forbearance, by entreating that the handkerchief might be 
taken off, so that they might see her pretty eyes again. 
This was done at once, and she began to perform her conjur^ 
ing tricks, with Mr. Jubber and one of the ring-keepers on 
cither side of her officiating as assistants. These tricks, in 
themselves, were of the simplest and commonest kind; and 
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derived all their attraction from the child's innocently ear- 
nest manner of exhibiting them, and from the novelty to the 
audience of commanicating with her only by writing on a 
slate. They never tired of scrawling questions, of saying 
** poor little thing !" and of kissing her whenever they could 
get the opportunity, while she slowly went round the circus. 
^* Deaf and dumb I ah, dear, dear, deaf and dumb !" was the 
general murmur of sympathy which greeted her from each 
Dew group as she advanced ; Mr. Jubber invariably adding 
with a smile: ^^And as you see, ladies and. gentlemen, in ex- 
cellent health and spirits, notwithstanding; as hearty and 
happy, I pledge you my sacred word of honor, as the very 
best of us !" 

While she was thus delighting the spectators on one side 
of the circus, how were the spectators on the other side, 
whose places she had not yet reached, contriving to amuse 
themselves? 

From the moment of the little girPs firat appearance, am- 
ple recreation had been unconsciously provided for them by 
a tall, stout, and florid stranger, who appeared suddenly to 
lose his senses the moment he set eyes on the deaf and dumb 
child. This gentleman jumped up and sat down again ex- 
citably a dozen times in a minute ; constantly apologizing 
on being called to order, and constantly repeating the of- 
fense the moment afterward. Mad and mysterious words, 
never heard before in Kubbleford, poured from his lips. 
" Devotional beauty," " Fra Angelico's angels," " Giotto and 
the cherubs," " Enough to bring the divine Raphael down 
from heaven to paint her." Such were a few fragments of 
the mad gentleman's incoherent mutterings, as they reached 
his neighbors' ears. The amusement they yielded was soon 
wrought to its climax by a joke from an attorney's clerk, 
who suggested that this queer man, with the rosy face, must 
certainly be the long-lost father of the " Mysterious Found* 
ling!" Great gratification was consequently anticipated 
from what might take place when the child arrived op}>08ite 
the bench occupied by the excitable stranger. 

Slowly, slowly, the little light figure w*ent round upon the 
broad partition wall of the ring, until it came near, very 
near, to the place where Valentine was sitting. 

Ah, woeful sight ! so lovely, yet so piteous to look on ! 



00 

Shall she never hear kindly hnman voicea, the song of birds, 
the pleasant mnrmnr of the trees again f Are all the Bwe«t 
BOUDds that sing of happiaefls to childhood, Bilent foTever to 
her f From thoae fresh, rosy lips shall no glad words pour 
forth, -n-hen she rans and plays in the sanehine? Shall the 
clear, langhing tones be hnshed always? the yonng, tender 
life be forever a speechless thing, shut op in dambness from 
the free world of voices? Oh t Angel of jadgmentl hast 
thoD snatched her hearing and her speech irom this little 
child, to abandon her in helpless affliction to sach profana- 
tion as she now undergoes? Oh, Spirit of mercy! how long 
thy white-winged feet have tarried on their way to this in- 
nocent sufferer, to this lost lamb that can not cry to the fold 
for help ! Lead, ah, lead her tenderiy to such shelter m she 
has never yet found for herself! Guide her, pure as abe is 
now, from this tainted place to pleasant pastures, where the 
sunshine of human kindness diall be clouded no more, and 
Love and Pity shall temper every wind that blows over her 
with the gentleness of perpetual spring! 

Slowly, slowly, the light figure went round the great cir- 
cle of gazers, ministenng obediently to their pleasure, wait- 
ing patiently till their curiosity was satisfied. And now 
ber weary pilgrimage was well-nigh over for the night. She 
had arrived at the last group of spectators who had yet to 
see what she looked like close, and what tricks she could ex- 
hibit with her cards. 

She stopped exactly opposite to Valentine ; and when she 
looked up, she looked on him alone. 

Was there something in the eager sympathy of his eyes 
as they met hers, which spoke to the little lonely heart in 
the sole language that could ever reach it ? Did the child, 
with the quick instinct of the deaf and dumb, read his com- 
passionate disposition, his pity and longing to help her, in 
his expression at that moment? It might have been so. 
Her pretty lips smiled on him as they had smiled on no one 
else that night ; and when she held out some cards to be 
chosen from, she left unnoticed the eager hands extended on 
either side of her, and presented them to Valentine only. 

He saw the small fingers trembling as they held the cards; 
he saw the delicate little shoulders and the poor frail neck 
and chest bedizened with tawdry mock jewelry and span- 
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^les ; he saw the innoceDt young face, whose pure beauty no 

soil of stage paint could disfigure, with the smile still on the 

parted lips, but with a patient forlornness in the sad blue 

eyefly as if the seeing sense that was left mourned always 

for the hearing and speaking senses that were gone — he 

marked all these things in an instant, and felt that his heart 

was sinking as he looked. A dimness stole over his sight ; 

a anffocating sensation oppressed his breathing ; the lights 

in the circus danced and mingled together; he bent down 

oyer the child's hand, and took it in his own ; twice kissed 

it fervently ; then, to the utter amazement of the laughing 

erowd about him, rose up suddenly, and forced his way out 

aa if he had been flying for his life. 

There was a momentary confusion among the audienca 
Bat Mr. Jubber was too old an adept in stage-business of all 
kinda not to know how to stop the growing tumult directly, 
and turn it into universal applause. 

^ Ladies and gentlemen," he cried, with a deep theatrical 
quiver in his voice, ^' I implore you to be seated, and to ex- 
cuse the conduct of the party who has just absented him- 
sel£ The talent of the Mysterious Foundling has overcome 
people in that way in every town of England. Do I err in 
believing that a Rubbleford audience can make kind allow- 
ances for their weaker fellow-creatures ? Thanks, a thousand 
thanks in the name of this darling and talented child, for 
your cordial, your generous, your affectionate, your inesti- 
mable reception of her exertions to-night !" With this pero- 
ration Mr. Jubber took his pupil out of the ring amidst the 
most vehement cheering and waving of hats and handker- 
chiefii. He was too much excited by his triumph to notice 
that the child, as she walked after him, looked wistfully to 
the last in the direction by which Valentine had gone out. 

** The public like excitement," soliloquized Mr. Jubber, as 
he disappeared behind the red curtain. ^I must have all 
this in the bills to-morrow. It's safe to draw at least thirty 
shillings extra into the house at night" 

In the mean time, Valentine, aflcr some blundering at 
wrong doors, at last found his way out of the circus, and 
stood alone on the cool grass, in the cloudless autumn moon- 
I%ht. He struck his stick violently on the ground, which 
at that moment represented to him the head of Mr. Jubber; 
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and was aboat to retam straight to the Rectory, when he 
heard a breathless voice behind liim calling : " Stop, sir 1 oh, 
do please stop for one minute !" 

He turned round. A buxom woman in a tawdry and tat- 
tered gown was ranoing toward him as fast as her natnTal 
impedimenta to quick progression would permit. 

" Please, sir," she cried — " please, air, wasn't yon the gen- 
tleman that was taken queer at seeing our little Foundling? 
I was peeping through the red curtain, sir, just at the time," 

Instead of answering the question, Valentine instantly be- 
gan to rhapsodize about the child's face. 

" Ob, sir ! if you know any thing about her," interpoeed 
the woman, " for God's sake don't scruple to tell it to me ! 
Pm only Mrs. Peckover, sir, the wife of Jemmy Peckover, 
the clown, that you saw in the circns to-night. Bnt I took 
and nursed the little thing by her poor mother's own wish ; 
and ever since that time — " 

" My dear, good soul," said Mr, Biyth, " I know nothing of 
the poor little creature. I only wish from the bottom of my 
heart that I could do something to help her and make her 
happy. If Lavvic and I had had such an angel of a child as 
that," continued Valentine, clasping his hands together fer- 
vently, " deaf and dumb as she is, we should have thanked 
God for her every day of our lives !" 

Mt9. Peckover was apparently not much nsed to hear 
such sentiments as these from strangers. She stared up 
at Mr. BIyth with two big teai-s rolling over her plump 
checks. 

" Mrs. Peckover ! Halloo there. Peck! where are youf" 
roared a stem voice from the stable department of the circua, 
just as the clown's wife seemed about to speak again. 

Mrs, Peckover started, courtesied, and, without uttering 
another word, went back even faster than she had come ont. 
Valentine looked afler her intently, but made no attempt to 
follow : he was thinking too much of the child to think of 
that. When he moved again, it was to retam to the Rec- 
tory, 

He penetrated at once into the library, where Doctor Joyce 
was spelling over the Hubbk/ord Mercurj/, while Mrs. Joyce 
sat opposite to him, knitting a fancy jacket for her youngest 
bnt one. He was hardly inside the door before he began to 
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patiate in the wildest maDoer on the subject of the beau- 
tiful deaf and dumb girl. If ever man was in love with a 
child at first sight, he was that man. As an artist, as a gen- 
tleman of refined tastes, and as the soflest-hearted of male 
hmnan beings, in all three capacities, he was enslaved by 
that little innocent, sad face. He made the Doctor's head 
whirl again ; he fairly stopped Mrs. Joyce's progress with 
the fancy jacket, as he sang the child's praises, and compared 
her face to every angel's face that had ever been painted, 
from the days of Giotto to the present time. At last, when 
he had fairly exhausted his hearers and himself, he dashed 
abruptly out of the room, to cool down his excitement by a 
moonlight walk in the Rectory garden. 

^ What a very odd man he is !" said Mrs. Joyce, taking up 
a dropped stitch in the fancy jacket. 

" Valentine, my love, is the best creature in the world," 
rejoined the Doctor, folding up the Hubble/ord Mercury, and 
directing it for the post; '^but, as I often used to tell his 
poor father (who never would believe me), a little cracked. 
I've known him go on in this way about children before — 
though I must own, not quite so wildly, perhaps, as he talked 
just now." 

^Do you think he'll do any thing imprudent about the 
child? Poor thing ! I'm sure I pity her as heartily as any 
body can.'* 

** I don't presume to think," answered the Doctor, calmly 
pressing the blotting-paper over the address he had just 
written. "Valentine is one of those people who defy all 
conjecture. No one can say what he will do, or what he 
won't. A man who can not resist an application for shelter 
and supper from any stray cur who wags his tail at him in 
the street; a man who blindly believes in the troubles of 
begging-letter impostors; a man whom I myself caught, last 
time he was down here, playing at marbles with three of my 
charity-boys in the street, and promising to treat them to 
hard-bake and ginger-beer afterward, is — in short, is not a 
man whose actions it is possible to speculate on." 

Here the door opened, and Mr. Blyth's head was popped 
io, sarmounted by a ragged straw hat with a sky-blue rib- 
boa round it " Doctor," said Valentine, " may I ask an ex- 
cellent woman, with whom I have made acquaintance, to 
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bring the child here to-morrow morning for yoa utd Un, 
Joyce to see ?" 

"Certai>ily,"Baid the good-humored rector, laagbing. "The 
child by all inean§, and the excellent woman toa" 

"Not if it's Mi88 Florinda Beverley!" interposed Mrs. 
Joyce (who had read the circQB placard). " Florinda, in- 
deed I Jeiebel wonid be a better name for her 1" 

" Hy dear madam, it isn't Florinda," cried Valentine, ea- 
gerly. " I quite agree with yon ; her name ought to be Jeae- 
boL And, what's worse, her legs are out of drawing." 

" Mr BIyth ! ! !" exclaimed Mrs. Joyce, indignant at this 
professional criticiBtn on Jesebel's legs. 

" Why don't you tell us at once who the excellent woman 
is !" cried the Doctor, secretly tickled by the alloBion which 
had shocked his wife. 

" Her name's Peckover," stud Valentine ; " she's a respect- 
able married woman; she doesn't ride in the circus at all; 
and she nursed the poor child by her mother's own wish." 

"We shall be delighted to see her to-morrow," said the 
warm-hearted rector — "or, no — stop! Not to-morrow; I 
shall be out. The day after. Cake and cowslip-wine for 
the deaf and dumb child at t*elve o'clock — eh, my dearp" 

" That's right ! God bless you ! you're always kindneu it- 
self," cried Valentiue; ** PU find out Mrs. Peckover, and let 
her know. Not a wink of sleep for me to-nigh t^never 
mind !" Here Valentine suddenly shut the door, then as 
suddenly opened it again, and added, "I mean to finish that 
infernal horse-picture to-morrow, and go to the circus again 
in the evening." With these words he vanished, and they 
heard him soon afterward whistling his favorite "Drops of 
Brandy " in the Rectory garden. 

" Cracked 1 cracked !" cried the Doctor. " Dear old Val- 
entine !" 

" I'm afraid his principles are very loose," said Mra Joyce, 
whose thoughts still ran on the unlucky professional allu- 
sion to Jezebel's legs. 

The next morning, when Mr. Blyth presented himself at 
the stables, and w^t on with the portrait of the cover-hack, 
the squire had no longer the slightest reason to complkin of 
the painter's desire to combine in his work picturesqnoMiV 
of effect with accuracy of resemblance. Valentine iq 
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no longer about introdaciDg ^' light and shade," or " keeping 
the baGkgpronnd subdued in tone." His thoughts were all 
with the deaf and dumb child and Mrs. Peckover ; and he 
amadged away recklessly, just as he was told, without once 
attering so much as a word of protest. By the evening he 
had concluded his labor. The squire said it was one of the 
beat portraits of a horse that had ever been taken: to which 
piece of criticism 'the writer of the present narrative is bound 
in common candor to add, that it was also the very worst 
picture that Mr. Blyth had ever painted. 

On returning to Rubbleford, Valentine proceeded at once 
to the circus ; placing himself, as nearly as he could, in the 
same position which he had occupied the night before. 

The child was again applauded by the whole audience, and 
again went through her performance intelligently and grace- 
iullyy until she approached the place where Valentine was 
standing. She started as she recognized his face, and made 
a step forward to get nearer to him ; but was stopped by 
Mr. Jnbber, who saw that the people immediately in front 
of her were holding out their hands to write on her slate, 
and have her cards dealt round to them in their turn. The 
child's attention appeared to be distracted by seeing the 
stranger again who had kissed her hand so fervently — she 
began to look confused — and ended by committing an open 
and most palpable blunder in the very first trick that she 
performed. 

The spectators good-naturedly laughed, and some of them 
wrote on her slate, '^ Try again, little girl." Mr. Jubber 
made an apology, saying that the extreme enthusiasm of the 
reception accorded to his pupil had shaken her nerves ; and 
then signed to her, with a benevolent smile, but with a very 
nniater expression in his eyes, to try another trick. She 
succeeded in this ; but still showed so much hesitation that 
Mr. Jubber, fearing another failure, took her away with him 
while there was a chance of making a creditable exit. 

As she was led across the ring, the child looked intently 
at Valentine. 

There was terror in her eyes — terror palpable enough to 
be reouftked by some of the careless people near Mr. Blyth. 
'^Poor IfUle thing ! she seems frightened at the man in the 
fioajjppaao jacket," said one. *^And not without cause, 1 




(laro say," added another. " Yon don't mean tbat be conld 
over be brute enough to ill-use a child like that t — it'a im- 
possible !" cried a third. 

At this mament the clown entered the ring. He instant 
before he shouted the well-known " Here we are !" Taleotine 
thought ho heard a strange cry behind the red onrtun. He 
was not certain about it, bat the mere doubt mads his blood 
run chill. He listened for a minute anzioualy. Here was 
no chance now, however, for testing the oorreetneM of his 
suspicion. The band had etmck up a noisy jig tone, and the 
clown was capering and tumbling wonderfully, amidst roan 
of laughter. 

"This may be my fault," thought Valentine. "TAu/ 
What ?' He was afraid to pursue that inquiry. Ka mddy 
face suddenly turned pale ; and he left the circus, detemuned 
to find out what was really going on behind the red onrtain. 

He walked round the outside of the building, wasting 
some time before he found a door to apply at for admission. 
At last he came to a sort of a passage, with some tattered 
horsecloths hanging aver its outer entrance. 

" You can't come in here," said a shabby lad, suddenly ap- 
pearing from the inside in his shirt-sleeves. 

Mr. BIyth took out half a crown. " I want to see the deaf 
and dumb child dii-ectly !" 

" Oh, all right ! go in," muttered the lad, pocketing the 
money greedily. 

Valentine hastily entered the passage. As soon as he was 
inside a sound reached his ears at which his heart tokened 
and turned fajnt. No words can describe it in all the hor- 
ror of its helplessness— it was the moan of pain from a dumb 
human creature. 

He thrust aside a curtain, and stood in a filthy place, par- 
titioned off from the stables on one side, and the circus on 
the other, with canvas and old boards. There, on a wooden 
stool, sat the woman who had accosted him the night before, 
crying and soothing the child, who lay shuddering on her 
bosom. The sobs of the clovru's wife mingled with the in- 
articulate wailing, so low, yet so awful to hear ; and both 
sounds were audible with a fearful, unnatural distinctneE!<, 
through the merry melody of the jig, and the peals of hearty 
laughter from the audience in the circus. 
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•* Oh, my Qod P cried Valentine, horror-struck at what he 
heard, ** stop her ! don't let her moan in that way 1'' 

The woman started from her seat, and put the child down, 
then recognized Mr. Blyth and rushed up to him. 

^ Hush !'' she whispered, eagerly ; '^ don't call out like that. 
The villain, the brutal, heartless villain is somewhere about 
the stables. If he hears you, he'll come in and beat her 
again. Oh, hush ! hush, for God's sake ! It's true he beat 
her — the cowardly, hellish brute !— only for making that one 
little mistake with the cards. No ! no ! no I don't speak out 
so loud, or you'll ruin us. How did you ever get in here ? 
Oh ! you must be quiet ! There, sit down. Hark ! I'm sure 
he's coming ! Oh ! go away — go away I" 

She tried to pull Valentine out of the chair into which 
she had thrust him but the instant before. He seized tight 
hold of her hand and refused to move. K Mr. Jubber had 
come in at that moment, he would have been thrashed with- 
in an inch of his life. 

The child had ceased moaning when she saw Valentine. 
She anxiously looked at him through her tears — then turned 
away quickly — took out her little handkerchief— and began 
to dry her eyes. 

" I can't go yet — Fll promise only to whisper — you mtui 
listen to me," said Mr. Blyth, pale and panting for breath ; 
** I mean to prevent this from happening again— don't speak ! 
— I'll take that injured, beautiful, patient little angel away 
from this villainous place : I will, if I go before a magis- 
trate!" 

The woman stopped him by pointing suddenly to the 
child. 

She had put back the handkerchief, and was approachbg 
him. She came close and laid one hand on his knee, and 
timidly raised the other as high as she could toward his 
neck. Standing so, she looked up quietly into his face. 
The pretty lips tried hard to smile once more ; but they only 
trembled for an instant, and then closed again. The clear, 
soft eyes, still dim with tears, sought his with an innocent 
gaze of inquiry and wonder. At that moment the expres- 
sion of the sad and lovely little face seemed to say, '* You 
look as if you wanted to be kind to me ; I wish you could 
find out some way of telling me of it." 
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Valentine's heart told him what was the only way. He 
caught her up in his arms and half smothered her with kiaa- 
es. The frail, childish hands rose trembling, and clasped 
themselves gently round his neck, and the fair head drooped 
lower and lower, wearily, until it lay on his shoulder. 

The clown's wife turned away her face, desperately stitfing 
with both hands the sobs that were beginning to burst fit>m 
her afresh. She whispered, " Oh, go, sir — pray go ! Some 
of the riders will be in here directly ; you'll get us into 
dreadful trouble !" 

Valentine rose, still holding the child in his armsL ^Fll 
go if you promise me — ^" 

" ril promise you any thing, sir !" 

" You know the Rectory ! Doctor Joyce's — the clergyman 
— my kind friend — ^" 

" Yes, sir ; I know it. Do please, for little Mary's sake, be 
as quick as you can !" 

" Mary ! Her name's Mary !" Valentine drew back into 
a corner, and began kissing the child again. 

" You must be out of your senses to keep on in that way 
after what I've told you f cried the clown's wife, wringing 
her hands in despair, and trying to drag him out of the cor- 
ner. " Jubber will be in here in another minute. She'll be 
beaten again, if you're caught with her ; oh Lord I oh Lord ! 
will nothing make you understand that ?" 

He understood it only too well, and put the child down in- 
stantly, his face turning pale again ; his agitation becoming 
so violent that he never noticed the hand which she held out 
toward him, or the appealing look that said so plainly and 
pathetically : " I want to bid you good-bye ; but I can't say it 
as other children can." He never observed this ; for he had 
taken Mrs. Peckover by the arm, and had drawn her away 
hurriedly after him into the passage. 

The child made no attempt to follow them : she turned 
aside, and, sitting down in the darkest comer of the misera- 
ble place, rested her head against the rough partition which 
was all that divided her from the laughing audience. Her 
lips began to tremble again : she took out the handkerchief 
once more, and hid her face in it. 

" Now, recollect your promise," whispered Valentine to the 
clown's wife, who was slowly pusliing him out all the time 
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he w^as speaking to her. '^ Yon must bring little Mary to the 
Reetory to-morrow morning at twelve o'clock exactly — you 
mnBt ! or Fll come and fetch her myself—" 

** ril bring her, sir, if you'll only go now. I'll bring her — 
I tHll, as true as Ir stand here !" 

•• If you don't I" cried Valentine, still distrustful, and trem- 
bling all over with agitation — " if you don't — !" 

He stopped ; for he suddenly felt the open air blowing on 
his face. The clown's wife was ^one, and nothing remained 
for him to threaten but the tattered horse-cloths that hung 
over the empty door- way. 



CHAPTER IV. 



madonna's mother. 



It is a quarter to twelve by the hall clock at the Rectory, 
and one of the finest autumn mornings of the whole season. 
Vance, Doctor Joyce's middle-aged man-servant, or " Bish- 
op^ Vance, as the small wits of Rubbleford call him, in al- 
lusion to his sleek and solemn appearance, his respectable 
manner, his clerical cravat, and speckless black garments, is 
placing the cake and cowslip-wine on the dining-table, with 
as much formality and precision as if his master expected an 
archbishop to lunch, instead of a clown's wife and a little 
child of ten years old. It is quite a sight to see Vance re- 
tiring and looking at the general effect of each knift and 
fork as he lays it down; or solemnly strutting about the 
room, with a spotless napkin waving gently in his hand; or 
patronizingly confronting the pretty house-maid at the door, 
and taking plates and dishes from her with the air of a 
kitchen Sultan who can never afford to lose his dignity for 
a moment in the presence of the female slaves. 

13)e dining-room window opens into the Rectory garden. 
The morning shadows cast by the noble old elm-trees that 
grow all round are fading from the bright lawn. The rich 
ilower-beds gleam like beds of jewels in the radiant sun- 
shine. The rookery is almost deserted, a solitary sleepy caw 
being only heard now and then at long intervals. The sing- 
ing of birds, and the bussing of busy insects sound faint. 




diBtaDt, uid moucaL Oq s shsdy seat, ftmong tlie treea, 
Mrs. Joyce is jnst visible, working in the open air. One of 
her daoghters sits reading on the tnrf at her feeL Hie oth- 
er is giving the younger children a ride by tonu on the 
back of a lai^ Newfoandland dog, who walks along slowly 
with his tongae hanging out, and bis great bnshy tul wag- 
ging gently. A prettier scene of garden beauty and fiimily 
repose could not be found in all England than the scene 
which the view through the Rectory window now preaenia. 

The household tranquillity, however, is not entirely nn- 
interrupted. Across the (Hcture, of wbicfa Vanoe and the 
luncheon-table form the foregronnd, and tbe garden with 
Mrs. Joyce and the yonng ladies the middle-distance and 
background, there flits from time to time an unquiet fignre. 
This perBOnase is always greeted by Leo, the Newfoundland 
dog, with an extra w^ of the tul ;* and is apostrophised 
laughingly by the yonng ladies, under the appellation of 
" funny Mr. Blyth." 

Valentine has in truth let nobody have any rest, either in 
the house or the garden, since the first thing in the morning. 
The rector having some lettere to write, has bolted himself 
into his study in despair, and defies his excitable friend firom 
that stronghold, until the arrival of Mrs. Peckover with the 
deaf and dumb child has quieted the painter's fidgety impa- 
tience for the striking of twelve o'clock, and the presence of 
the viaitors from the cireuB. As for the miserable Vance, 
Mr. Blyth has discomposed, worried, and put him ont, till 
he looks Bufibcated with suppressed indignation. Mr, Blyth 
has invaded his sanctuary to ask whether the hall clock is 
right, and has caught him "cleaning himself" in his shirt- 
sleeves. Mr. Blyth has broken one of bis tumblers, and has 
mutinously inxisted on showing him how to draw the cork 
of the cowslip-wiue-bottle. Mr. Blyth has knocked down a 
fork and two spoons, just as they were laid straight, by 
whisking past the table like a madman on his way into the 
garden. Mr. Blyth has bumped up against the house-maid 
in returning to the dining-room, and has apologized to Susan 
by a joke which makes her giggle ecstatically in Vance's 
own face. If this sort of thing is to go on for a day or two 
longer, thongh he has been twenty years at the Rectory, 
Vance will be goaded into giving the doctor warning. 
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It is five minates to twelve. Valentine baa skipped into 
the garden for the thirtieth time at least, to beg that Mra. 
Joyce and the yonng ladies vill repair to the dining-room, 
and be ready to set Mrs. Peokover and her little chat^ 
qnite at their ease the moment they come in. Mrs. Joyce 
consents to this proposal at last, and takes his ofiered arm ; 
touching it, however, very gingerly, and looking straight 
before her, while be talks, with an air of matronly dignity 
and virtuons reserve. She is still convinced that Mr. Blyth's 
principles arc extremely loose, and treats him as she might 
have treated Don Juan himself under similar circumstances. 

They all go into the dining-room. Mrs. Joyce and her 
daughters take their places, looking deliciously coot and 
neat in their bright morning dresses. Leo drops down lazi- 
ly on the rug insidc.the window, with a thump of bis great 
heavy body that makes the glasses ring. The doctor comes 
in with his letters for the post, and apostrophizes Valentine 
with a harmless clerical joke. Vance solemnly tonchee np 
the already perfect arrangement of the luncheon-table. The 
clock fltrikes twelve. A faint meek ring ia heard at the 
Keotory bell. 

Vance struts slowly to the door, when — Heaven and 
earth! are do conventions held sacred by these painters of 
pictures ? — Mr. Blyth dashes past him with a shout of " Hera 
they are f" and flies into the hall to answer the gatQ himself. 
Vance tnms solemnly ronnd toward his master, trembling 
and pnrple in the face, with an appealing expression, which 
nays plainly enongh : " If you mean to stand this sort of 
outrage, sir, I beg most respectfully to inform you that / 
don't." The rector bursts out laughing; the young ladies 
follow his example; the Xewfoundland dog jumps up, and 
joins in with his mighty bark. Mrs. Joyce sits silent, and 
looks at Vance, and sympathices with him. 

Mr. Blyth is soon h<-ard again in the hall, talking at a pro- 
digions rale, without one audible wonl of annwer proceed- 
ing from any other voice. The door of the dining-room, 
which has swung to, is suddenly pnshed open, jostling the 
outraged Vance, who stands near it, into such a miserably 
undignified position fiat against the wall, that the young la- 
dies begin to titter behind their handkerchiefs a* they look 
at him. Valentine enten, leading in Mrs. Peckover and the 
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deaf and damb child, vith snch an air of snprame bappiness, 
that he looks absolutely handsome for the moment. The 
rector, who is, in the best and noblest sense of the vord, a 
gentleman, receives Mrs. Peckover as politely and cordially 
as be would have received the best lady in Rubbleford. 
Mrs. Joyce comes forward with him, very kind too, but a lit: 
tie reserved in her manner, neverthelesB ; being possibly ap- 
prehensive that any woman connected with the circus must 
be tainted with some slight flavor of Miss Florinda Bever- 
ley. The young ladies drop down into the most charming 
positions on either side of the child, and fall straightway 
into fits of ecstasy over her beauty. The dog walks np, and 
pokes his great honest muscle among them companionably. 
Yance stands rigid against the wall, and disapproves strong- 
ly of the whole proceeding. 

Poor Mi-8. Peckover ! She had never been in snch a bouse 
as the Rectory, she had never spoken to a doctor of divin- 
ity before in her life. She was very hot and red and trem- 
bling, and made fearful mistakes in grammar, and clung 
as shyly to Mr, Blyth as if she had been a little girl. The 
rector soon contrived, however, to settle her comfortably in 
a seat by the table. She conrtesied reverentially to Vance, 
as she passed by him; donbtless under the impression that 
he was a second doctor of divinity, even greater and more 
learned than the first. He Blared in return straight over her 
head, with small unwinking eyes, his cheeks turning slowly 
from deep red to dense purple. Mrs. Peckover shuddered 
inwardly, under the conviction that she had insulted a dig- 
nitary, who was hoisted up on some clerical elevation, too 
tremendous to be conrtesied to by such a social atom as a 
clown's wife. 

Mrs. Joyce had to call three times to her daughters before 
she could get them to the luncheon-table. If she had pos- 
sessed Valentine's eye for the picturesque and beautiful, she 
would certainly have been incapable of disturbing the group 
which her third summons broke np. 

In the centre stood the deaf and dumb child, dressed in a 
white frock, with a little silk mantilla over it, made from a 
cast-off garment belonging to one of the ladies of the circus. 
She wore a plain straw hat, ornamented with a morsel of 
narrow white ribbon, and tied under the chin with the same 
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material. Her clear, delicate complexion was overspread 
by a slight rosy tinge — the tender coloring of nature, instead 
of the coarsely-glaring rouge with which they disfigured her 
when she appeared before the publia Her wondering blue 
eyes, that looked so sad in the piercing gas-light, appeared 
to have lost that sadness in the mellow atmosphere of the 
Rectory dining-room. The tender and touching stillness 
which her affliction had cast over her face seemed a little at 
variance with its childish immaturity of feature and round- 
ness of form, but harmonized exquisitely with the quiet 
smile which seemed habitual to her when she was happy — 
gratefully and unrestrainedly happy, as she now felt among 
the new friends who were receiving her, not like a stranger 
and an inferior, but like a younger sister who had been long 
absent from them. 

She stood near the window, the centre figure of the group, 
offering a little slate that hung by her side, with a pencil at- 
tached to it, to the rector's eldest daughter, who was sitting 
at her right hand on a stool. The second of the young 
ladies knelt on the other side, with both her arms round the 
dog's neck; holding him back as he stood in front of the 
child, BO as to prevent him from licking her face, which he' 
had made several resolute attempts to do, from the moment 
when she first entered the room. Both the Doctor's daugh- 
ters were healthy, rosy English beauties in the first bloom 
of girlhood ; and both were attired in the simplest and pret- 
tiest muslin dresses, very delicate in color and pattern. 
Pity and admiration, mixed with some little perplexity and 
confusion, gave an unusual animation to their expressions; 
for they could hardly accustom themselves as yet to the idea 
of the poor child's calamity. They talked to her eagerly, as 
if she could hear and answer them — while she, on her part, 
stood looking alternately from one to the other, watching 
their lips and eyes intently, and still holding out the slate, 
with her innocent gesture of invitation and gentle look of 
apology, for the eldest girl to write on. The varying ex- 
pressions of the three; the difference in their positions ; the 
charming contrast l>etween their light, graceful fignrt^s and 
the bulky strength and grand solidity of form in the noble 
Newfoandland dog who stood among them; the lustrous 
baekgronnd of lawn and flowers and trees, seen through the 
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Open window ; the sparkling parity of the sandhine wMeh 
fell brightly over one part of the groap; the transparency 
of the warm shadows that lay bo caressingly, sometimes on 
a round smooth cheek, sometimes over ringlets of glisten- 
ing hair, sometimes on the crisp folds of a maalin dress — all 
these accidental combinations of the moment, these natnral 
and elegant positions of nature's setting, these accessories of 
light and shade and backgroand garden objects beautifully 
and tenderly filling up the scene, presented together a pic- 
ture which it was a luxury to be able to look on, which it 
seemed little short of absolute profanation to distnrb. 

Mrs. Joyce, nevertheless, pitilessly disarranged it. In a 
moment the living picture was destroyed ; the young ladies 
were called to their mother's side ; the child wa5 placed be- 
tween Valentine and Airs. Peckover, and the important bnu- 
ness of luncheon began in earnest. 

It was wonderful to hear how Mr. BIyth talked ; how be 
alternately glorified the clown's wife for the punctual per- 
formance of her promise, ami appealed triumphantly to the 
rector to say, whether he had not underrated rather than 
exaggerated little Mary's beauty. It was also wonderful to 
see Mrs. Peckovei's blank look of astonishment when she 
found the rigid doctor of divinity, who would not so much 
as notice her courtesy, suddenly relax into blandly supplying 
her with every thing she wanted to eat or drink. But a 
very much more remarkable study of human nature than 
either of these, was afforded by the grimly patronizing and 
profoundly puzzled aspect of Vance, as he wailed, under pro- 
test, upon a woman from a traveling circus. It is something 
to see the Pope serving the Pilgrims their dinner, during 
the Holy Week at Rome, Even that astounding sight, how- 
ever, fades into nothing, as compared with the snblimer 
spectacle of Mr. Vance waiting upon Mrs. Peckover. 

The rector, who was a sharp obsener in his own quiet, 
unobtrusive way, was struck by two peculiarities in little 
Mary's behavior during lunch. In the first place, he re- 
marked, with some interest and astonishment, that while the 
clown's wife was, not unnaturally, very shy and embarrass- 
ed in her present position, among strangers who were great- 
ly her social superiors, little Mary had maintained her self- 
possession, and had unconsciously adapted herself to her 
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Dev Sphere from the moment vhen she first entered the 
dining-room. In the seoond place, be observed that she 
ooDstantly nestled close to Valecline ; looked at bim open- 
er thsn she looked at any one else ; and seemed to he always 
trying, sometimes not unsuccessfully, to gaess what be was 
saying to others by watching bis expression, his manner, and 
the action of his lips, "lliat child's character is do com- 
mon one," thought Doctor Joyce; "she is older at heart 
than she looks ; and is almost as fond of BIyth already as he 
is of her," 

When Inncb was over, the eldest Miss Joyce whispered a 
petition in her mother's ear, " May Carry and I take the dear 
httle girl out with us to see our gardens, mamma ?" 

"Certainly, my love, if she likes to go. You bad better 
ask her — Ah, dear I dear ! I forgot — I mean, write on her 
slate. It's BO hard to remember she's deaf and dumb when 
one sees her sitting there looking so pretty and happy. Sbe 
seems to like the cake. Remind me, Emmy, to tie some ap 
for her in paper before she goes away." 

Miss Emily and Miss Caroline went round to the child 
directly, and made signs for the slate. They alternately 
wrote on it with immense enthusiasm, until they had filled 
one side ; signing their initials in the most business-like 
manner at the end of each line, thus : 

" Oh, do come and see my gardens. El. J." — " We will 
gather you such a nice nosegay. C. J." — " I have got some 
lovely little guinea-pigs. E. J." — "And Mark, our garden- 
er, has made me a summer-house, with such funny chairs in 
it. C. J." — " You shall have my parasol to kci'p the sun oS*. 
E J." — "And we will send Leo into the water as often as 
yon like him to go. C. J." — ^Thus they went on till tbey 
got to the bottom of the slate. 

The child, after nodding her head and smilinr; as she read 
each fresh invitation, turned the slate over, and, with some 
little triumph at showing that she could write too, began 
■lowly to trace some large text letters in extremely crooked 
lines. It took her a long lime — especially as Mr. Hlyth wan 
breathlessly lookin<r over her shoulder all the while— to get 
through these words: "Thank you for being so kind to me. 
I will go with you anywhere you like." 

In a few minutes more the two young ladies and liltlo 
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Mary were walking over the bright lawn, with Leo in vloee 
attendance, carrying a stick in his mouth. 

Valentino started up to follow them ; then appeared sod- 
denly to remember something, and sat down again with a 
vei-y anxious expression on his face. He and Doctor Joyce 
looked at one another significaatly. Before breakfast, that 
moniiug, they had been closeted at a private interview. 
Tliroughout the conversation which then took place, Mr. 
Blyth had been unusually quiet, and very much in earnest. 
The doctor had begun by being incredulous and sarcastic in 
a good-humored way ; but bad ended by speaking seriously, 
and making a promise under certain conditions. The time 
for the performance of that promise had now arrived. 

" You needn't wait, Vance," said the rector. " Never 
mind about taking the things away. I'll ring when you're 
wanted." 

Vance gloomily departed. 

" Now the young people have lefl us, Mrs. Peckover," said 
Doctor Joyce, turning to the clown's wife, " there ia a good 
opportunity for my making a proposition to you on behalf 
of my old and dear friend here, Mr. Blyth, who, as you must 
have noticed, feels great sympathy and fondness for your 
little Mary. But, before I mention this proposal (which I 
am sure you will receive in the best spirit, however it may 
surprise you), I should wish — we should all wish, if you 
have no objection — to hear any particulars you can give us 
on the subject of this poor child. Do you feel any reluc- 
tance to tell us in confidence whatever you know about 
her?" 

" Oh dear no, sir !" exclaimed Mrs. Peckover, very much 
amazed. "I should be ashamed of myself if I went making 
any objections to any thing you wanted to know about lit- 
tle Mary. But it's strange to rae to be in a beautiful place 
like this, drinking wine with gentlefolks — and I'm almost 
afraid — " 

" Not afraid, I hope, that you can't tell us what we are so 
anxious to know, quite at your ease, and in your own way ?" 
said the rector, pleasantly. " Pray, Mrs. Peckover, believe I 
am sincere in saying that we meet on equal terms here. I 
have lieai'd from Mr. Blyth of your motherly kindness to 
that poor helpless child ; and I am indeed proud to take your 
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band, and happy to see you here, as one who should always 
be an honored guest in a clergyman's house — the doer of a 
good and charitable deed. I have always, I hope, valued 
the station to which it has pleased God to call me, because 
it especially offers me th6 privilege of being the friend of 
all my fellow-Christians, whether richer or poorer, higher or 
lower in worldly rank, than I am myself.'' 

Mrs. Peckover's eyes began to fill. She could have wor- 
shiped Doctor Joyce at that moment 

*' Mr. Blyth !'' exclaimed Mrs. Joyce, sharply, before an- 
other word could be spoken — " excuse me, Mr. Blyth ; but 
really—" 

Valentine was trying to pour out a glass of sherry for 
Mrs. Peckover. His admiration of the doctor's last speech, 
and his extreme anxiety to re-assure the clown's wife, must 
have interfered with his precision of eye and hand ; for one- 
half of the wine, as he held the decanter, was dropping into 
the glass, and the other half was dribbling into a little river 
on the cloth. Mrs. Joyce thought of the walnut-wood table 
underneath, and felt half distracted as she spoke. Mrs. Peck- 
over, delighted to be of some use, forgot her company man- 
ners in an instant, pulled out her red cotton pocket-handker- 
chief, and darted at the spilled sherry. But the rector was 
even quicker with his napkin. Mrs. Peckover's cheeks turn- 
ed the color of her handkerchief, as she put it back in her 
pocket, and sat down again. 

*' Much obliged — no harm done — much obliged, ma'am," 
ftaid Doctor Joyce. " Now, Valentine, if you don't leave 
off apologizing, and sit down directly in that arm-chair 
against the wall, I shall take Mrs. Peckover into my study, 
and hear every thing she has to say, at a private interview. 
There ! we are all comfortable and composed again at last, 
and ready to be told how little Mary and the good friend 
who has been like a mother to her first met." 

Thus appealed to, Mrs. Peckover began her narrative; 
sometimes addressing it to the Doctor, sometimes to Mrs. 
Joyce, and sometimes to Valentine. From beginning to 
cud, she was only interrupted at rare intervals by a word 
of encouragement, or sympathy, or surprise, from her audi- 
ence. Even Mr. Blyth sat most uncharacteristically still 
and silent ; his expression alone showing the varying influ- 
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enoes of the story on him, from its strange commenceiDent 
to ita melancholy dose. 

" It's better than ten years ^o, sir," began the clown's 
wife, speaking first to Doctor Joyce, " since my little Tom- 
my was born ; he beicg now, if you please, at school and 
costing nothing, through a presentation, aa they call it, I 
think, which was given us by a kind patron to my husband. 
Some time after I had got well over my confinement, I was 
ont one afternoon taking a walk with baby and Jemmy; 
which last is my fansband, ma'am. We were at Bangbury, 
then, just putting up the circus ; it was a fine large neighbor- 
hood, and we hoped to do good bnuness there. Jemmy and 
me and the baby went ont into the fields, and enjoyed our- 
selves very muub ; it being such nice warm spring weather, 
though it was March at the time. We came back to Bang- 
bury by the road ; and just as we got near the town, we see 
a young woman siitiug on the bank, and holding her baby 
in her arms, just as I Lad got my baby in mioe. 

" ' How dreadful 111 and weak ^he do look, don't she T 
says Jemmy. Before I could say a.- much as ' Yes,' she stares 
up at us, and asks in a wild voice, though it wasn't very 
load either, if we can tell her the way to Bangbury work- 
house. Having pretty sharp eyes of our own, we both of us 
knew that a work-house was no fit place for her. Her gown 
was very dusty, and one of her boots was burst, and her hair 
was draggled all over her face, and her eyes was sunk in her 
head, like ; but we saw somehow that she was a lady — or, if 
she wasn't exactly a lady, that no work-house was proper 
for her, at any rate. I stooped down to speak to her; but 
her baby was crying so dreadful she could hardly hear me, 
' Is the poor thing ill ?' gays I. ' Starving,' says she, in such 
a desperate, fierce way, that it gave me a turn. 'Is that 
yonr child ?' says I, a bit frightened about how she'd answer 
me. 'Yes,' she says in quite a new voice, very soft and 
sorrowful, and bending her face away from me over the child. 
' Then why don't you suckle it ?' says L She looks up at me, 
and then at Jemmy, and shakes her head, and says nothing. 
I give my baby to Jemmy to hold, and went and sat down 
by her. He walked away a little ; and 1 whispered to her 
again, ' Why don't you suckle it ?' aud she wJiispered to me. 
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* My mi)k*8 all dried np.' I conldn't wait to hear no mora 
till I'd got ber baby at my own breast. 

"That was the first time I euckled little Mary, ma'am. 
She wasn't a month old then, and oh, so weak aud small ! 
such a mite of a haby compared to mine ! 

"Yon may be snra, sir, that I asked the young woman 
lot« of questions while I was sitting eide by side with ber. 
She stared at me with a dazed look in her face, seemingly 
quite stupefied by wearinesa or grief, or both together. 
Sometimes she give me an answer and sometimes she 
wouldn't. She was very secret. She wouldn't say where 
she come from, or who her friends were, or what her name 
was. She said she should never have name or home or 
friends again. I just quietly stole a look down at her left 
hand, and saw that there was no wedding-ring on her finger, 
and guessed what she meant. 'Does the father know you 
are wandering about in this way ?' says I. She fiuKhes up 
directly, 'So, says she, 'he doesn't know where I am. 
He never bad any love for mc, and he has no pity for me 
now. God's curse on him wherever he goes !' — * Oli, hush 1 
hush !' says I, ' don't talk like that !' ' Why do you ask me 
questions?' says she, mora fiercely than ever. 'What busi- 
neas have yon to ask me questions that make me mad?* 

* I've only got one more to bother you with,' says I, quite 
cool; 'and that is, haven't you got any money at all with 
you F You see, ma'am, now I'd got her child at my own 
bosom, I didn't care for what she said, or fear for what she 
might do to me. The poor mite of a baby was sui-e to be a 
peace-maker between us, sooner or later. 

" It turned out she'd got sixpence and a few half-pence — 
not a farthing more, and too proud to ask help from any one 
of ber friends. I managed to worm out of her that she had 
run away from home before her confinement, and had gone 
to some strange place to bo confined, where they'd ill-treat- 
ed and robbed her. She hadn't long got away from the 
wretches who'd done it. By the time I'd found out all this, 
her baby was quite quiet, and ready to go to sleep. I gave 
it her back. She said nothing, hut took and ki.-iRii] my 
band, her lips feeling like burning coal« on my flenh. 'You're 
kindly welcome,' says I, a little flustered at such a queer 
way of thanking roe. 'Just wait a bit while I speak tu my 
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husbsod.' Though she'd beeo and done irrong, I eooldnH 
for the life of me help pitying her, for all her fieroe waya 
She was ao young, and so forlorn aud ill, and bad euch a 
beautiful face (little Mary's is the image of it, 'specially 
about the eyes), and seemed so like a lady, that it was al- 
most a sin, as I thought, to seod her to such tf place as a 
work-house. 

" Well, I went and told Jemmy all I had got out of her 
— my own baby kicking and crowing in my arms again, as 
happy as a king, all the time I was speaking. ' It seems 
shocking,' says I, * to let such as her go into a work-house. 
What had we better do?' — Says Jemmy, 'Let's Uke her 
*ith us to the circus aud ask Peggy Burke.' 

"Peggy Burke, if you please, sir, was the finest rider that 
ever stepped on a horse's back^ We've had nothing in oar 
circus to come near her, since she went to Astley's. She 
was the wildest devil of an Irish girl— oh ! I humbly beg 
your pardon, sir, for saying such a word ; but she really was 
ao wild, I hope you'll excuse it. She'd go through fire and 
water, as they say, to serve people she liked ; but as for 
them she didn't, she'd ot\en use her riding -whip among 
'em as free as her tongue. That cowardly brnte Jubber 
would never have beaten ray little Mary, if Peggy had been 
with ns still ! He was so frightened of her that she could 
twist him round her fiuger ; and she did, for he dursn't quar- 
rel with the best rider in England, and let other circuses 
get hold of her. Peggy was a wonderful sharp girl besides, 
and was always fond of me, and took my part; so when 
Jemmy said he thought it best to ask her what we had bet- 
ter do, you may be sure that I thought it best too. We 
took the young woman and the baby with us to the circus 
at once. She never asked any questions ; she didn't seem 
to care where she went, or what she did ; slie was dazed and 
despei'ate — a sight, ma'am, to make your heart ache. 

"They were just getting tea in the circus, which was 
nearly tiuished. We mostly have lea and dinner there, sir; 
finding it come cheaper iu the end to mess together when 
we can. Peggy Burke, I remember, was walking about on 
the grass outside, whistling (that was one of her queer ways) 
'Tlie girl I left behind me.' 'Ah ! Peck,' says she, 'what 
have you been after now ? Who's the company lady ye've 
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bronght to tea with us ?* I told her, sir, all I have told you ; 
while Jemmy set the young woman down on one of our 
trunks, and got her a. cup of tea. ' It seems dreadful,' says 
I, whsD Pd done, 'to send snch as her to the work-house, 
don't itP 'Work-house!' says Peggy, filing up directly; 
* I only wish we could catch the man who's got her in that 
scrape, and put him in there on water-gruel fur the rest of 
bis Ufe. Pd give a shillin' a wheal out of my own pocket 
for the blessed privilege of scoring the thiePs face with my 
whip, till bis own mother wouldn't know him !' And then 
she went on, Bir,abnBing all the men in ber Irish way, which 
I can't repeat. At lost she stops, and claps me on Uie back. 
' You're a darlin' old girl, Peck I' says she, ' and your friends 
are my friends. Stop where yon are, and let me speak a 
word to the young woman on the trunk.' 

" After a little while sbe comes back, and says, ' I've done 
it, Peck! She's mighty close, and as proud as Lucifer; but 
she's only a dress-maker for all that.' 'A dreHs-makerl'eays 
I ; ' how did yon find out she was a dress-maker T ' Why, I 
looked at ber forefinger, in course,' says Peggy, ' and saw the 
pricks of the needle on it, and soon made her talk a bit after 
that. She knows fancy-work and eutlin' out — would ye ever 
have thought it? And I'll show her how to give the work- 
house the go-by to-rooiTow, if she only holds out and keeps 
in ber senses. Stop where you are. Peck ! Pm going to make 
Jabber pat his dirty band into his pocket and pull out some 
money ; and that's a sight worth stoppin' to see any day in 
the week.' 

" I waited as she told me ; and she called for Jubber, just 
as if he'd been her servant ; and he come out of the circus, 
' I want ten shillings advance of wages for that lady on the 
trunk,' says Peggy. He laughed at her, 'Show your ugly 
teeth at me again,' says she, ' and I'll box your ears. I've my 
light hand for a horse's month, and my heavy hand for a man'n 
cheek; you ought to know that by this time ! Pull out the 
leu shillings.' 'What for?' said be, frowning at ber. 'Just 
this,* says she. ' I mean to leave your circus, unless 1 get 
those six character-dresses you promised me; and the lady 
there can do them up beautiful. Pull out the ten shillings! 
for I've made up my mind to appear before the Bangbury 
pnblio on Garryowen's back, as six women at once.' 
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" What ehe meoDt by this, sir, was that she was to have 
eix different dresBes od, one over aaother ; and was to go 
galloping round the ring on Garryowen (which was a horse), 
beginning, I think it was, as Empress of RooBsia; and then 
throwing off the top dress without the horse stopping, aod 
showing next as some iamoas Frenchwoman, in the dress 
underneath; and keeping on so with different natioos, till 
tthe got dowD to the last dress, which was to be Britannia 
and the Union-jack. We'd got bits of remnants, and old 
dresses and things to make and alter, but hadn't any body 
clever enough at cutting out, and what they call 'Costooro,* 
to do what Peggy wanted — Jnbber being too stingy to pay 
the regular people who understand such things. The young 
woman, knowing as she did about &ncy work, was just what 
was wanted, if she could only get well enough to use her 
needle. ' I'll see she works the money out,' says Peggy ; ' but 
she's dead beat to-night, and must have her rest and bit o' 
supper before she begios to-morrow.' Jubber wanted to 
give less than ten shillings; but between threatening and 
saying it should buy twenty shillings' worth of tailor's work, 
she got the better of him. And he gave the money, sulky 
enough. 

"'Now.'says Peggy,'you take her away, and get her a 
lodging in the place where you're staying ; aud Pll come to- 
morrow with some of the things to make up.' But, ah dear 
me ! sir, she was never to work as much as sixpence of that 
ten shillings out. She was took bad in the night, and got 
so much worse in the morning that we had to send for the 
doctor. 

" As soon as he'd seen her, he takes me into the passage, 
and says he to me, ' Do you know who her friends are ?' ' No, 
sir,' says I; 'I can't get her to tell me, I only met her by 
accident yesterday.' ' Try and find out again,' says he ; ' for 
I'm afraid she won't live over the night. I'll come back in 
the evening and see if there is any change.' 

" Peggy and me went into her room together ; but we 
couldn't even get her to speak to us for ever so long a time. 
All at once she cries out, ' I can't see things as I ought 
Where's the woman who suckled ray baby when I was alone 
by the road-side ?' ' Here,' says I — ' here ; I've got hold of 
yonr band. Do tell us where we can write to about you.' 
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* Will you promifle to take oare of my baby and not let it go 
into the work-bouse T says she. ' Yes, I promise,' says I ; * I 
do indeed promise with my whole heart.' ' We'll all take 
care of the baby,' says Peggy ; ' only you try and cheer up, 
and ysa'Il get well enough to see me on Garryowen's baek 
before we leave Bangbury — you will for certain, if you cheer 
up a biL' 'I give my baby,' she says, clutching tight at my 
hand, ' to the woman who suckled it by the road-side ; and I 
pray God to bless fier and foi^ive me, for Jeeus Christ's sake.* 
After that she lay quiet for a minute or two. Then she says 
faiutly, ' Its name's to be Mary. Put it into bed to me again ; 
I should like to touch its cheek, and feel bow soft and warm 
it is once more.' And I took the baby out of its crib, and 
lifted it, asleep as it was, into the bed by her side, and guided 
her hand up t« its cheek. I saw her lips move a little, and 
bent down over her, * Give me one kiss,' she whinpered, ' be- 
fore I die.' And I kissed her, and tried to stop crying as I 
did iL Then I says to Peggy, ' You wait here while I run 
and fetch the doctor back ; for I'm afraid she's going fuHt.' 
He wasn't at home when I got to his house. I didn't know 
what to do next, when I see a gentleman in the street who 
looked like a clergyman, and I asked him if he was one ; and 
he said 'Yes;' and he went back with me. I heard a low 
wailing and crying in the room, and saw Pt^ggy sitting on 
the bundle of dresses she'd brought in the morning, rocking 
herself backward and forward as Irish people always do 
when they're crying.^ I went to the bed, and looked through 
the cnrtains. The baby was still sleeping as pretty as ever, 
and its mother's hand was touching one of its arms. I wax 
just going to speak to her again, when the clergyman said 
'Hash,' and took a bit of looking-glass that was set up on 
the chimney-piece, and hi>ld it over her lips. Shu was gone. 
Her poor white wasted hand lay dead on the living baby's 

** I answered all the clergyman's questions quite straight- 
forward, teUing him everj- thing I knew from beginning to 
end. When I'd done, Peggy starts up from the bundle 
and says, 'Mind, sir, whatever you do, the child's not to he 
took away from this person here and sent to the work- 
house. The mother give it to her on that very bed, and I'm 
I of it.' 'And I promised to be a mother to the 
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baby, sir,' says I. He taros round to me, and praises mc for 
what I done, and says nobody Bhall take it away from me, 
unless tbeiQ as can show their right comes forward to clum 
it. ' But now,' says be, ' we must think of other tbings. 
We muBl try and find out something abont this poor womao 
who has died in such a melancholy way.* 

" It was easier to say that than to do it The poor tfaiog 
had DotbiDg with her but a change of lioen for herself and 
the child, and that gave us do clue. Then we searched her 
pocket There was a cambric handkerchief in it, marked 
' M. G. ;* and some bits of rusks to sop for the child ; and 
the sixpence and half-pence which she had when I met her; 
and beneath all, in a comer, as if it had been forgotten there, 
a small hmr hiiLcelet. It was made of two kinds of hair — 
very little of one kind, and a good deal of the Other. And 
on the flat clasp of the bracelet there was cut in tiny let- 
ters, '/n 7tiemory of S.G.'' I remember all this, sir, for I've 
often and often looked at the bracelet since that time. 

"We found nothing moi-e — no letters, or cards, or any 
thing. The clergyman said that the ' M, G.' on the band- 
kerchief must be the initials of her name ; and the ' S. G,' 
on the bracelet must mean, he thought, some relation whose 
hair she wore as a sort of keepsake. I remember Peggy and 
me wondering which was S. G.'s hair ; and who the other 
person might be, whose hair was wove into the bracelet. 
But the clergyman he soon cut us short by asking for pen, 
ink, and paper directly. * I'm going to write out an adver- 
tisement,' says he, 'saying how you met with the young 
woman, and what she was like, and how she was dressed.' 
'Do you mean to say any thing about the baby, sir?' says 
I. ' Certainly,' says he ; ' it's only right, if we get at her 
friends by advertising, to give them the chance of doing 
something for the child. And if they live anywhere in this 
county, I believe we shall find them out ; for the Banghury 
Chronicle, into which I mean to put the advertisement, goes 
everywhere in our part of England.' 

"So he sits down, and writes what he said he would, and 
takes it away to be printed in the next day's number of the 
newspaper. ' If nothing comes of this,' says he, ' I think I 
can manage about the burial with a charitable society here. 
I'll take care and inform you the moment the advertise- 
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meot's answered.' I hardly know how it was, sir; but I 
almost hoped they wonldn't answer it. Having Buckled 
the baby myself, and kissed its mother before she died, I 
couldn't make up my mind to the chance of its being took 
away from me just then. I ought to have thought how 
poor we were, and how hard it would be for us to bring the 
child up. But, somehow, I never did think of that — no 
more did Peggy — no more did Jemmy; not even when we 
put the baby to bed that night along with our own. 

" Well, sir, snre enough, two days after the advertisement 
come out, it was answered in the cnielest letter I ever set 
eyea on. The clergyman he come to me with it. ' It was 
left this evening,' says he, 'by a strange messenger, who 
went away directly, I told ray servant to follow him ; but 
it was too late — he was out of sight.' The letter was very 
Hhort, and we thought it was in a woman's handwriting — 
a ft^igned handwriting, the clei'gyman said. There was no 
name signed, and no date at top or bottom. Inside it there 
was a ten-pound bank-note; and the person as sent it wrote 
that it waa inclosed to bury the yonng woman decently. 
* She was better dead than alive ' — the letter went on — ' af- 
ter having disgraced her father and her relatione. As for 
the child, it was the child of sin, and had no claim on people 
who desired to preserve all that was left of their good name, 
and to Bet a moral example to others. The parish must sup. 
port it if nobody else would. It would be useless to at. 
tempt to trace them, or to advertise again. The baby's fa- 
ther had disappeared, they didn't know wheii! ; and they 
conid hold no communication now with such a monster of 
wickedness, even if he was found. She was dead in her 
ihame and her sin, and her name should never be mentioned 
among them she belonged to henceforth forever.' 

"This was what I remember in the letter, sir, A shock- 
ing and unchristian letter I said ; and the clergyman he said 
so loo. 

"She was buried in the poor comer of the church-yard. 
They marked out the place, in case any body should ever 
want to see it, by cutting the two letters M. G., and the 
date of when she died, upon a board of wood at the head of 
the grave. Hie clergyman then gave me the hair bracelet 
and the handkerchief, and said, 'You keep these as careful 
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one of these daye. I shall Beal up the letter (which la ad- 
dressed to me) aod pot it in ray Btroog-box.' He'd asked 
me, before this, if Vd thought of what a respoaaibility it 
was for Bucb as me to provide for the baby. And I told 
him I'd promised, and would keep my promise, and trust to 
God's providence for the rest. The clergyman was a very 
kind gentleman, and got up a subscription for the poor babe ; 
iiud Peggy Burke, when she had her benefit before the cir- 
cus left Bangbury, give half of what she got as A«r subscrip- 
tion. I never heard nothing about the child's fiiendB from 
that time to this ; and I know no more who its father is now 
than I did then. And glad I am that he's never oome for^ 
ward — though, perhaps, I oughtn't to say no. I keep the 
hair bracelet aud the handkerchief as careful as the clergy- 
man told me, for the mother's sake as well as the child^s. 
I've known some sorrow with her since I took her as my 
own; but I love her only the dearer for it, and still think 
the day a hnjipy day for both of us, when I first stopped and 
suckled bcr by the road-side. 

"This is all I have to say, if you please, sir, about how I 
first met with little Mary; and I wish I could have told it 
in a way that was more fit for such as you to hear." 



CHAPTER V. 

MA DON'S a's IIISFOKTCNE. 

As the clown's wife endeil her narrative, but little was 
said in the way of comment on it by those who had listened 
to her. They were too much affected by what they bad 
heard to Bpeak, as yet, except briefly and in low voices. 
Mrs. Joyce more than once raised her handkerchief to her 
eyes. Her husband murmured some cordial words of sym- 
pathy and thanks — in an unusually subdued manner, how- 
ever. Valentine said nothing; but he drew his chair close 
to Mi's. Peckover, and turning his face away as if he did not 
wish it to be seen, took her hand in one of his and patted it 
gently with the other. There was now perfect silence in 
the room for a few minutes. Tlien they all looked out with 
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one Booord, ind u it seemed with one feeliog, toward the 
garden. 

Id ft ahftd; place, jaat visible aoiong the trees, the rector's 
d&agbtflra, and little Mary, and the great Xe w found Ian d'dog, 
were all Bitting together on the grass. The two young ladies 
appeared to be fastening a garland of flowers round the 
child's neok, while she was playfully offering a nosegay for 
Leo to amelt at. The sight was homely and simple enough ; 
but it was fnll of the tenderest interest — after the narrative 
which had jnat engaged them — to those who now witnessed 
iL They looked out on the garden scene eilcntly for some 
little time. Mrs. Joyce was the first to speak again. 

" Would it be asking too much of you, Mrs. Peckover," 
said she, "to inquire how the poor little thing realty met 
with the accident that caused her misfortune ? I know there 
is an account of it in the bills of the circus, but — " 

"It's the most infamous thing I ever read!" iaterrupted 
Mr. Blyth, indignantly. "The man who wrote it ought to 
be put in the pillory. I never remember wanting to throw 
a rotten egg at any of my fellow-creatures before ; but I feel 
certain that I should enjoy having a shy at Mr. Jubberl" 

"Gently, Valentine — gently," interposed the rector. "I 
think, my love," he continued, turning to Mrs. Joyce, " that 
it u hardly considerate to Mrs. Peckover to expect her to 
comply with your request. She has already sacrificed her- 
self once to our curiosity ; and, really, to ask her now to re- 
cur a second time to recollections which I am sure must 
distress her — " 

" ICs worse than distressing, indeed, sir, even to think of 
that dreadful accident," said Mrs. Peckover, " and specialty 
as I can't help taking some blame to myself for iL But if 
the lady wishes to know how it happened, Fm sure I'm 
agreeable to tell her. People in our way of life, ma'am— as 
I've oflcn heard Peggy Burke say-^are obliged to dry the 
tear at their eyes long before it's gone from their hearts. 
Hut pray don't think, sir, I mean that now about niyst-lf and 
in yonr company. If It/ofeel tow at talking of little Mary's 
misfortane, I can take a look out into the garden there, and 
see how happy she is — and that's safe to set me right agnin." 

" I onght to tell yon first, sir," proceeded the clownV wilV-, 
after waiting thoughtfully for a moment or two befix-e sliu 
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spoke again, '* that I got on much better with little Msiy 
tlian ever I thought I should for the fint bIx yesra of her 
life. She grew up bo pretty that gentlefolks waa always 
noticing her, and asking about her; and nearly in every 
place the circus went to tbeymade ber presents, which help- 
ed nicely in her keep and clothing. And our own people, 
too, petted ber and were fond of her. All those six years 
we got on as pleasantly as could be. It was not tiU she 
was near her seventh birthday that I was wicked and foolish 
enough to consent to her being shown in the performanoee. - 

"I was sorely tried and tempted before I did coDsenL 
Jubber first said he wanted her to perform with the riders; 
and I said 'No* at once, though I was awful frightened of 
him in those days. But soon after, Jemmy (who wasn't the 
clown then that lie is now, sir; tliere was others to be got 
for his money, to do what he did at that time) — Jemmy 
comes to tne, saying he's afraid he shall lose his place, if I 
don't give in about Mary. This staggered me a good deal; 
for I don't kuow what we should have done then, if my hus- 
band had lost his engagement. And, besides, there was the 
poor dear child herself, who was mad to be carried up in the 
air OD horseback, always begging and praying to be made a 
little rider of. And all the rest of 'em in the circus worried 
and laughed at me ; and, in short, I give in at last against 
my conscience, but I couldn't help it. 

" I made a bargain, though, that she should only be tmst- 
ed to the steadiest, soberest man, and the best rider of the 
whole lot. They eallcd him ' Mnley ' in the bills, and stain- 
ed his face to make him look like a Turk, or eomething of 
that sort ; but his real name was Francis Yapp, and a very 
good fatherly sort of man he was in his way, having a Ihmily 
of his own to look after. He used to ride splendid, at full 
straddle, with three horses under him — one foot, you know, 
sir, being on the outer horse's back, and one foot on the inner, 
llim and Jubber made it out together that he was to act a 
wild man, flying for his life across some desert, with his only 
child, and poor little Mary was to be the child. They dark- 
ened her face to look like his; and put an outlandish kind 
of white di'ess on her; and buckled a red belt round her 
waist, with a sort of handle in it for Yapp to hold her by. 
Afler fii'st makinrr believe in all sorts of ways, that him and 
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the child waa in danger of beiog taken and ihot, he had to 
make believe afterward that they had escaped ; and to bold 
her Dp, in a sort of triumph, at the full stretch of his arm — 
gmllopiDg round and round the ring alt the while. He was 
m tremendons strong man, and could do it as easy as I could 
hold ap a bit of that plum-cak& 

" Poor little love ! she soon got over the first fright of the 
thing, and had a sort of mad fondness for it that I never 
liked to see, for it wasn't natural to her. Yapp, he said, she'd 
-got the heart of a lion, and would grow np the finest woman- 
rider in the world. I was very unhappy about it, and lived 
a miserable life, always fearing some accident. But for some 
time nothing near an accident happened ; and lots of money 
come into the circus to see Yapp and little Mary — but that 
was Jnbber'a luck and not ours. One night — when she was 
m little better than seven year old — 

"Ob, ma'am, how I ever lived over that dreadful night I 
don't know ! I waa a sinful, miserable wretch not to have 
starved sooner than let the child go into danger; but I waa 
to sorely tempted and <^ven to it, God knows ! — No, sir ! 
DO, ma'am; and many thanks for your kindness, I'll go on 
DOW I've begun. Don't mind me crying ; I'll manage to tell 
it somehow. The strap — no, I mean the handle ; the handlo 
in the atrap gave way all of a sudden — ^just at the last too ! 
just at the worst time, when he couldn't catch hert 

" Never — oh, never, never, to ray dying day shall I forget 
the horrible screech tbat went up from the whole audience; 
and the sight of the white thing lying huddled dead-still on 
the boards ! We hadn't such a number in as iiKual that 
night ; and she fell on an empty place between the benches. 
I got knocked down by the horses in running to her — I was 
clean out of my senses, and didn't l^now where I was going 
— Yapp had fitllen among them, and hurt himself badly, try- 
ing to catoh her; they were rnnning wild in the ring — tlic 
horses was — frantic-like with the noise all round them. I got 
up somehow, and a crowd of people jostled me, and I saw 
my innocent darling carried among them. I felt hands on 
me, trying to pull me back ; but I broke away, and got into 
the waiting-room along with the rest. 

"There she was — my own, own little Mary, that Vd prom- 
ised ber poor mother to take care of— there she was, lying 
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out loud, twice ; and she never moved. The third time he 
tried her, it was with auch a shoat at the top of his voice, 
that the landlady come up, thinking something had happen- 
ed. I was looking over hie shoulder, and saw tliat my dear 
child never started in the least. 'Poor little thing,' rays 
the doctor, quite sorrowful, 'this is worse than I expected.' 
He stooped down and touched her, as he said this ; and she 
turned round directly, and put out her hand to have her 
pulse felt as usual. I tried to get out of her sight, for I was 
crying, and didn't wish her to see it; but she was too sharp 
for me. She looked hard in my face and the landlady's, 
then in the doctor's, which was downcast enough ; for be 
had got very fond of her, just as every body else did who 
saw much of little Mary. 

" ' What's the matter ?' she says, in the same sort of 
strange unnatural voice again. We tried to pacify her, but 
only made iier worse. ' Why do yon keep on whispering ?' 
she asks, ' Why don't you speak out loud, so that I can — ,' 
and then she stopped, secmins^ly in a sort of helpless fright 
and bewilderment. She tried to get up in bed, and her taoe 
turned red all over, ' Can she read writing ?' says the doc- 
tor. ' Oh yes, sir,' says I ; ' she can read and write beauti- 
ful for a child of her age ; my hnaband taught her.' *Gret 
me paper and pen and ink directly,' says he to the landlady ; 
who went at once and got him what he wanted. ' We must 
quiet her at all hazards,' says the doctor, 'or she'll excite 
herself into another attack of fever. She feels what's the 
matter with her, but don't understand it ; and Fm going to 
tell her by moans of this paper. It's a risk,' he says, writing 
down on the paper in large letters, Yim Are Jhaf; ' but I 
must try ail I can do for her ears immediately; and this 
will prepare her,' says he, going to the bed, and holding the 
paper before her eyes. 

"She shrank back on the pillow, as still as death, the in- 
stant she saw it ; but didn't cry, and looked more puszled 
and astonished, I should say, than distressed. But she was 
breathing dreadful quick — I felt that, as I stooped down 
and kissed her. ' She's too young,' says the doctor, ' to know 
what the extent of her calamity really is. Tou stop here 
and keep her quiet till I come back, for I trust the case is 
not hopeless yet.' 'But whatever has made her deaf, airf 
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iBjfl the IsndUdy, openiog the door for him. ' The shock of 
that fitll in the circus,' says he, going out in a very great 
bnrry. I thought I should never have held np my head 
again, as I heard them words, lookiog at little Mary, with 
mj arm round her neck all the time. 

" Well, sir, the doctor come back ; and ho syringed her 
eara first — and that did no good. Then he tried blistering, 
and then he put on leeches; and still it was no nee. 'I'm 
afraid it m a hopeless case,' says he ; ' but thci-c's a doctor 
who's had more practice than Pve had with deaf people, who 
conies from where he lives to our Dispensary once a week. 
To-morrow's his day, and I'll bring him here with me,' 

"And he did bring this gentleman, as he promised he 
would — an old gentleman, with such a pleasant way of 
speaking that I understood every thing he said to me direct- 
ly. ' I'm afraid yan must make up your mind to the worst,' 
says he. 'I have been hearing about the poor child from 
my friend who's attended her; and I'm sorry to say I don't 
think there's much hope.' Then he goes to the bed and 
looks at her, 'Ah,* says he, 'there's just the same expres- 
sion in her fece that I remember seeing in a mason's boy — a 
patient of mine — who fell oflT a ladder, and lost his hearing 
altogether by the shock. You don't hear what I'm saying, 
do yOD, my dear ?' says he, in a hearty cheerful way. ' You 
don't bear me saying that you're the prettiest little girl I 
ever saw in my life ?' She looked up at him confused, and 
quite silent. Ho didn't speak to her again, but told me to 
turn her on the bed, so that he could get at one of her ears, 

"He pulled out some instruments, while I diil what he 
asked, and put them into her ear, but so tenderly that he 
never hort her. Then he looked in, through a sort of queer 
spy-glasa thing. Then he did it all over again with the oth- 
er ear; and then he laid down the instruments and pulled 
ont bis watch. 'Write on a piece of paper,' says he to the 
other doctor: 'Do t/ou ktimo that the if<atch w tiekingf 
When this was done, he makes signs to little Mary to oi>cn 
her month, anil puts as much of hiswalch in as would go l>e- 
twecn her teeth, while the other doctor holds up the impcr 
before her. When he took the watch out again, she shook 
her head, and said ' No,' just in the same strange voice as 
erer. The old gentleman didn't sp4>ak a word as he put the 
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Ismb. I don't know who B»d that first; but it might well 
have been spoken on acconnt of my own darling little Harj 
to those days. Instead of ua being the first Co comfort ber, 
it was she that was first to comfort ns. And so she's gone 
on ever since — bless her heart 1 Only treat her kindly, and, 
in spite of her misfortune, she's the merriest, happiest little 
thing — the easiest pleased and amused, I do believe, that 
ever lived. 

" If we were wrong in not forcing her to speak more than 
we did, I mast say this much for me and my husband, that 
we hadn't the heart to make her miserable and keep on toi^ 
menting her from morning to night, when she was always 
happy and comfortable if we would only let her alone. We 
tried our best for some time to do what the gentleman told 
us; but it's so hard — as you've found, I dare say, ma'am — 
not to end by humoring them yon love ! I never see the 
tear in her eye, except when we forced her to speak to ua ; 
and then she always cried, and was fretful and out of sorts 
for the whole day. It seemed such a dreadful difficulty and 
pain to her to say only two or three words ; and the shock- 
ing husky moaning voice, that sounded somehow as if it 
didn't belong to her, never changed. My husband first gave 
up worr)'iug her to speak, lie practiced her with her book 
and writing, but let her have her own will in every thing else; 
and lie teached her all sorts of tricks on the cardw, for amuse- 
ment, which was a good way of keeping her going with her 
reading and her pen pleasantly, by reason, of course, of him 
and her being obliged to put down every thing they had to 
say to eac)] other on a Utile elate that we liought for her 
after she got well, 

"It was Mary's own notion, if you please, ma'am, to have 
the slate always hanging at her side. Poor dear! she 
thought it quite a splendid ornament, and was as proud of 
it as could be. Jemmy, being neat-handed at auch things, 
did the frame over for her prettily with red morocco, and 
got our property-man to do it all round with a bright golden 
border. And then we hung it at her side, with a nice little 
bit of silk cord — just as you sec it now, 

"I held out in making her speak some time after my has- 
band : but at last I gave in too. I know it was wrong and 
selfish of me; but I got a fear that she wouldn't like nie as 
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well as she used to do, and would take more kindly to Jemtny 
than to me, if I weut on. Ob, how b&ppy she was the first 
day I wrote dowo on her slate that I wonldo't worry her 
kboat speaking any more I She jumped up on my knees — 
being always as nimble as a squirrel — and kissed me over 
and over again with all her heart For the rest of the day 
she mn about the room, and all over the house, like a mad 
thing, and when Jemmy came home at night from perform- 
ing, she would get out of bed and romp with him, and ride 
pii^kaback on him, and try and imitate the funny faces sheM 
seen him make in the ring. I do believe, sir, that was the 
first regular happy night we had all had together since the 
dreadful time when she met with her accident. 

" Long after that, my conscience was uneasy though, at 
times, about giving in as I had. At last I got a chance of 
speakiug to another doctor about little Mary ; and he told 
me that if we had kept her up in her speaking ever so se- 
verely, it would still have been a pain and a difficulty to her 
to aay her words, to her dying day. He said, too, that he 
felt sure — though ho couldn't explain it to me — that people 
Afflicted with such stone deafness as hers didn't feel the loss 
of speech, becanee they never had the want to use their 
speech ; and that they took to making signs, and writing, 
and such like, quite kindly, as a sort of second-nature tu 
them. This comforted me, and settled my mind a good 
deal I hope in God what the gentleman said was true; 
for if I was in fault in letting her have her own way and be 
happy, it's past mending by this time. For more than two 
years, ma'am, I've never heard her say a single word, no 
more than if she'd been bom dumb, and it's my belief 
that all the doctors iu the world couldn't make her speak 
now. 

" Perhaps, sir, you might wish to know how she first come 
to show her tricks on the cards in the ciraua. There was 
no danger in her doing that, I know — and yet I'd have 
given almost every thing I have not to let her be shown 
about as she is. iiut I was threatened again, in the vilest, 
wickedest way — I hardly know how to tell it, gentlemen, 
in the presence of such as yon — Jwbber, you must know — " 

Just as Mm. Pi'ckovor, with very painful h<.siiaiiim, pro- 
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nouDced the lost words, the ball clock of the Rectory struck 
two. She heard it, and stopped instantly. 

"Oh, if you please, air, was that two o'olook?" she asked, 
starting up with a look of alarm. 

" Yes, Mrs. Peokover," said the rector; "bat really, after 
having beea indebted to you for so much that has deeply 
interested and affected us, we can't possibly tliink of letting 
you and little Mary leave the Rectory yet." 

"Indeed we must, sir; and many thanks to you for want- 
ing to keep us longer," said Mrs. Peckover. "What I was 
going to say isn't much ; it's quite as well yon shouldn't 
bear it — and indeed, indeed, ma'am, we must go directly. I 
told this gentleman here, Mr. Blyth, when I come i&, that 
I'd stolen to yon anawares, under pretense of taking little 
Mary ont for a walk. K we are not back to the two o'clock 
dinner in the circus, it's anknowa what Jnbber may not do. 
This gentleman will tell you how infamously he treated the 
poor child last night — we must go, sir, for her sake; or 
else — " 

"Stop!" cried Valentine, all his suppressed excitability 
bursting bounds in an instant, as he took Mrs, Peckover by 
the arm and pressed her back into her chair, " Stop ! — hear 
me ; I must speak, or I shall go out of my senses 1 Don't 
interrupt me, Mrs. Peckover ; and don't got up. All I want 
to say is this : you must never take that little angel of a 
child near Jubber again — no, never 1 By heavens ! if I 
thought he was likely to touch her any more, I should go 
mad, and murder him ! — Let me alone, doctor! I beg Mre. 
Joyce's pardon for behaving like this ; PU never do it again. 
Be qniet, all of you ! I must take the child home with me 
— oh, Mrs. Peckover, don't, don't say no ! PU make her as 
happy as the day is long, I've no child of my own : Til 
watch over her, and love her, and teach her all my life, Pve 
got a poor, suffering, bed-ridden wife at home, who would 
think snch a companion as little Mary the greatest blessing 
God could send her. My own dear, patient Lavvie ! Oh, 
doctor, doctor! think how kind Lavvie would be to that 
afflicted little child ; and try if you can't make Mrs. Peck- 
over consent. I can't speak any more — I know I'm wrong 
to burst out in this way ; and I beg all your pardons for it, I 
do indeed ! Speak to her, doctor — ^pray spenk to her direct- 



ly, if yon don't want to make me miserable for the rest of . 
my life 1" 

With those words, Valentine darted precipitately into the 
garden, and made straight for the spot where the little girls 
were still sitting together in their shady resting-place among 
the treea 



CHAPTER VL 

HADOMMJl GOES TO LONDON. 



Thb clown's wife bad sat very pale and very quiet under 
the whole overwhelming torrent of Mr. Blytb's apostrophes, 
exclamations, and entreaties. She seemed quite unable to 
apeak, after he was fairly gone ; and only looked round in a 
bewildered manner at the rector, with fear as well as amaee- 
ment expressed vividly in her hearty, healthy face. 

"Pr»y compose yourself, Mrs. Peckover," said Doctor 
Joyce; "and kindly give me your best attention to what I 
am about to say. Let me beg you, in the first place, to ex- 
cuse Mr. Blytb's odd behavior, which I see has startled and 
Mtonisbed you. Bat, however wildly he may talk, I assure 
yon he means honorably and truthfully in all that he says. 
Ton will nnderst&nd this better if you will let me temper- 
ately explain to you the proposal, which fae has just made 
■O abruptly and confusedly in his own words." 

"Proposal, sir I" exclaimed Mrs. Peckover, funtly, looking 
more Aightened than ever — " Proposal 1 Oh, sir 1 you don't 
mean to say that you're going to ask me to part from little 
Maryr 

"I will ask yon to do nothing that yonr own good sense 
and kind heart may not approve," answered the rector. " In 
plain terms then, and not to waste time by useless words of 
preface, my friend, Mr. Blyth, feels such admiration for yonr 
little Mary, and such S desire to help her, as far as may be, 
in her great misfortune, that he is willing and eager to make 
her fntnre prospects in life his own peculiar care, by adopt- 
ing her as his daughter. This oScr, though coming, as I am 
aware, from a perfect stranger, can hardly astonish you, I 
think, if you reflect on the unusually strong claims which the 



child has to the coiDp&ssioii and kindne§s of all her fellow- 
ereaturcB, Other strangers, as yon have told as, have shown 
the deepest interest in her on many occasions. It is not, 
therefore, at all wonderful that a gentleman, whose Christiui 
integrity of motive I have had opportunities of testing dnring 
a friendship of nearly twenty years, shonld prove the sincei^ 
ity of bia sympathy for the poor child, by snoh a proposal as 
I have now commnnicated to yon." 

"Don't ask me to say yes to it, sir!" pleaded Mra. Peck- 
over, with tears in her eyes. " Don't ask me to do that ! 
Any thing else to prove my gratitude for your kindneBs to 
us; but how can I part from my own little MaryP You 
can't have the heart to ask it of me!" 

" I have the heart, Mrs. Peckover, to feel deeply for your 
distress at the idea of parting from the child ; but, for her 
sake, I mu»t again ask you to control your feelings. And, 
more than that, I must appeal to yon by yonr love to her, to 
grant a fair hi^ariiig to the petition which I now make on 
Mr. Blyth's behalf." 

"I would, indeed, if I could, sir — but it's juBt because I 
love her so that 1 can't! Besidei^, as you yourself said, he's 
a perfect stranger." 

" I readily admit the force of that objection on your part, 
Mrs, Peckover ; bnt let me remind yon, that I vouch for tbc 
uprightness of his character, and his fitness to be trusted 
with the child, after twenty yeara' esperience of hinu Tou 
may answer to that, that I am a stranger, too ; and I can 
only ask you, in return, frankly to accept my character and 
position as the best proofs I can offer you that I am not un- 
worthy of your confidence. If yon placed little Mary for in- 
struction (as you well might) in an asylum for the deaf and 
dumb, you would be obliged to put implicit trust in the au- 
thorities of that asylum, on much the same grounds as those 
I now advance to justify you in putting trust in me." 

" Oh, sir ! don't think — pray don*t think I am unwilling to 
trust you — so kind and good as you have been to us to-day 
— and a clergyman too — I should be ashamed of myself, if I 
could doubt — " 

"I^t me tell you, plainly and candidly, what advantages 
to the child Mr. Blyth's proposal holds out. He has no fam- 
ily of his own, and his wife is, »a he has hinted to yon, an 
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in%'filid for life. If you could only 8ce the gentleDe8§ and 
sweet patience with which she bears her affliction, you would 
mcknowledge that little Mary could appeal for an affectionate 
welcome to no kinder heart than Mra. Blyth's. I asBure yoa 
moet seriously that the only danger I tear for the child in 
my friend's house is, that she would be spoiled by excessive 
indulgence. Though by no means a rich man, Mr. Blyth is 
ID an iudepeodent position, and can oder her all the comforts 
of lifa In one word, the home to which he is ready to take 
her is a home of love and happiness and security, in the best 
aod purest meaning of those words." 

"Don't say any more, sir I Don't break my heart by mak- 
ing me part with her 1" 

"Yon will live, Mrs. Peckover, to thank me for trying 
your fortitude as I try it now. Hear me a little longer, 
while I tell yon what terms Mr. Blyth proposes. He is not 
only willing but anxious — if you give the child into hie 
charge — that you should have access to her whenever you 
like. He will leave his address in London with you. He 
desires, from motives alike honorable to you and to himself, 
to defray your traveling expenses whenever you wish to see 
the child. He will always acknowledge your prior right to 
her affection and her duty. He will oScr her every facility 
in his power for constantly corresponding with you; and if 
the life she leads in his house be, even in the slightest respect, 
distasteful to her, he pludgcs himself to give her np to you 
again — if you and she desire it^at any sacrifice of his own 
wishes and his own feelings. These are the terms he pro- 
|iosc8, Mrs. Peckover, and I can most solemnly assure you, 
on my honor as a clergyman and a gentleman, that he will 
hold sacred the strict performance of all and each of those 
conditions, exactly as I have stated them." 

" I ought to let her go, sir — -I know I ought to show how 
grateful I am for Mr, Blyih's generosity by letting her go — 
hut how can I, after all the long time she's been like my 
nwn child to me? Oh, ma'am, say a word for me ! — I seem 
so selfish for not giving her up — say a word for me !" 

" Will you let me say a word for little Mary instead ?" re- 
joined MrsL Joyce. " Will you let mo remind you that Mr, 
BIyth'a proposal oders her a secure protection againxt that 
iuhuman wretch who has ill-used her already, and who may 
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often ill-ase her again, in spite of eveiy thing yon can do to 
prevent him. Pisy think of that, Mm Peckover — pray do !** 

Poor Mrs. Feokover shoTred that she thongbt of it bitter* 
ly enough, by a fVesh barst of tears. 

The rector poured oat a glasa of water, and gave it to her. 
"Do not think us inconsiderate or nnfeeliDg," he said, "in 
pressing Mr. Blyth's offer on you ao perse veringly. Onlyre- 
fleot on Mary's position, if she remains in the oirous as she 
grows up I Would all your watchful kiodnefls be snflBcient 
to shield her against dangers to which I hardly dare allnde ? 
— against wickedness which would take advantage of her de- 
fenselessness, her innocence, and even her misfortuae ? Con- 
sider all that Mr. Blyth's proposal promises for her future 
life ; for the sacred preservation of her purity of heart and 
mind. Look forward to the day when little Mary will have 
grown up to be a young woman ; and I will answer, Mrs. 
Peckover, for your doing full justice to the importance of my 
friend's offer." 

"I know it's all true, sir; I knowPm an ungrateful, selfish 
wretch — bnt only give me a little time to thiuk ; a little time 
longer to be with the poor darling that I love like my own 
child!" 

Doctor Joyce was just drawing his chair closer to Mrs. 
Peckover before he answered, when the door opened, and 
the respectable Vance softly entered the room. 

""What do you want here?" said the rector, a little irrita- 
bly. " Didn't I tell yon not to come in again till I rang for 
you?" 

" I beg your pardon, sir," answered Vance, casting rather 
a maliciouB look at the clown's wife as he closed the door 
behind him — " bat there's a person waiting in the hall, who 
says he comes on important business, and must see you di- 
rectly," 

" Who is be ? What's his name ?" 

*' He says his name is Jubber, if yon please, sir." 

Mrs. Peckover started from her chair with a scream. 
" Don't — pray, for mercy's sake, air, don't let him into the 
garden where Mary is !" she gasped, clutching Doctor Joyce 
by the arm iu the extremity of her terror, " He's found us 
out, and come here in one of his dreadful passions ! He cares 
for nothing nnd for nobody, sir : he's bad enough to ill-treat 
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lier even before you. What am I to do ? Oh, good gracious 
beaveoa ! what am I to do F" 

*' Leave every thing to me, and sit down again," eaid the 
rector, kindly. Then, tnniing to Vance, he added : " Show 
Mr. Jnbber into the oloalc-room, and say I will be with him 
directly." 

" Now, Mrs. Peckover," contioned Doctor Joyce, in the 
most perfectly composed manner, " before I see this man 
(whose basiness I can gnees at) I have three important ques- 
tions to ask of you. In the first place, were you not a wit- 
ness, last night, of his cruel ill-usage of that poor child F 
(Mr. Blyth told me. of it.) The fellow actually beat her, did 
he not V" 

"Oh, indeed he did, sir] — beat her most cruelly with a 
cane," 

" And yoD saw it all yourself?*' 

" I did, sir. He'd have used her worse, if I hadn't been 
by to prevent him." 

" Very well. Now tell me if you or your husband have 
signed any agreement — any papers, I mean, giving this man 
a right to claim the child as one of his performers?" 

"Me sign an agreement, sir ! I never did such a thing in 
all my life. Jabber would think himself insulted, if you 
only talked of his signing an agreement with such as me or 
Jemmy." 

"Better and better. Now, my third question refers to 
little Mary herself. I will undertake to put it oat of this 
blackguard's power ever to lay a finger on her again — but I 
can only do so on one condition, which it rests entirely witli 
you to grant." 

" 111 do any thing to save her, sir ; I will, indeed." 

"The condition is that yoa consent to Mr. Blyth's propo- 
fal; for I can only insure the child's safety on those terms." 

"Then, sir, I consent to it," said Mrs. Peckover, speaking 
with a sudden flrmness of tone and manner which almost 
Htartled Mrs. Joyce, who stood by liatening anxiously. "I 
consent to it ; for I should be the vilest wretch in the world 
if I could say 'no' at such a time as this. I will trust my 
precions darling treasure to you, sir, and to Mr. Blyth, from 
this moment. God bless her, and comfort me/ (or I want 
comfort badly enough. Oh, Mary! Mary! my own little 
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Mary ! to think of you and me ever being parted like this f 
The poor woman tnmed toward the garden as she proaounced 
those words; all herfortttade foraook her in an iostaot; aod 
she sank back in her chair, sobbing bitterly. 

" Take her out into the shrubbery where the children are, 
as soon as she recovers a little," whispered the rector to hia 
wife, as he opened the dining-room door. 

Though Mr. Jubber presented, to all appearance, the most 
scoundrelly aspect that humanity can assame, when he was 
clothed in his evening nniform, and illnminated by his own 
circus lamp-light, he nevertheless reached an infinitely loftier 
climax of blackgnard perfection when he was arrayed in his 
private coatume, and was submitted to the tremendous or^ 
deal of pure daylight. The most monstrous ape that could 
be picked from the cages of the Zoological Gardens wonld 
have gained by comparison with him is he now appeared, ~ 
standing in the Rectory cloak-room, with his debauched 
bloodshot eyes staring grimly contemptuous all abont him, 
with his yellow flabby throat exposed by a turn-down collar 
and a light-blue necktie, with the ronge still smeared over 
his gross nuhealthy rheeks, with his mangy ehirt-front be- 
upattered with bad embroidery and false jewelry that had 
not even the politic decency to keep itself clean. He had 
his hat on, and was sulkily runiiing his dirty fingers through 
the greasy black ringlets that flowed over hia coat-collar^ 
when Doctor Joyce entered the cloak-room. 

" You wish to speak with me ?" said the rector, not sitting 
down himself, and not asking Mr. Jubber to sit down. 

" Oil ! you'i-e Doctor Joyce ?" said the fellow, assuming his 
most insolent familiarity of manner directly. 

"That is my name," said Doctor Joyce, very quietly. 
" Will you have the goodness to state your business with 
me immediately, and in the fewest possible words V 

" Halloo ! You take that tone with me, do yon ?" said Jub- 
ber, setting his arms akimbo, and tap])ing his foot fiercely on 
the floor; "you're trying to come Tommy Grand over nie 
already, arc you? Very good ! I'm the man to give yon 
change in your own coin — so here goes ! What do you mean 
by enticing away my Mysterious Foundling ? What do you 
mean by this private swindle of talent that belongs to my 
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" Voii liad butter proceed a little," said the rector, more 
quietly than bctbrc. "Thus far I underBtand nothing what- 
ever, except that you wish to behave offenBively to me; 
which, ill a person of your appearance, is, I assure you, of not 
the slightest consequence. You had inuch better save time 
by stating what you have to say in plain words." 

" You want plain words — eh ?" cried Jubber, losing bis tem- 
per. "Then, by God, you shall have tbcm, and plain enough!" 

" Stop a minute," said Doctor Joyce. " If you use oaths 
in my presence again, I shall ring for my servant, and order 
bim to show you out of the house." 

"Yon will?" 

"J will, most certainly." 

There was a moment's pause, and the blackguard and the 
gentleman looked one another straight in the face. It was 
the old, invariable struggle, between tbe quiet firmnesB of 
good breeding, and tbe savage obstinacy of bad ; and it cod- 
ed in the old, invariable way. The blackguard flinched first, 

" If your servant lays a finger on me, I'll thrash him with- 
in an inch of bis life," said Jubber, looking toward the door, 
and scowling aa he looked. " But that's not the point just 
now — the point is, that I charge you with getting my deaf 
and dumb girl into your bouse, to perform before you on the 
sly. If you're too virtuous to come to my circus — and bet- 
ter than you have been there — you ought to have paid the 
proper price for a private performance. What do you mean 
by treating a public servant like me with your infernal aris- 
tocratic looks, as if I was dirt under your feet, afler such ehal>- 
by doings as you've been guilty of — eh?" 

" May I ask how you know that tbe child you refer to has 
been at my house toKiay?" asked Doctor Joyce, without tak- 
ing the slightest notice of Mr. Jubber'n indignation. 

" One of my people saw that swindling hypocrite of a Peck- 
over taking her in, and told me of it when I missed them at 
dinner. There! that's good evidence, I rather think 1 Deny 
it if yon can." 

" I have not the slightest intention of denying it. Tlic diihl 
is now in my house," 

"And has gone throngb all her performances, of courw? 
Ah! shabby! shabby I I should be ashamed of myself, it' 
Pd tried to do a man ont of bis rights like that." 
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*' I am most unaffectedly rejoiced to hear that you are ca- 
pable, ander any circumstaaceB, of being ashamed of yoonelf 
at all," rejoined the rector, "The child, however, has gone 
through no perfonuancee here, not having been sent for with 
any such purpose as yon suppose^ Bat, as you said jnat now, 
that's not the point. Pray, why did you speak of the little 
girl, a moment ago, as your child F" 

" Because she's one of ray performere, of course. Bat come t 
I've had enough of this ; I can't stop talking here all day ; I 
want the child — so just deliver her up at once, will you? — 
and turn out Peck as soon as you like after. I'll cure them 
l)oth of ever doing this sort of thing again I Til make them 
stick tight to the circus for the future I Pll show them — " 

" You would be employing your time much more uaefiil- 
]y,"said Doctor Joyce, "if you occupied it in altering the 
bills of your performance, so as to inform the public that the 
(leaf and dumb child will not appear before them again." 

" Not appear again ? — not appear to-night in my circDs¥ 
Why, hang me ! if I don't think you're trying to be funny all 
of a sudden ! Alter my bills^th ? Not bad ! T7pon my 
soul, not at all bad for a parson ! Give us another joke, sir; 
I'm all attention," And Mr, Jubber put his hand to his ear, 
grinning in a perfect fury of sarcasm. 

" I am quite in earnest," said the rector. "A friend of mine 
has adopted the child, and will take her home with him to- 
morrow morning. Mrs. Feckover (the only person who has 
any right to exercise control over her) has consented to this 
arrangement. If your business here was to take the child 
back to your circus, it is right to inform yon that she will 
not leave my house till she goes to London to-morrow with 
my friend." 

"And you think I'm the sort of man to stand this? — and 
give up the child ? — and alter the bills ?— and lose money ? — 
and be as mild as mother's milk all the time ? Oh ! yes, of 
course ! I'm so devilish fond of you and your friend ! You're 
much nice men, you can make me do any thing ! D — n all 
this jabber and nonsense !" roared the rufSan, passing sud- 
denly from insolence to fury, and striking his fist on the ta- 
ble. " Give me the child at once, do you hear ? Give her 
up, I eay. I won't leave the house till I've got her !" 

Just as Mr. Jubber swore for the second time. Doctor Jovcc 
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mng the belL " I told yoa what I should do if you used 
oaths in my presence again," said the rector. 

"And / told you Pd kill the servant, if he laid a finger on 
me," said Jnbber, knocking his hat firmly on his head, and 
tucking up hia cuffs. 

Vance appeared at tbe door, much lees pompous than usual, 
nnd displaying an interesting paleness of complexion. Jnb- 
l>er spat into the palm of each of his hands, and clenched bis 
fists. 

" Have yon done dinner down stairs ?" asked Doctor Joyce, 
reddening a little, but still very quiet 

"Yes, sir," aoBwered Yaoce, in a remarkably conciliating 
voice. 

" Tell James to go to the constable, and say I want bim ; 
and let tbe gardener wait with you outside there in tbe ball." 

" \ow," said the rector, shutting the door again after issu- 
ing these orders, and placing himself once more face to face 
with Mr. Jubber — " now I have a last word or two to say, 
which I recommend yon to hear quietly. In the first place, 
yon have no right over the child whatever ; for I happen to 
know that you are without a signed agreement promising 
yon her services. (You had better bear mo out for your own 
sake.) You have no legal right, I say, to control the child in 
any manner. She is a perfectly free agent, so far as yon are 
concerned. — Yea t yes 1 you deny it, of course 1 I have only 
to say that, if yon attempt to back that denial by still assert- 
ing yoar claim to her, and making a distnrbance in my house, 
as sure as you stand there, I'll ruin you in Rubbleford and in 
all the country round. (It's no use laughing — I can do it !) 
Yon beat the child in tbe vilest manner last night, I am a 
magistrate ; and I have my prosecutor and my witness of 
the assault ready whenever I choose to call them. I can 
fine or imprison you, which I please. You know the public ; 
you know what they think of people who ill-uee helpk-ss chil- 
dren. If you appeared in that character before me, the Rub- 
bleford paper would report it ; and, so far as the interests of 
your circus are concerned, you would be a ruined man in this 
part of tbe country — you would, you know it! Now 1 will 
spare you this — not from any tenderness toward you — on 
condition that you take yourself off quietly, and never let us 
bear fW>ra yon again. I strongly advise you to go at once ; 
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for if you wait till the conat&ble comes, I will not answer for 
it tliat my sense of duty may not force Die into giviag yon 
into custody." With which words Doctor Joyce threw open 
the door, and pointed to the halL 

Throughout the delivery of this speech, riolent indigU' 
tion, ungovernable surprise, abject terror, and impotent rsge 
ravaged by turns the breast of Mr. Jubber. He stamped 
about the room, and uttered fi^nientB of oaths, bat did not 
otherwise interrupt Dr. Joyce while that gentlemsD was 
speaking to him. When the rector had done, the fellow had 
bis insolent answer ready directly. To do him justice, be 
was consistent, if he was ootbing else — he was bully and 
blackguard to the very last^ 

** Magistrate or parson," he cried, snapping his fingers, "I 
don't care a d— n for yon in either capacity. You keep the 
child here at your peril I FU go to the first lawyer in Rub- 
bleford and bring an action against you. Til show you a 
little legal law ! You ruin me, indeed ! I can prove that I 
only thrashed the little toad, the nasty deaf idiot, because 
she deserved it. I'll be even with you ! I'll have the child 
back, wherever you take her to. Pll show you a tittle legal 
law ! (Here he stepped to the hall door.) I'll be even with 
you, damme ! I'll charge you with setting on your menial 
eenants to assault me, (Here he looked fiercely at the gar- 
dener, a freckled Scotch giant of six feet three, and instantly 
descended five stops.) L.iy a finger on me if you dare ! Fm 
going straight from this house to the lawyer's. I'm a free 
Englishman, and I'll have my rights and my legal law! Pll 
bring ray action! I'll ruin you! I'll strip your gown ofi" 
your back ! I'll stop your mouth in your own pulpit i" Here 
he strutted into the front garden ; his words grew indistinct, 
nnd his gross voice becnnie gradually less and less audible. 
The coachman at the outer gate saw the last of him, and re- 
ported that he made his exit striking viciously at the flowers 
with hie cane, aud swearing that he would ruin the doctor 
with *' legal law." 

After leaving certain directions with his servants, in the 
very improbable event of ilr. Jubber's return, Doctor Joyce 
repaiivd immediately to his dining-room. No one was there, 
so he went on into the garden. 

Here he found the family and the visitors all assembled 
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together; hat a great change had passed over tfacwhule par- 
ty during his absence. Mr. BIyth, on being informed of the 
result of the rector's conversation with Mrs. Peckover, acted 
with his usnal impetuosity and utter want of discretion ; 
writing down delightedly on little Mary's slate, without the 
slightest previoQB preparation or coaxing, that she was to go 
home with him to-morrow, and be as happy as the day was 
long, all the rest of her life. The result of this incantioas 
method of proceeding was that the child became excessively 
frightened, and ran away from every body to take refuge 
with Mrs. Peckover. She was still crying, and holding tight 
by the good woman's gown with both hands ; and Valentine 
was still loudly declaring to every body that he loved her all 
tbe better for showing such faithful affection to her earliest 
and best friend, when the rector joined the party under the 
coolly-murmnring trees. 

Doctor Joyce spoke but briefly of his interview with Mr. 
Jubber, concealing much that had passed at it, and making 
very light of the threats which the fellow had ottered on his 
departure. Mrs. Peckover, whose self-poBsession seemed in 
imminent danger of being overthrown by little Mary's mute 
demonstrations of affection, listened anxiously to every word 
the Doctor uttered ; and, as soon as he had done, said that 
she most go back to the circus directly, and tell her husband 
the truth aboat all that had occurred, as a necessary set-off 
against the slanders that were sure to be spoken against her 
by Mr. Jabber. 

"Oh, never mind me, ma'am 1" she said, in answer to the 
apprehensions expressed by Mrs. Joyce about her reception 
when she got to the circus. "The dear child's safe; and 
that's all I care abont. I'm big enough and strong enough 
to take my own part ; and Jemmy, he's always by to help mc 
when I can't. May I come back, if you please, sir, this even- 
ing, and say — and say — " 

She would have added, " and say good-bye ;" but the 
thoughts which now gathered round that one word made It 
too hard to ntter. She silently courtosicd her thanks for the 
warm invitation that was given to her to return; stoojied 
down to the child; and, kissing her, wrote on the slate, "I 
ahall be back, dear, in the evening, at seven o'clock " — then 
diaengaged the tittle hands that still held ftst by her gown. 
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and hurried from the garden, without once venturing to look 
behind her as she crossed the sunny lawn. 

Mrs. Joyce, and the young ladies, and the rector, all tried 
their best to console little Mary ; and all failed. She reso- 
lutely, though very gently, resisted them; walking away into 
corners by herself, and looking constantly at her slate, as if 
she could only find comfort in reading the few words which 
Mrs. Peckover had written on it. At last Mr. Blyth took 
her up on his knee. She struggled to get away, for a mo- 
ment — then looked intently in his fiice ; and, sighing very 
mournfully, laid her head down on his shoulder. Tliere was 
a world of promise for the future success of Valentine's affec* 
tionate project in that simple action, and in the preference 
which it showed. 

The day wore on quietly — evening came — seven o'clock 
struck — then half-past — then eight — and Mrs. Peckover nev- 
er appeared. Doctor Joyce grew uneasy, and sent Vance to 
the circus to get some news of her. 

It was again Mr. Blyth — and Mr. Blyth only — who suc- 
ceeded in partially quieting little Mary under the heavy dis- 
appointment of not seeing Mi-s. Peckover at the appointed 
time. The child had been restless at fii*st, and had wanted 
to go to the circus. Finding that they tenderly, but firmly, 
detained her at the Rectory, she wept bitterly — wept so long 
that at last she fairly cried herself asleep in Valentine's arms. 
He sat anxiously supporting her with a patience that noth- 
ing could tire. The sunset rays, which he had at first care- 
fully kept from falling on her face, vanished from the horizon ; 
the quiet lustre of twilight overspread the sky — and still he 
refused to let her be taken from him ; and said he would sit 
as he was all through the night rather than let her be dis- 
turbed. 

Vance came back, and brought word that Mrs. Peckover 
would follow him in half an hour. They had given her some 
work to do at the circus, which she was obliged to finish be- 
fore she could return to the Rectory. 

Having delivered this message, Vance next produced a 
handbill, which he said was being widely circulated all over 
Rubbleford ; and which proved to be the composition of Mr. 
Jubber himself That ingenious ruffian, having doubtless 
discovoroil tliat " legal law " was powerless to help him to 
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his revenge, and that it woald be his wisest proceediDg to 
keep clear of Doctor Joyce in the rector's magisterial ca- 
pacity, was now artfully attempting to turn the loss of the 
child to his own profit, by dint of promptJying in his favor- 
ite large type, sprinkled with red letters. He informed the 
public, through the medinm of his handbills, that the fa- 
ther of the Hysterions Foundling had been " most providen- 
tially " discovered, and that he (Mr. Jubher) had given the 
child up immediately, without a thought of what he might 
personally suffer, in pocket as well ae in mind, by his gener- 
osity. After this, he appealed confidently to the sympathy 
of pteople of every degree, and of " fond parents" especially, 
to compensate him by flocking in crowds to the circus; add- 
ing, that if additional stimulus were wanting to urge the 
public into "rallying round the Ring," he was prepared to 
admiuister it forthwith, in the shape of the smallest dwarf 
in the world, for whose services he was then in treaty, and 
whose first appearance before a Rubbleford audience would 
certainly take place in the course of a few days. 

Such was Mr. JubbeHs ingenious contrivance for turning 
to good pecuniary account the ignominioua defeat which he 
had sufiered at the hands of Dr. Joyce, 

After much patient reasoning and many earnest expostula- 
tions, Mrs. Joyce at last succeeded in persuading Mr, Blyth 
that he might carry little Mary up stairs to her bed, without 
any danger of awakening her. The moonbeams were stream- 
ing through the windows over tfae broad, old-fashioned land- 
ings of the rectory staircase, and bathed the child's sleeping 
face in their lovely light, as Valentine carefully bore her in 
his own arms to her bedroom. " Oh 1" he whispered to him- 
self, as he paused for an instant where the moon shone clear- 
est on the landing ; and looked down on her — " oh ! if my 
poor Lavvie could only see little Mary now." 

They laid her, still asleep, on the bed, and covered her 
over lightly with a shawl, then went down stairs again to 
w«t for Mrs. Peckover. 

The clown's wife came in half an hour, as she had prom- 
iaed. They saw sorrow and weariness in her face, as they 
looked at her. Besides a bundle with the child's few clothex 
in it, she brought the hair bracelet and the pocket-hand- 
kerchief which bad been found on little Mary's mother. 



112 HIDB-AMIMBCK. 

" Wherever the child goes," she («id, " these two thinj^ 
must go with her." She addressed Mr. Bljrth bs she spoke, 
and gave the hair bracelet and the handkerchief into his 
own hands. 

It seemed rather a relief than a disappointment to Mrs. 
Peukover to hear that the child was asleep above stMrs. All 
pain of parting wonld now be spared, on one side at least 
She went ap to look at her on her bed, and kissed her — bat 
ao lightly that little Uary's sleep was nndistnrbed by that 
farewell token of tenderness and love. 

" Tell her to write to roe, sir," said poor Mrs, Peckover, 
holding Valentine's hand fiust, and looking wistfally iu his 
face through her gathering tears. "I shall prise my firet 
letter tix>m her so much, if it's only a conple of lines. God 
bless yon, sir; and good-bye. It ought to be a comfort to 
me, and it is, to know that you will be kind to her — I hope 
I shall got up to London some day, and see her myself But 
dou't forget the letter, sir: I sha'n't fret so much after her 
when once I've got that !" 

She went awny, sadly murmaring those last words many 
times over, while Valentine wna trying to cheer and re-as- 
sure her, as thoy walked together to the outer gate. Doctor 
Joyce accompanied them down the front-garden path, and 
exacted from her a promise to return often to the Rectory 
while the circus was at Rubbloford ; saying also that he and 
his family desired hor to look on them always as her fast and 
firm friends in any emei^ency. Valentine entreated her, 
over and over again, to remember the terms of their agree- 
nient, and to come and judge for herself of the child's happi- 
ness in her new home. She only answered, "Don't forget 
the letter, sir!" And so they parted. 

Early the next morning, Mr. BIyth and little Mary left the 
Rectory, and started for London by the first coach. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

MADONNA IN HEB NEW HOUE.* 

The result of Mr. BIjth'a sdventnre in the traveling cir- 
ciiH, and of the events which followed it, was that littlu 
Mary at once became a member of the painter's family, and 
grew np happily. In her new home, into the young lady who 
waa called "Madonna" by Valentine, by his wife, and by all 

■ I do nul know (faal anj Mtempl has yet been made in Englub Sdion to 
draw the character of a " Deaf-Miile " simply and exactly after nature, or. 
in other words, to exhibit the peculiar efTecis produred by the lou or the 
■eiuea of hearing and speakiiiK on the disposition of tfae persoD so afflicted. 
The famous Fendla, in Scott's " Peveril of the Teak," only aaunuM deafness 
and dambD«ss, and the nbole fumily of dumb peuple on Ilie stage have the 
r«markab)e faculty— -«o far as my experience goes — of always being able to 
bear what i< said to tbcm. When the idaa flrst occurred lo me of repreaent- 
ing the character of a " Deaf-Hute " as literally as poxsible according to oa- 
tnre, I found the difficulty of getting at tangible and reliable materiaLi to 
work fnim much greater tbaD I had' anticipated ; so much greater, indeed, 
that I believe my design must have been abandoned, if a lucky chance had 
not thrown in my way Dr. Killo's delightful tittle book, "The Lost Senses." 
In the fint diviuon of ibat work, which contains the author's interesting and 
tODcbiug narntlive of his own sensations under the total Ion of the Knie of 
hearing, and ill coiueqaent effect on the faculties of speech, will be found 
my aolfaoriiy for moel of those traits in Madonna's character which are es- 
pecially and immediately connected with the deprivation from which she is 
represented as laffering. The moral purpose to be answered by the inti-o- 
dnctioo orsQcb apenonage a> this, and of the kindred character of the punt - 
cr'a wife, tiea, I woold fain hope, so plainly on the sarbce, that it can be 
hardly necsMary for me lo indicate it even lo the moot careleu reader. I 
know of nothing which more (Irmly snpporu our faith in the belter parts of 
hnman munre, than to see — as we all may— with what patience and rheer- 
fuhteM the heavier bodily afflictions of humanity are borne, for the most part, 
by tboae afflicted ; and also to note what elements of kindness and genlle- 
na* tbe upectarle of theM afflictions constantly develops in the perwni of ihe 
linle circle by which the sufferer is surrounded. Here is the ever bright 
side, tbe erer noble and consoling aspect of all human calamity ; aivd the 
object of presenting this to the view of olfaera as traly and as tenderly a* in 
him Gea, seems to hm to be a fit object for any writer «bo desiras lo addreis 
b Imsalf to tbe beat sympathiea of his teadeis. 
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intimate friends who were in the habit of frequenting the 
house. 

Mr. Blyth's first proceeding, after he had brought the lit- 
tle girl home with him, was to take her to the most eminent 
aural surgeon of the day. He did this, not in the hope of 
any curative result following the medical examination, bat 
as a first duty which he thought he owed to her, now that 
she was under his sole charge. The surgeon was deeply in- 
terested in the case ; but, after giving it the most carefiil 
attention, he declared that it was hopeless. Her sense of 
hearing, he said, was entirely gone ; but her faculty of speech, 
although it had been totally disused (as Mrs. Peckover had 
stated) for more than two years past, might, he thought, be 
imperfectly regained, at some future time, if a tedious, pain- 
ful, and uncertain process of education were resorted to, un- 
der the direction of an experienced teacher of the deaf and 
dumb. The child, however, had such a horror of this re- 
source being tried, when it was communicated to her, that 
Mr. Blyth instinctively followed Mrs. Peckover's example, 
and consulted the little creature's feelings, by allowing her 
in this particular — and indeed in most others — to remain 
perfectly happy and contented in her own way. 

The first influence which reconciled her almost immediate- 
ly to her new life was the influence of Mrs. Blyth. The per- 
fect gentleness and patience with which the painter's wife 
bore her incurable malady, seemed to impress the child in a 
very remarkable manner from the first. The sight of that 
frail, wasted life, which they told her, by writing, had been 
shut up so long in the same room, and had been condemned 
to the same weary inaction for so many years past, struck at 
once to Mary's heart, and filled her with one of those new 
and mysterious sensations which mark epochs in the growth 
of a child's moral nature. Nor did these first impressions 
ever alter. When years had passed away, and when Mary, 
being " little " Mary no longer, possessed those marked char- 
acteristics of feature and expression which gained for her the 
name of " Madonna," she still preserved all her child's feel- 
ing for the painter's wife. However playful her manner 
might often be with Valentine, it invariably changed when 
she was in Mrs. Blyth's presence ; always displaying at such 
times the same anxious tenderness, the same artless admii-a- 
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tiui), and the same watchful and loving Bympathy. There 
was aomethinfi; secret and superBtitioug in the girl's fondness 
for Mrs. Blyth. She appeared unwilling to let others know 
what this affection really was in all its depth and fullness : 
it seemed to be intuitively preserved by her in the most sa- 
cred privacy of her own heart, as if the feeling had been part 
of her religion, or rather, as if it had been a religion in itself. 

Her love for her new mother, which testified itself thus 
strongly and sincerely, was returned by that mother with 
equal fervor. From the day when little Mary first appeared 
At her bedside, Mrs. Blyth felt, to use her own ezpressioD, as 
if a new strength had been given her to enjoy her new hap- 
piness. Brighter hopes, better health, calmer resignation, 
and purer peace seemed to follow the child's footsteps and 
be always inherent in her very presence, aa she moved to 
and fro in the sick-room. All the little difficulties of com- 
municating with her and teaching her, which her misfortune 
rendered inevitable, and which might sometimes have been 
felt as tedious by others, were so many distinct sources of 
happiness, so many exquisite occupations of once -weary 
time to Mrs. Blyth. All the friends of the family declared 
that the child had succeeded where doctors, and medicines, 
and luxuries, and the sufferer's own courageous resignation 
had hitherto failed — for she had succeeded in endowing Mrs. 
Blyth with a new life. And they were right. A fresh ob- 
ject for the affections of the heart and the thoughts of the 
mind, is a fresh life for every feeling and thinking human 
being, in sickness even as well as in health. 

In this sense, indeed, the child brought fresh life with her 
to all who lived in her new home — to the servants, as well 
aa to the master and mistress. The cloud had rarely fonnd 
its way into that happy dwelling in former days ; now the 
innshine seemed fixed there forever. No more beautiful and 
loachiog proof of what the heroism of patient dispositions 
and loving hearts can do toward guiding human existence, 
unconquered and unsullied, through its hardest trials, could 
be found anywhere than was presented by the aspect of the 
painter's household. Here were two chief members of one 
little family circle, afflicted by such incurable bodily calami- 
ty as it falls to the lot of but few human beings to suffer — 
yet here were no sighs, no tears, no vnin repiuitigs with each 



new momiDg, do gloomy thonghts to sefVoe sad terror 
watching by the pillow at night. In this homely sphere, 
life, even in its frailest sspects, was still greater thiui its 
greatest triala ; stroag to conqtier by virtue of its own inno- 
cence and purity, its simple unworldly aspirations, its selF- 
sacrificing devotion to the happiness and the aoxietiea of 
others. 

As the course of her education proceeded, many striking 
pecnliarities became developed in Madonna's disposiUon, 
which seemed to be all more or less produced by the neces- 
sary influence of her aflliction on the formation of her char- 
acter. The social isolation to which that affliction con- 
demned her, the solitude of thought and feeling into which 
it forced her, tended from an early period to make her mind 
remarkably self-reliant for so young a girL Her first im- 
pression of strangers seemed invariably to decide her opin- 
ion of them at once and forever. She liked or disliked peo- 
ple heartily; estimating them apparently from considera- 
tions entirely irrcBpectivc of age, or sex, or personal appear- 
ance. Sometimes the very person who was thought certain 
to attract her proved to be absolutely repulsive to her — 
Bomelimes people, who, in Mr. Blyth's opinion, were sure to 
be unwelcome visitoi's to Madonna, turned out, incompre- 
hensibly, to be people whom she took a violent liking to di- 
rectly. She always betrayed her pleasure or uneaeinefis in 
the society of others with the most diverting candor — show- 
ing the extremest anxiety to conciliate and attract those 
whom she liked; running away and hiding herself, like a 
child, from those whom she disliked. There were some un- 
happy people in this latter class, whom no persnasion could 
ever induce her to see a second time. 

She could never give any satisfactory account of how 
she proceeded in forming her opinions of others. The only 
visible means of arriving at them, which her deafness and 
dumbness permitted her to use, consisted simply in examina- 
tion of a stranger's manner, expression, and play of features 
at a first interview. This process, however, seemed always 
amply saflicient for her; and in more than one instance 
events proved that her judgment had not been misled by 
it. Her affliction had tended, indeed, to sharpen her facul- 
ties of observation and her [lowers of anul ysis to such a re- 
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msrkable degree, that she often guessed the general tenor 
of a conversation quite correctly merely by watching the 
minute varieties of expreBsion and gesture in the persons 
speaking — fixing her attention always with especial tntent- 
ness on the changeful and rapid motions of their lips. 

Exiled alike from the worlds of sound and speech, th6 
poor girl's enjoyment of all that she could still gain of hap- 
piness, by means of the seeing sense that was left her, was 
hardly conceivable to her speaking and hearing fellow-crea- 
tares. All beautiful sights, and particularly the exquisite 
combinations that Nature presents, filled her with an artless 
rapture, which it affected the most nu impressible people to 
witness. Trees were beyond all other objects the greatest 
luxuries that her eyes could enjoy. She would sit for hours, 
OD fresh summer evenings, watching the mere waving of the 
leaves; her face flushed, her whole nervous organization 
tremblipg with the sensations of deep and perfect happiness 
which that simple sight imparted to her. AH the riches and 
honors which this world can afford would not have added 
to her existence a tithe of that pleasure which Valentine ea- 
sily conferred on her, by teaching her to draw; he might 
almost be said to have given her a new sense in exchange 
for the seoses that she had losL She used to dance about 
the room with the reckless ecstasy of a child, in her ungov- 
ernable delight at the prospect of a sketching expedition 
with Ur. Blyth in the Hampstead fieldf. 

At a very early date of her sojourn with Valentine, it was 
discovered that her total deafness did not^ntirely exclude 
her from every effect of sound. She was acutely sensitive 
to the influence of percussion — that is to say (if so vague 
and contradictory an expression may be allowed), she could, 
under certain conditions, /ee/ the sounds that she could not 
hear. For example, if Mr. Blyth wished to bring her to hiit 
side when they were together in the painting-room, and 
when she happened neither to be looking at him nor to Ik> 
within reach of a touch, he used to rub tiis foot or the end 
of bis manl-stick gently against the floor. The slight con- 
cosaion BO produced reached her nerves instantly ; provided 
always that some part of her body touched the floor un 
which anch ezpcrinients were tried. 

As a means of extending her faculties of social communi- 
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cation, ehe wm iastnicted in the deaf and dumb alphabet by 
Valentine's direotions ; he and his vife, of course, learniog 
it also ; aud many of their intimate friends, who vera often 
in the house, following their example for Madonna's sak& 
Oddly enough, however, she freqaeutly preferred to express 
herself^ or to be addressed by others, according to the clam- 
sier and slower systetn of ngns and writing, to which she 
had been accustomed from childhood. She carefully pre- 
served her little slate, with its ornamented frame, and kept 
it hanging at her side, just as she wore it on the morning 
of her visit to the Rectory-honse at Rubhlefordt 

In one exceptional case, and one only, did her misfortune 
appear to have the power of affecting her tranquillity seri- 
ously. Whenever, by any accident, she happened to be left 
in the dark, she was overcome by the most violent terror. 
It was found, even when others were with her, that she still 
lost her sel&poBsession at such times. Her own explanation 
of her feelings on these occasions suggested the Biraplest of 
reasons to account for this weakness in her character. " Re- 
memljer," she wrote on her slate, when a new servant was 
curious to know why she always slept with a light in her 
room — "remember that I am deaf and blind too in the 
darkness. You, who can hear, have a sense to serve you, 
instead of sight, in the dark — your ears are of use to you 
then, as your eyes arc in tlie light, /hear nothing, and see 
nothing — I lose all my senses together in the dark." 

It was only by rare accidents, which there was no provid- 
ing agitinst, that she was ever terrified in this way, after her 
peculiarity had first disclosed itself. In small things as well 
as in great, Valentine never forgot that her happiness was 
his own especial care. He was more nervously watchful 
over her than any one else in the house — for she cost him 
those secret anxieties which make the objects of our love 
doubly precious to us. In all the years that she had lived 
under hia roof, he had never conquered his morbid dread 
that Madonna might be one day traced and discovered by 
her father, or by relatives, who might have a legal claim 
to her. Under this apprehension he had written to Doctor 
Joyce and Mrs. Peckover a day or two after the child's first 
entry under his roof, pledging both the persons whom he 
addressed to the strictest secreov in all that related to Ma- 
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doooa ftnd to the circamstances which had made her hia 
adopted child. As for the hair bracelet, if his conscience 
had allowed him, he would have destroyed it immediately ; 
bat feeling that this woald be an inexcusable breach of trust, 
he was fain to be content with locking it up, as well as the 
pocket-handkerchief, in an old bureau in his painting-room, 
the key of which he always kept attached to his own watch- 
chain. 

Not one of his London friends ever knew how he first met 
with Madonna. He boldly baffled all forms of inquiry by 
requesting that they would consider her history before she 
came into his house as a perfect blank, and by simply pre- 
senting her to them as his adopted child. This method of si- 
lencing troublesome curiosity succeeded certainly to admira- 
tion ; but at the expense of Mr. Bly th's own moral character. 
Persons who knew little or nothing of his real disposition and 
his early life, all shook their heads, and laughed in secret; 
asserting that the mystery was plain enough to the most 
ordinary capacity, and that the young lady could be nothing 
more nor less than a natural child of his own. 

Mrs. Blyth was far more indignant at this report than her 
husband, when in due time it reached the painter's house. 
Valentine rather approved of the scandal than not, because 
it was likely to lead inquisitive people in the wrong direc- 
tion. He might have been now perfectly easy about the 
preservation of his secret, but for the distrust which still 
clung to him, in spite of himself, on the subject of Mrs. Peck- 
over's discretion. He never wearied of warning that excel- 
lent woman to be careful in keeping the important secret, 
every time she came to London to see Madonna. Whether 
she only paid them a visit for the day, and went away again ; 
or whether she spent her Christmas with them, Valentine's 
greeting always ended nervously with the same distrustful 
question : ^ Excuse me for asking, Mrs. Peckover, but are you 
quite sure you have kept what you know about little Mary 
.and her mother, and dates and places and all that, properly 
hidden from prying people, since you were here last ?" At 
which point Mrs. Peckover generally answered by repeating, 
always with the same sarcastic emphasis : ^* Properly hidden, 
did you say, sir? Of course I keep what I know properly 
hidden, for of coarse I can hold my tongue. In my time, 

6 
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sir, it used slwaya to take tvo parties to play at a game of 
Hide-and-seek. Who in tbe world is seekuig after little 
Haiy, I should like to know f 

Perhaps tin. Peckover's view of Ae case waa tbe right 
one; or, periiaps, the extraordinary discretion observed by 
tbe persons wbo were in the secret of Madonna's history 
prevented any disclosure of the girl's origin from reaching 
her father or fHeods — preanming tbem to be still alive and 
aozioualy looking for her. But, at any rate, this much at 
least IB certain : Nobody appeared to assert a olMm to Val- 
entine's adopted child, from the time when he took her home 
with bim as his daughter, to the time when the reader first 
made bis acquaintance, nwny pages back, in the t 
sphere of his own painting-room.* 



CHAPTER VHI. 

UENTOB AND TELEMACHUB. 



It is now some time since we left Mr. Blyth and Madonna 
in tbe studio. Tbe first was engaged, it may be remember- 
ed, in the process of brushing up Baccbanalian Nymphs in 
tbe foreground of a Classical landscape. The second was 
modestly occupied in making a copy of the head of the Yenas 
de' Medici. 

Tbe clock strikes one — and a furious ring is beard at the 
bonse-bell. 

"There be is!" cries Mr. BIytb to himself; " there's Zack ! 
I know his ring among a thousand ; it's worse even than tbe 
postman's ; it's like an alarm of fire 1" 

Here Valentine drums gently with his maul-stiek on the 
floor. Madonna looks toward him directly; be waves bis 
hand round and round rapidly above his head. This is the 
sign which means " Zack." The girl smiles brightly, and 
blushes as she sees it. Zack is apparently one of her special 
favontea 

While tbe young gentleman is being admitted at the gar- 
den-gate, there is a leisure moment to explain bow he became 
acquainted with Mr. BIyth. 

• Sec note, p. IIS. 
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Valentine's father and Mrs. Thorpe^s father (the identical 
Mr. Good worth who figures at the beginning of tfaia narra- 
tive as one of the actors in the Sondav Drama at Baregrove 
Square) had been intimate associates of the drowsj-storj- 
telling and copious- port -drinking old school The friend- 
ly intercourse betVeen these gentlemen spread, naturally 
enough, to the sons and daughters who formed their respect- 
ive families. From the time of Mr. Thorpe^s marriage to 
Miss Groodworth, however, the connection between the junior 
€roodworths and Blyths began to grow less intimate — so far, 
at least, as the new bride and Valentine were concerned* 
The rigid modem Puritan of Baregrove Square, and the ec- 
centric votary of the Fine Arts, mutually disapproved of 
each other from the very first. Visits of ceremony were ex- 
changed at long intervals ; but even these were diecontin- 
oed on Madonna's arrival under Valentine's roof: Mr. Thorpe 
being one of the first of the charitable friends of the family 
who suspected her to be the painter's natural child. An al- 
most complete separation accordingly ensued for some years, 
until Zack grew up to boy's estate, and was taken to see Val- 
entine, one day in holiday time, by his grandfather. He and 
the painter became friends directly. Mr. Blyth liked boys, 
and boys of all degrees liked him. From this time, Zack 
frequented Valentine's house at every opportunity, and never 
neglected his artist-friend in after years. At the date of this 
story, one of the many points in his son's conduct of which 
Mr. Thorpe disapproved on the highest moral grounds, was 
the firm determination the lad showed to keep up his inti- 
macy with Mr. Blyth. 

We may now get back to the ring at the bell. 

Zack's approach to the painting-room was heralded by a 
scuffling of feet, a loud noise of talking, and a great deal of 
suspicious giggling on the part of the house-maid, who had 
let him in. Suddenly these sounds ceased — the door was 
dashed open — and Mr. Thorpe, junior, burst into the room. 

" Dear old Blyth ! how are you ?" cried Zack. ** Have 
you had any leap-frog since I was here last ? Jump up, and 
let's celebrate my return to the painting-room with a bit of 
manly exercise in our old way. Come on ! I'll gi%'e the first 
back. No shirking ! Put down your palette ; and one, two, 
three — and over !" 
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ProQounoiDg these words, Zack ran to the end of the room 
opposite to Valentine ; and signalised his entry into the sta- 
dio by the extraordinary process of giving its owner, what is 
termed in the technical langnage of leap-frog, " a capital back." 

Mr. BIyth put down his palette, brashes, and mahl-etick — 
tncked up his cuffs and smiled — took a Httle trial skip into 
the air — and, running down the room with the slightly 
tremulone step of a gentleman of fifty, cleared Zack in gallant 
style; fell over on the other side, all in a lump on his hands 
and feet; gave the retnm "back" coniicientioasly, at the 
other end of the stndio ; and was leaped over in an instant, 
with a shout of triumph, by Zack. The athletio ceremoniea 
thus concluded, the two stood np together and shook handa 
heartily. 

" Too stiff; Blyth— too stiff and shaky by half," said yoong 
Thorpe. "1 haven't kept you up enough in yonr gymnastics 
lately. We must have some more leap-frog in the garden; 
and ril bring my boxing-gloves next time, and open your 
chest by teaching you to fight. Splendid exei-cise, and so 
good for your sluggish old liver." 

Delivering this opinion, Zack ran off to Madonna, who had 
been keeping the Venus de' Medici from being shaken down, 
while she looked on at the leap-frog. " How is the dearest, 
prettiest, gentlest love in the world ?" cried Zack, taking her 
hand, and kissing it with boisterous fondness. "Ah ! she 
lets other old friends kiss her cheek, and only lets me kiss 
her hand ! I say, Blyth, what a little witch she is — I'll lay 
you two to one she's guessed what I've just been saying to 
her." 

A bright flush overspread the girl's face while Zack ad- 
dressed her. Her tender blue eyes looked up at him, shyly 
conscious of the pleasure that their expression was betray- 
ing; and the neat folds of her pretty gray dress, which had 
lain so still over her bosom when she was drawing, began 
to rise and fall gently now, when Zack was holding her 
band. If young Thorpe had not been the most thoughtless 
of human beings — as much a boy still, in many respects, as 
when he was locked up in his father's dressing-room for bad 
behavior at church — he might have guessed long ago why 
he was the only one of Madonna's old fi-teuds whom she did 
not permit to kiss her on the cheek ! 
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But Zack neither gnessed, nor thought of guesBing, any 
Iking of this sort. His flighty thoughts flew off in a mo- 
ment from the young lady to his cigar-case ; and he walked 
away to the hearth-rug, twisting up a piece of waste paper 
into a lighter as he went. 

When Madonna returned to her drawing, her eyes wan- 
dered timidly once or twice to the place where Zack was 
standing, when she thought he was not looking at her ; and, 
assuredly, so &r as personal appearance was concerned, 
young lliorpe was handsome enough to tempt any woman 
into glancing at him with approving eyes. He was over 
six feet in height ; and, though then little more than nine- 
teen years old, was well developed in proportion to his stat- 
ure. His boxing, rowing, and other athletic exercises had 
done wonders toward bringing his naturally vigorous, up- 
tight frame to the perfection of healthy muscular condition. 
Tali and strong as he was, there was nothing stiff or ungain- 
ly in his movements. He trod easily and lightly, with a 
certain youthful suppleness and hardy grace in all his ac- 
tions, which set off his fine bodily formation to the best ad- 
vantage. He had keen, quick, mischievous gray eyes — a 
thoroughly English red-and-white complexion — admirably 
bright and regular teeth — and curly light-brown hair, with 
a very peculiar golden tinge in it, which was only visible 
when his head was placed in a particular light. In short, 
Zack was a manly, handsome fellow, a thorough Saxon, ev- 
ery inch of him ; and (physically speaking, at least) a credit 
to the parents and the country that had given him birth. 

^ I say, Blyth, do you and Madonna niiind smoke ?" asked 
Zack, lighting his cigar before there was time to answer 
him. 

" No— no,** said Valentine. " But, Zack, you wrote me 
word that your father had taken all your cigars away from 
you — ** 

^ So he has, and all my pocket-money too. Bat I've taken 
to helping myself, and I've got some splendid cigars. Try 
one, Blyth,^ said the young gentleman, luxuriously pufling 
out a stream of smoke through each nostril. 

''Taken to helping yourself!" exclaimed Mr. Blyth. 
" What do you mean ?'* 

" Oh r said Zack, " don't be afraid. It's not thieving— it's 




only barter. Look here, my dear fellow, this is bow it is : 
A friend of mine, a junior clerk in our office, baa tbree dozen 
cigars, and 1 have two Btaring flannel shirts, which are only 
fit for a snob to wear. The junior clerk gives me the three 
dozen cigars, and I give the junior clerk the two staring 
flannel shirts. That's barter, and barter's commerce, old 
boy! It's all my father's fault: be will make a tradesman 
of me. Dutiful behavior, isn't it, to be doing a bit of com- 
merce already on my own account ?" 

■ "I'll tell yon what, Zack," said Mr. Blytb,"I don't like 
the way you're going on iu at all. Your last letter made 
me very nneasy, I can proiuiee you." 

" You can't be half aa nneasy as I am," rejoined Zack. 
" I'm jolly enough here, to be sure, because I can't help it 
somehow ; but at home I'm the most miserable devil on the 
face of the earth. My father balks me iu every thing, and 
makes me turn hypocrite, and take him in, in all sorts of 
ways — which I hate myself for doing; and yet can't help 
doing, because he forces me to it. Why does he want to 
make me live in the same slow way that he docs himself? 
There's some difference in our ages, I rather think ! Whv 
does he bully mo about being always home by eleven 
o'clock? Why does he force me into a tea- merchant's of- 
fice, when I want to be an artist, like you ? Vm a perfect 
slave to commerce already. What do you think ? I'm sup- 
posed to be sampling in the city at this very moment. The 
junior clerk's doing the work for me; and he's to have one 
of my dress- waistcoats to compensate him for the trouble. 
First my shirts; then my waistcoat; then my — confound it, 
sir, I shall be stripped to the skin, if this sort of thing goes 

00 much longer I" 

"Gently, Zack, gently. What would your father say if 
he heard you ?" 

" Oh yes ! it's all very well, you old humbug, to shake 
Tonr head at me ; but you wouldn't like being forced into 
an infernal tea-shop, and having all your pocket-money stop- 
ped, if it was your case. I won't stand it— I have the pa- 
tience of Job — but I won't stand it ! My mind's made up: 

1 want to be an artist, and I teill be an artist. Don't lec- 
ture, Blyth — it's no nee ; but just tell me how Vm to begio 
learning to draw," 
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Here Zack canningly touched Valentine on his weak point 
Art was his grand topic; and to ask his advice on that sub- 
ject was to administer the sweetest flattery to his profes- 
sional pride. He wheeled his chair round directly, so as to 
face young Thorpe. " If you're really set on being an artist," 
he began, enthusiastically, ^' I rather fancy. Master Zack, Tm 
the man to help you. First of all, you must purify your 
taste by copying the glorious works of Greek sculpture — in 
short, you must form yourself on the Antique. Look there ! 
— just what Madonna's doing now ; aliens forming hersalfpi 
the Antique." 

Zack went immediately to look at Madonna's drawing, the 
outline of which was now finished. ^' Beautiful ! Splendid ! 
Ah ! confound it ! yes ! the glorious Greeks, and so forth, just 
as you say, Blyth. A most wonderful drawing ! the finest 
thing of the kind I ever saw in my life !" Here he transfer- 
red his superlatives to his fingers, communicating them to 
Madonna through the medium of the deaf and dumb alpha- 
bet, which he had superficially mastered with extraordinary 
rapidity under Mr. and Mrs. Blyth's tuition. Whatever 
Zack's friends did, Zack always admired with the wildest 
enthusiasm, and without an instant's previous consideration. 
Any knowledge of what he praised, or why he praised it, 
was a slight superfluity of which he never felt the want. If 
Madonna had been a great astronomer, and had shown him 
pages of mathematical calculations, he would have over- 
whelmed her with eulogies just as glibly as — by means of 
the finger alphabet — he was overwhelming her now. 

But Valentine's pupil was used to be criticised as well as 
praised ; and her head was in no danger of being turned by 
Zack's admiration of her drawing. Looking up at him w(^h 
a sly expression of incredulity, she signed these words in re- 
ply : ^ I am afraid it ought to be a much better drawing than 
it is. Do you really like it?" Zack rejoined impetuous- 
ly by a fresh torrent of superlatives. Slie watched his face, 
for a moment, rather anxiously and inquiringly, then bent 
quickly down over her drawing. lie walked back to Valen- 
tine. Her eyes followed him — then returned once more to 
the paper before her. The color began to rise again in her 
cheek; a thoughtful expression stole calmly over her clear, 
happy eyes; she plaved nervously with the port-crayon that 

0* 



faeld her bliok and white obalk; looked attantiTelf at the 
draviDg; *nd, imiling very prettily at flome Unoy ot her 
own, proceeded asaidaoiuly vith her employment, altoing 
and amending, aa she vent on, with more than moal indna- 
try and care. 

What waa Madonna thinkbg of? If she had been willing 
and able to atter her thonghti^ ahe might hare exprenad 
them thai: ** I wonder whether he likea my drawing? Bhall 
I try bard if I can't make it better worth pleaaii^ biraP I 
JMlit ihall be the beat thing I hare ever donei And then, 
IMR it ^licely finwbed, I will take it secretly to Mra. Blyth 
to giv4 Mha me, aa my present to Zaok." 

** Look there," said Valentine, turning from his pictare d^ 
ward Madonna, ** look, my boy, how oarefnlly that dear good 
^rl there is working from the Antique 1 Only copy her ex- 
ample, and yon may be able to draw fiom the lift in leas 
than a year's tima" 

"You don't say so? I should like to sit down and begin 
at once. But, look here, Btyth, when yon say 'draw from 
the life,' there can't be the smallest doubt, of course, aboot 
what you mean — but, at the same time, if yon would only 
be a little less professional in your way of expressing yonr- 
self—" 

" Good heavens, Zack, in what barbarous ignorance of art 
your parents must have brought yon up! 'Drawing from 
the life,' means drawing the living human figure from the 
living hnman being which sits at a shilling an hour, and 
oalla itself a model" 

**Ah, to be sure I Some of these very models whose 
names are chalked np here over yonr fire-place ? — Delight- 
ful! Glorious! Drawing from the life— just the very thing 
' I long for most. Halloo I" exclaimed Zaok, reading the mem- 
oranda, which it was Mr. Blyth's habit to scrawl, as they 
occurred to him, on the wall over the chimney-piece — 
"halloot here's a woman-model; 'Amelia Bibby' — Blyth! 
let me dash at once into drawing from the life, and let me 
begin with Amelia Bibby." 

** Kothing of the sort, Master Zack," said Valentine. " You 
may end with Amelia Bibby, when you are fit to study at the 
Royal Academy. She's a capital model, and so is her sister 
Sophia, ^e worst of it is, they quarreled mortally a little 
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while ago ; and now, if an artist has Sophia, Amelia won't 
come to him. And Sophia of coarse returns the compliment, 
and won't sit to Amelia's friends. It's awkward for people 
who used to employ them hoth, as I did." 

*^ What did they quarrel ahout ?" inquired Zack. 

** About a tea-pot," answered Mr. Blyth. ^^ You see, they 
are daughters of one of the late king's footmen, and are des- 
perately proud of their aristocratic origin. They used to 
live together as happy as birds, without a hard word ever 
being spoken between theni, till, one day, they happenedPlor 
break their tea-pot, which of course set them talking about 
getting a new one. Sophia said it ought to be earthenware, 
like the last ; Amelia contradicted her, and said it ought to 
be metal Sophia said all the aristocracy used earthenware ; 
Amelia said all the aristocracy used metal Sophia said she 
was oldest, and knew best ; Amelia said she was youngest, 
and knew better. Sophia said Amelia was an impudent jack- 
anapes ; Amelia said Sophia was a plebeian wretch. From 
that moment, they parted. Sophia sits in her own lodging, 
and drinks tea out of earthenware ; Amelia sits in her own 
lodging, and drinks tea out of metal They swear never to 
make it up, and abuse each other furiously to every body 
who will listen to them. Very shocking, and very curious 
at the same time — bn't it, Zack ?" 

" Oh, capital ! A perfect picture of human nature to us 
men of the world," exclaimed the young gentleman, smoking 
with the air of a profound philosopher. ^^ But tell me, Blyth, 
which is the prettiest, Amelia or Sophia ? Metal or Earth- 
enware ? My mind's made up, beforehand, to study from 
the best-looking of the two, if you have no objection." 

" I have the strongest possible objection, Zack, to talking 
nonsense where a serious question is concerned. Are you, 
or are you not, in earnest in your dislike of commerce and 
vour resolution to be an artist ?" 

m 

** I mean to be a painter, or I mean to leave home," an- 
lowered 2iack, resolutely. " If you don't help me, I'll be off 
as sure as fate ! I have half a mind to cut the office from 
this moment. Lend me a shilling, Blyth ; and Til toss up 
for it. Heads — liberty and the fine arU ! Tails—the tea- 

merehant !" 
"If you don't go back to the ('ity to-day," said Valentine, 
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" wad atiok to yonr eng^emeBta, I wuh my haodB of joih~- 
bat if yon wait patently, and promise to show all the atten- 
tion yoD can to yonr &t)i«r'B wiahes, VU teach yon myaalf 
to draw from the Antique. If Bomebody can be found who 
has inflnenoe enough with your &ther to get him to enter 
yon at the Royal Aoademy, you most be prepared before- 
hand with a drawing thafa fit to ahow. Now, if you prom- 
ise to be a good boy, yon shall oome here, and lean the 
A B C of Art, every evening if you like. We'll bare a r^- 
^U*r little academy," oontinned Valentine, putting down his 
palette and bmahea, and rubbing his handa in high glee; 
"and if it isn't too much ftrLavvie, the evening studies shall 
take place in her room ; and she shaU draw, poor dear son), 
aa well aa the test of aa There's an idea for yon,Zack I Hr. 
Blyth's Drawing Aoademy, open every evening — with light 
refreshment for industrious students. What do you say to it?" 

" Say ? by Geoi^^ sir, Pll come every night, and get 
through acres of chalk and miles of drawing-paper!" cried 
Zack, catching all Valentine's enthnsiasm on the inctant. 
" Let's go up Btaira and tell Mrs. Blyth about it directly." 

"Stop a minute, Zack," interposed Mr. Blyth. "What 
time ought you to be back in the City? it's close on two 
o'clock now." 

" Oh ! three o'clock will do. Pve got lots of time yet — 
I can walk it in half an hour." 

"You have got about ten minutes more to stay," said 
Valentine, in bis firmest manner. " Occupy them, if you 
like, in going up stairs to Mrs. Blytb, and talce Madonna 
with you. I'll follow as soon as I've put away my brushes." 

Saying those words, Mr. Blyth walked to the place where 
Madonna was still at work. She was so deeply engaged 
over her drawing that she had never once looked up from it, 
for the last quarter of an hour or more ; and when Valen- 
tine patted her shoulder approvingly, and made her a sign 
to leave ofi^she answered by a gesture of entreaty, which elo- 
quently enough implored him to let her proceed a little long- 
er with her employment. She had never at other times 
claimed an indulgence of this kind, when she was drawing 
from the Antique — but then, she had never, at other times, 
been occupied in making a copy which was seci'etly intend- 
ed as a present for Zaok. 
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Valentine, however, easily indaced her to relinquish her 
port-crayon. He laid his hand on his heart, which was the 
ugn that had been adopted to indicate Mrs. Blyth. Marlon- 
na started np, and put her drawing materials aside imme- 
diately. 

Zaok, having thrown away the end of his cigar, gallantly 
advanced and offered her his arm. As she approached, rath- 
er shyly, to take it, he also laid his hand on his heart, and 
pointed up stairs. The gesture was quite enough for her. 
She understood at once that they were going together to 
see Mrs. Blyth. 

^^ Whether Zack really turns out a painter or not/' saiil 
Valentine to himself, as the door closed on the two young 
people, " I believe I have hit on the best plan that ever was 
devised for keeping him steady. As long as he comes to 
me regularly, he can't break out at night, and get into mis- 
chief. Upon my word, the more I think of that notion of 
mine the better I like it. I shouldn't at all wondirr if my 
evening Academy doesn't end in working the reformation of 
Zack!" 

When Mr. Blyth pronounced those last words, if he /!onld 
only have looked a little way into the future — if he could 
only have suspected how strangely the honH*-interests d<'ar- 
est to his heart were connected with his success in working 
the reformation of Zack — the smile which was now on his 
face would ha%'e left it in a moment ; and for the first time 
in his life he would have sat liefore one of his own pictures 
in the character of an unhappy man. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE TRIBULATIONS OP ZACK. 



A WEEK elapsed before Mph. BIythV wavering health per- 
mitted her husband to open the sittings of his evening draw- 
ing academy in the invalid room. 

Daring every day of that week, the chances of taming 
down Zack into a reformed character grew steadily more 
and more hopeless. The lad's home position, at this period. 
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clKinis m moment'i wriooi fttteotioa. ZuVi fmuUiiob to 
bis &ther'B in&tiuted aeverity wu now ■hortly to and is 
resalts of the Uat importMwe to binuel^ to hii flunily, and 

to bis friendi. 

A apedmen hu »lre«dr been preoented of Mr. inioqM*t 
metbod of reli^oiuly edaosting bia bod, at dz yean old, by 
making him attend a ohuroh Bervioe of two honra in length ; 
as, alBo, of the manner in which be sought to drill the diild 
into prematnra discipline by dint of Sabbath natrietiiMia 
and Select Bible Texta. When that ohild grew to a b(^, 
and when the boy developed to a young man, Hr. TlioTpe^ 
educational system still reeolntely peniated in being what it 
had always been from the first. His idea of ReUgion de- 
fined It to be a system of prohibitions ; and, by a natural 
consequence, his idea of Education defined tiat to be a sys- 
tem of prohibitions also. 

HiB method of bringing up his son once settled, no earth- 
ly consideration conid move him from it an inch, one way or 
the other. He had two favorite phrases to answer every 
form of objection, every variety of reasoning, every citation 
of examples. No matter with what arguments the surviv- 
ing membere of Mrs. Thorpe's &mily from time to time as- 
sailed him, the same two replies were invariably shot back 
at them in turn from the parental quiver. Mr. Thorpe calm- 
ly — always calmly — said, first, that he " would never com- 
pound with vice" (which was what nobody asked him to 
do) ; and, secondly, that he would in no instance, great or 
small, " consent to act from a principle of expediency :" this 
last assertion, in the case of Zack, being about equivalent to 
saying that if he set out to walk due north, and met a lively 
young bull galloping with his head down, due south, be 
would not consent to save his own bones, or yield the ani- 
mal space enough. to run on, by stepping aside a single inch 
in a lateral direction, east or west. 

"My son requires the most unremitting parental disci- 
pline and control," Mr. Thorpe remarked, in explanation of 
liis motives for forcing Zack to adopt a commercial career. 
" When be is not under my own eye at home, he must be 
under the eyes of devout friends, in whom I can place un- 
limited confidence. One of these devout friends is ready to 
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Tcoeire him into his connting-honse ; to keep him industri- 
onsly occapied from nine in the morning till six in the even- 
ing ; to sarroand him with estimable examples ; and, in short, 
to share with me the solemn responsibility of managing bis 
moral and religions training. Persons wbo ask me to allow 
motivea of this awfully important nature to be modified in 
the smallest degree by any considerations connected with 
the lad's natural disposition (which has been a source of 
grief to me from his childhood) ; with his bodily gifls of the 
flesh (which have hitherto only served to keep him from the 
cultivation of the gifts of the spirit) ; or with his own de- 
sires (which I know by bitter experience to be all of the 
world, worldly) ; persons, I say, who ask me to do any of 
these things, ask me also to act from a godless principle of 
expediency, and to violate moral rectitude by impiously 
compounding with vice.** 

Acting on such principles of parental discipline as these, 
Mr. Thorpe conscientiously believed that he had done his 
duty, when he had at last forced his son into the merchant's 
office. He had, in truth, perpetrated one of the most serious 
mistakes which it is possible for a wrong-headed father to 
commit. For once Zack had not exaggerated in saying that 
his aversion to employment in a counting-house amounted 
to absolute horror. His physical peculiarities, and the hab- 
its which they had entailed on him from boyhood, made life 
in the open air, and the constant use of his hardy thews and 
sinews, a constitutional necessity. He felt — and there was 
no self-delusion in the feeling — that he should mope and 
pine, like a wild animal in a cage, under confinement in an 
office, only varied from morning to evening by commercial 
walking expeditions of a miserable mile or two in close and 
crowded streets. These forebodings — to say nothing of his 
natural yearning toward adventure, change of scene, and ex- 
hilarating bodily exertion — would have been sufficient of 
themselves to have decided him to leave his homo, and bat- 
tle his way through the world (he cared not where or how, 
so long as he battled it freely), but for one considerntion. 
Reckless as he was, that consideration stayed his foet on the 
brink of a sacred threshold which he dared not pass, iK^rhups 
to leave it behind him forever — the threshold of his mother's 
door. 
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StraDji|;ely as it ezprened itself, uid iTregalariy u H influ- 
enced his condnot, Zack'a love for his mother was yet, io its 
own nature, a beantiful and adminble element in his char 
acter ; full of promise for the future, if hia father bad been 
able to discover it, and had been wise enough to be guided 
by the discovery. As to outward expresdon, the lad's fond- 
ness for Mrs. Thorpe was a wild, boisterous, inconsiderate, 
unsentimental fondness, noisily in harmony with bis thought- 
less, rattle-pated disposition. It swayed him by fits and 
starts; influencing him nobly to patience and forbearance 
at one time ; abandoning him, to all appeannce, at another. 
But it was genuine, ineradicable fondness, nevertbelesa — 
however often heedlessnesa and temptation might overpower 
the still small voice in which its impukea spoke to his con- 
science, and pleaded with his heart. 

Among other unlucky results of Mr. Thorpe's conscientious 
imprisonment of his son in a merchant's office, was the vast 
increase which Zack's commercial penance produced in his 
natural appetite for the amusements and dissipations of the 
town. Alter nine hours uf the most ungrateful daily labor 
that coutd well have been inflicted on him, the sight of play- 
bills and other way-side advertisements of places of pub- 
lic recreation appealed to him, on bis way home, with irre- 
sistible fascination. 

Mr. Thorpe drew the line of demarkation between permis- 
sible and forbidden evening amusements at the lecture-rooms 
of the Royal and Polytechnic Institutions, and the oratorio 
performances in Exeter Hall. All gates opening on the outer 
side of the boundary thus laid down were gates of Vice — 
gates that no son of his nhould ever be allowed to pass. The 
domestic laws which obliged Zack to be home every night 
at eleven o'clock, and forbade the possession of a door-key, 
were directed especially to the purpose of closing up against 
him the forbidden entrances to theatres and public gaiylenB 
— places of resort which Mr. Thorpe characterized, in a strain 
of devout allegory, as "Labyrinths of National Infamy." 
It was perfectly useless to suggest to the father (as some of 
Zack's maternal relatives did su^(;est to him), that the son 
was originally descended from Eve, and was consequently 
possessed of an hereditary tendency to pluck at forbidden 
fruit ; and that his disposition and age made it next to a cer- 
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tamty that, if he were restrained from enjoying openly the 
amusementB most attractive to him, he would probably end 
in enjoying them by stealth. Mr. Thorpe met all arguments 
of this kind by registering his usual protest against *' com- 
pounding with vice ;" and then drew the reins of discipline 
tighter than ever, by way of warning off all intrusive hands 
from attempting to relax them for the future. 

Before long, the evil results predicted by the opponents 
of the father's plan for preventing the son from indulging in 
public amusements, actually occurred. At first, Zack grati- 
fied his taste for the drama by going to the theatre when- 
ever he felt inclined ; leaving the performances early enough 
to get home by eleven o'clock, and candidly acknowledging 
how he had occupied the evening when the question was 
asked at breakfast next morning. This frankness of confes- 
sion was always rewarded by rebukes, threats, and reiterated 
prohibitions, administered by Mr. Thorpe with a crushing 
assumption of su^riority to every mitigating argument, en- 
treaty, or excuse that his son could urge, which often irritated 
Zack into answering defiantly, and recklessly repeating his 
offense. Finding that all menaces and reproofs only ended 
in making the lad ill-tempered and insubordinate for days 
together, Mr. Thorpe so far distrusted his own powers of cor- 
rection as to call in the aid of his prime clerical adviser, the 
Reverend Aaron Yollop ; under whose ministry he sat, and 
whose portrait, in lithograph, hung in the best light on the 
dining-room wall at Baregrove Square. 

Mr. Yollop's interference was at least weighty enough to 
produce a positive and immediate result: it drove Zack to 
the very last limits of human endurance. The reverend 
gentleman's imperturbable self-possession defied the young 
rebel's utmost powers of irritating reply, no matter how vig- 
orously he might exert them. Once vested with the paternal 
commission to rebuke, prohibit, and lecture, as the spiritual 
pastor and master of Mr. Thorpe's disobedient son, Mr. Yol- 
lop flourished in his new vocation in exact proportion to the 
resistance offered to the exercise of his authority. lie de- 
rived a grim encouragement from the wildest explosions of 
Zack*s fury at being interfered with by a man who had no 
claim of relationship over him, and who gloried, professional- 
ly, in experimenting on him, as a4inely-eomplicated case of 



BpiritDftl dueue. Thrioe did Mr. Tollop, in his mpmAtj tit 
s morst sargeoD, operate on his patient, and trinaspb in tb» 
respoDiiiTfl yetla which bia caratire exertions elicited. At 
the fourth visit of attendance, howeTSr, flverj Migiy fw^ 
torn saddenl; and marvelonaly disappeared befora the flnt 
ugnificant flourish of the olerioal knif& Mr. Yollop bad 
triumphed vhere Mr. Iliorpe had &iled 1 The oaaa whioli 
had defied lay treatment had yielded to the paiacmic prooasa 
of cure ; and Zack, the rebellions, was tamed at last into 
spending his evenings in deoorons dollness at home I 

It never occurred to Hr. Tollop to doabt,or to Mr. lliorpe 
to ascertain, whether the young gentleman really went to 
bed, after be bad retired obediently, at the proper boor, to 
his Bleeping-room. They saw him come home fh>m bnnnen 
snllenly docile and speechlessly subdued, take his dinner and 
his book in the evening, and go up stairs quietly after the 
house door bad been bolted for the night. They saw him 
thus acknowledge, by every outward pVoof, that he was 
crushed into thorough Bnbmission ; and the sight satisfied 
them to their heart's content. No men are bo short-sighted 
as persecuting men. Both Mr. Thorpe and his coadjutor 
were persecutorH on principle, wherever they encountered 
opposition ; and both were consequently incapable of look- 
ing beyond immediate reBaks. The sad truth was, however, 
that they had done something more than diBcipline the lad. 
They had lairly worried his native virtues of frankness and 
fair-dealing out of his heart ; they had Iwaten him back, inch 
by inch, into the miry refuge of sheer duplicity. Zack was 
deceiving them both. 

Eleven o'clock was the family hour for going to bed at 
Baregrove Square. Zack's flrst proceeding on entering his 
room was to open his window softly, put on an old traveling- 
cap, and light a cigar. It was December weather at that 
time ; but bis hardy constitution rendered him as impervious 
to cold as a young Polar bear. Having smoked quietly for 
half an hour, he listened At his door till the silence in Mr. 
Thorpe's dressing-room below asBured him that his father 
was safe in bed, and invited him to descend on tiptoe — with 
his boots under his arm — into the hall. Here ho placed Ma 
candle, with a box of matches by it, on a chair, and proceed- 
ed to open the house door with the noiseless dexterity of 
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a practiced bnrglar — being always careful to facilitate the 
safe performance of this dangerous operation by keeping 
lock, bolt, and hinges well oiled. Having secnred the key, 
blown out the candle, and noiselessly closed the door behind 
him, he left the house, and started for the Haymarket, Co- 
▼ent Garden, or the Strand, a little before midnight — or, in 
other words, set forth on a noctamal tour of amusement, 
just at the time when the doors of respectable places of 
public recreation (which his father prevented him froni at- 
tending) were all closed, and the doors of disreputable places 
all thrown open. 

One precaution, and one only, did Zack observe while en- 
joying the dangerous diversions into which paternal pro- 
hibitions, assisted by fillial perversity, now thrust him head- 
long. He took care to keep sober enoagh to be sure of get- 
ting home before the servants had risen, and to be certain 
of preserving his steadiness of hand and stealthiness of foot 
while bolting the door and stealing up stairs for an hour or 
two of bed. Knowledge of his own perilous weakness of 
brain, as a drinker, rendered him thus uncharacteristically 
temperate and self restrained, so far as indulgence in strong 
liquor was concerned. His first glass of grog comforted 
him ; his second agreeably excited him ; his third (as he 
knew by former experience) reached his weak point on a 
sodden, and robbed him treacherously of his sobriety. 

Three or four times a week, for nearly a month, had he 
now enjoyed his unhallowed nocturnal rambles with perfect 
impunity — keeping them secret even from his friend Mr. 
Blyth, whose toleration, expansive as it was, he well knew 
would not extend to viewing leniently snch offenses as 
haunting night-houses at two in the morning, while his fa- 
ther believed him to be safe in bed. But one mitigating 
circnmstance can be nrged in connection with the course 
of misconduct which he was now habitually following. He 
had still grace enough left to feel ashamed of his own suc- 
cessful duplicity, when he was in his mother^s presence. 

But circumstances unhappily kept him too much apart 
from Mrs. Thorpe, and so prevented the natural growth of a 
good feeling, which flourished only under her influence ; and 
which, had it been suffered -to arrive at maturity, might have 
led to his reform. All day he was at the office, and his irk- 



•ome life there oo\y inclined him to look fonrarcl with 
licions triuDifih to the secret frolic of the nisrht. TIWRini 
the evening, Mr. Thorpe often thonght it advisable to 
nngne him seriously, by way of uoi letliug the refomci 
rake reUp« for want of a little eaeonraging admoaitioa <f 
the moral sort. Nor was Mr. Yollop at all behindbsntl in 
taking simikr precautions to secure the new convert penu- 
nently, after b^ving once caught him. Every word tbo* 
two geutlemen spoke only served to harden the lad afmh, 
and to deaden llit^ re|ir(ivitig ^nd rwliiimin^ iii9nence of bi* 
mother's affectioDsta looka and confiding words. **I abaald 
get nothing by it, even if I eouid tnm orer a new Ical^* 
thonght Zack, shrewdly and angrily, when hia fittbcr or Ui 
father's friend &vored him with a little improring adnee: 
"Here they are, worrying sway again already at their pat- 
tern good boy, to make him a better." 

Such was the point at which the Tribalationa of Zack 
had arrived, at the period when Mr. Valentine Blytb re- 
solved to set up a domestic Drawing Academy in hia wife*B 
room; with the double purpose of amusing his family cir- 
cle in the evening, and reforming his wild yonng friend by 
teaching him to draw from the "glorioas Antique." 



CHAPTER X 
MS. bltth'b dbawinq acadevy. 

Wssx the week of delay had elapsed, and when Mra. 
BIyth felt strong enough to receive company in her room, 
Valentine sent the promised invitation to Zack which sum- 
moned him to his first drawing-lesson. 

The locality in which the family drawing academy was 
to be held deserves a word of preliminary notice. It formed 
the narrow world which bounded, by day and night alike, 
the existence of the painter's wife. 

By throwing down a partition - wall, Mrs. BIyth's room 
had been bo enlarged as to extend along the whole breadth 
of one side of the bouse, measurin<r from the front to the 
back garden windows. Considerable as the space was which 
had been thus obtained, every part of it from floor to ceiling 
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occupied hj objects of beauty proper to the sphere in 
which they were placed : some solid and serviceable, where 
aaefalness was demanded ; others light and elegant, where 
ornament alone was necessary — and all won gloriously by 
Yalentine^B brush ; by the long, loving, unselfish industry of 
mmny years. Mrs. Blyth's bed, like every thing else that 
•be osed in her room, was so arranged as to offer her the 
most perfect comfort and luxury attainable in her suffering 
condition* The frame- work was broad enough to include 
within its dimensions a couch for day and a bed for night. 
Her reading-easel and work-table could be moved within 
reach, in whatever position she lay. Immediately above 
her hung an extraordinary complication of loose cords, 
which ran through ornamental pulleys of the quaintest kind, 
fixed at different places in the ceiling, and communicating 
with the bell, the door, and a pane of glass in the window, 
which opened easily on hinges. These were Valentine^s 
own contrivances to enable his wife to summon attendance, 
adroit visitors, and regulate the temperature of her room at 
will, by merely pulling at any one of the loops hanging 
within reach of her hand, and neatly labeled with ivory 
tablets, inscribed " Bell,'' " Door," " Window." The cords 
comprising this rigging for invalid use were at least five 
times more numerous than was necessary for the purpose 
they were designed to serve ; but Mrs. Blyth would never 
allow them to be simplified by dexterous hands. Clumsy as 
their arrangement might appear to othera, in her eyes it was 
without a fault : every useless cord was sacred from the re- 
forming knife, for Valentine's sake. 

Imprisoned to one room, as she had now been for years, 
she had not lost her natural womanly interest in the little 
occupations and events of household life. From the studio 
to the kitchen, she managed every day, through channels of 
communication invented by herself, to find out the latest 
domestic news ; to be present in spirit at least, if not in 
body, at family consultations which could not take place in 
her room ; to know exactly how her husband was getting 
on down stairs with his pictures; to rectify in time any 
omission of which Mr. Blyth or Madonna might be guilty in 
making the dinner arrangements, or in sending orders to 
tradea-people ; to keep the servants attentive to their work, 
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and to indnlge or control them, u tfae oocuion tmgbt n 
Neither by look nor manner did sho betrajr any of the mUeo 
listlessneea or fretful impatience Bometimea attendant oa long^ 
incurable illneB& Her voice, low as its tonea wen, was at 
waye cheerful, and varied musically and pleasantly with bar 
varying thoughts. On her days of weakness, when she suf- 
fered macb under her malady, she was accastomed to be 
quite still and quiet, and to keep her room darkened — ttacte 
being the only signs by which any mcrease in her disorder 
could be detected by those about her. She never complained 
when the bad symptoms came on; and never voluntarily 
admitted, even on being questioned, that the spine was mora 
painful to her than usual 

She was dressed very prettily for the opening night of the 
Drawing Academy, wearing a delicate lace cap, and a new 
silk gown of Valentine's ehooeing, made full enough to hide 
the emaciation of her figore. Her husband's love, futhful 
through all afflii;tion and change to the girlish image of its 
first worship, still affectionately exacted from her as much 
attention to the graces and luxuries of dress as she might 
have bestowed on them of her own accord, in the best and 
gayest days of youth and health. She had never looked hap- 
pier and better in any new gown than in that, which Mr. 
BIyth hod insisted on giving her, to commemorate the estab- 
lishment of the domestic drawing-school in her own room. 

Seven o'clock had been fixed as the hour at which the 
business of the academy was to begin. Always punctual, 
wherever his professional engagements were concerned, Val- 
entine put the finishing touch to his preparations as the clock 
struck ; and peiching himself gayly on a comer of Mrs. Blyth's 
couch, surveyed his drawing-boards, his lamps, and the plas- 
ter cast set up for his pupils to draw from, with bland artistic 
triumph. 

" \ow, T^vvie," he said, " before Zack comes and confnses 
me, I'll just check off all the drawing things one after an- 
other, to make sure that nothing's left down stairs in the 
studio which ought to be up here," 

As her husband said these words, Mrs. Blyth touched Ma- 
donna gently on the shoulder. For some little time thegiri 
had been sitting thoughtfully, with her head bent down, her 
cheek resting on her hand, and a bright smile just parting 
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her lips very prettily. The affliction which separated her 
from the worlds of hearing and speech — which set her apart 
among her fellow-creatures, a solitary living being in a sphere 
of death-silence, that others might approach but might never 
enter — gave a touching significance to the deep, meditative 
stillness that oflen passed over her suddenly, even in the so- 
ciety of her adopted parents, and of friends who were all 
talking around her. Sometimes the thoughts by which she 
was thas absorbed — thoughts only indicated to others by the 
shadow of their mysterious presence, moving in the expres- 
sion that passed over her face — held her long under their in- 
fluence : sometimes they seemed to die away in her mind al- 
most as suddenly as they had arisen to life in it. It was one 
of Valentine's many eccentric fancies that she was not med- 
itating only, at such times as these, but that, deaf and dumb 
as she was with the creatures of this world, she could talk 
with the angels, and could hear what the heavenly voices 
said to her in return. 

The moment she was touched on the shoulder she looked 
np, and nestled close to her adopted mother ; who, passing 
one arm round her neck, explained to her, by means of the 
manual signs of the deaf and dumb alphabet, what Valentine 
was saying at that moment. 

Nothing was more characteristic of Mi*s. Blyth's warm 
sympathies and affectionate consideration for Madonna than 
this little action. The kindest people rarely think it neces- 
sary, however well practiced in communicating by the fingers 
with the deaf, to keep them informed of any ordinary conver- 
sation which may be proceeding in their presence. Wbe 
disquisitions, witty sayings, curious stories, are conveyed to 
their minds by sympathizing friends and relatives, as a mat- 
ter of coarse ; but the little chatty nothings of every-day talk, 
which most pleasantly and constantly employ our speaking 
and address our hearing faculties, are thought too slight and 
fugitive in their nature to be worthy of transmission by in- 
terpreting fingers or pens, and are consequently seldom or 
never communicated to the deaf No deprivation attending 
their affliction is more severely felt by them than the special 
deprivation which thus ensues; and which exiles their sym- 
pathies, in a great measure, from all share in the familiar so- 
cial interests of life aronnd theuL 
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Mrs. BIytli'e kind heart, quick intelligenre, and deroted 
affecUon for her siioptcd child, had long since imprvf^e^ it 
on her, aa the first of duties and pleunrea, to prBrent lb 
donna from feeling the ezolnding ioflaenote of her oaluutf, 
while in the society of others, by keeping her veil iofonwd 
of every one of the many coDTersationa, whether jeatiag or 
earnest, that were held in her presenoe, in the inTslid-roiM. 
For years and years past, Mrs. Blyth's nimble flogeia had 
been accustomed to interpret all that was aaid by ber bed- 
aide before the deaf and dumb girl, aa they were ioteipratiBg 
for her now. 

** Juat stop me, lAwie, if I miss any thing out, in making 
sure that I've got all that's wanted for every body's drawii^ 
lesson," aud Valentine, preparing to reck^Sn np the liat of his 
materials correctly, by placing his right forefinger ob his left 
thumb. "First, there's the statue that all mj stadenta are 
to draw from — the 'Dying Gladiator,* Secondly, the draw- 
ing-boards and paper. Thirdly, the black and white chalk. 
Fourthly — where are the port-crayons to hold the chalk? 
Down in the painting-room, of course. No! no! don't 
trouble Madonna to fetch them. Tell her to poke the fire 
instead : I'll be back directly." And Mr. Blytb skipped out 
of the room as nimbly as if he bud been fiA«eD instead of 
fifty. 

Ko sooner was Valentine's back turned than Mr& BIyth's 
hand was passed under the pretty swan's-down coverlet that 
lay over her couch, as if in search of something hidden be- 
neath it. Id a moment the band re-appeared, holding a chalk 
drawing very neatly framed. It was Madonna's copy from 
the head of the Venus de' Medici — the same copy which Zack 
had honored with his most superlative exaggeration of 
praise at his last visit to the studio. She had not since for- 
gotten, or altered her purpose of making him a present of 
the drawing which he had admired so much. It had been 
finished with the utmost care and completeness which she 
could bestow upon it ; had been put into a very pretty frame 
which she had paid for out of her own little savings of pocket- 
money; and was now hidden under Mrs. BIyth's coverlet, 
to be drawn forth as a grand surprise for Zack, and for Val- 
entine too, on that very evening. 

After looking once or twice twckward and forward between 
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the copyist and the copy, her pale, kind face beaming with 
the qaiet merriment that overspread it, Mrs. Blyth laid down 
the drawing, and began talking with her fingers to Madonna. 

^ So you will not even let me tell Valentine who this is a 
present for?'' were the first words which she signed. 

The girl was sitting with her back half turned on the 
drawing ; glancing at it quickly from time to time with a 
strange shyness and indecision, as if the work of her own 
hands had undergone some transformation which made her 
doubt whether she was any longer privileged to look at it. 
She shook her head in reply to the question just put to her, 
then moved round suddenly on her chair ; her fingers play- 
ing nervously with the fringes of the coverlet at her side. 

^ We all like Zack," proceeded Mrs. Blyth, enjoying the 
amusement which her womanly instincts extracted from Ma- 
donna's confusion ; '^ but you must like him very much, love, 
to take more pains with this particular drawing than with 
auy drawing you ever did before." 

This time Madonna neither looked up nor moved an inch 
in her chair, her fingers working more and more nervously 
amidst the fringe ; her treacherous cheeks, neck, and bosom 
answered for her. 

Mrs. Blyth touched her shoulder gayly, and, after placing 
the drawing again under the coverlet, made her look up, 
while signing these words : 

** I shall give the drawing to Zack very soon after he comes 
in. It is sure to make him happy for the rest of the evening, 
and fonder of you than ever." 

Madonna's eyes followed Mrs. Blyth's fingers eagerly to 
the last letter they formed ; then rose softly to her face with 
the same wistful, questioning look which they had assumed 
before Valentine years and years ago, when he first inter- 
fered to protect her in the traveling circus. There was such 
an irresistible tenderness in the faint smile that wavered 
about her lips ; such a sadness of innocent beauty in her face, 
now growing a shade paler than it was wont to be, that Mrs. 
Blyth's expression became serious the instant their eyes met. 
She drew the girl forward and kissed her. The kiss was re- 
turned many times, with a passionate warmth and eagerness 
remarkably at variance with the usual gentleness of all Ma- 
donna's actions. What bad changed her thus? Before it 

7 
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was poonble to inquire or to tbinlt, iba had Imfaa swi^ 
from the Itiiid arms that vere ronnd her, »nd VM tawBig 
with her face hidden in the pillowa that laj over the haad of 

the couch. 

" 1 muHt qaiet her directly. I ought to make ber ftd that 
this ia wrong," said Mrs. BIyth to faerwl^ looking ttartled 
and grieved as ehe withdrew her hand, wet with te«n, after 
trying vainly to raiae the girl*a &oe from the piUowa. "She 
has been thinking too much lately — too moah abont that 
drawing; too much, I am tfraid, aboat Zaok." 

Jost at that moment Mr. Blytfa opened the door. Feelii^ 
the slight shock, as he let it bang to after entering. Madonna 
instantly started np and ran to the fire-plaoe. Valentine did 
not notice her when he came in. 

He bustled about the neighborhood of the ** Dying Gladia- 
tor," talking inceBBaotly, arranging his portKsrayons by the 
drawing-boarde, and trimming the lamps that lit the modeL 
Mrs. BIyth cast many an anxious look toward the fire-place. 
After the lapse of a. few minutes Madonna turned round and 
carae back to the couch. Tbo tracoe of tears had almost en- 
tirely disappeared from her face. She made a little appeal- 
ing gesture that asked Mrs. Blylh to be silent about what 
had happened while they were alone ; kissed, as a sign that 
she wished to be forgiven, the hand that was held out to 
her; and then sat down quietly again in her accustomed 
place. 

At the same moment a voice was heard talking and laugh- 
ing boisterQu sly in the hall. Then followed a long whbper" 
ing, succeeded by a burst of giggling from the house-maid, 
who presently ascended to Mrs. Blyth's room alone, and en- 
tered — after an explosion of suppressed laughter behind the 
door — holding out at arms-longth a pair of boxing-gloves. 

"If you please, sir," said the girl, addressing Valentine, 
and tittering hysterically at every third word, "Master 
Zack's down stairs on the landing, and he snys you're to be 
so kind as put on these things (he's putting another pair on 
hisself ), and give him the pleasure of your company for a few 
minutes in the painting-room." 

"Corae on, BIyth," cried the voice from the stairs. "I 
told you I should bring the gloves, and make a tighting-man 
of yon, last time I was here, yon know. Come on ! I only 
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want to open your chest by knocking yon about a little in 
the painting-room before we begin to draw.'' 

The servant still held the gloves away from her at the 
full stretch of her arm, as if she feared they were yet alive 
with the pugilistic energies that had been imparted to them 
by their last wearer. Mrs. Blyth burst out laughing, Valen- 
tine followed her example. The house-maid began to look 
bewildered, and begged to know if her master would be so 
kind as to take '^ the things " away from her. 

"^ Did you say, come up stairs ?" continued the voice out- 
side. ^All right; I have no objection, if Mrs. Blyth hasn't.'' 
Here Zack came in with his boxing-gloves fitted on. '* How 
are you, Blyth ? These are the pills for that sluggish old 
liver of yours that you're always complaining o£ Put 'em 
on. Stand with your left leg forward — keep your right leg 
easily bent — and fix your eye on me I" 

** Hold your tongue !" cried Mr. Blyth, at last recovering 
breath enough to assert his dignity as master of the new 
drawing-school. ^ Take off those things directly ! What 
do you mean, sir, by coming into my academy, which is 
devoted to the peaceful arts, in the attitude of a prize- 
fighter?" 

" Don't lose your temper, my dear fellow," rejoined Zack ; 
" yon will never learn to use your fists prettily if you do. 
Here, Patty, the boxing - lesson's put off till to-morrow. 
Take the gloves up stairs into your master's dressing-room, 
and put them in the drawer where his clean shirts are, be- 
cause they must be kept nice and dry. Shake hands, Mrs. 
Blyth : it does one good to see you laugh like that, you look 
so much the better for it. And how is Madonna? Vm 
afraid she's been sitting before the fire, and trying to spoil 
her pretty complexion. Why, what's the matter with her ? 
Poor little darling, her hands are quite cold !" 

" Come to your lesson, sir, directly," said Valentine, as- 
suming his most despotic voice, and leading the disorderly 
student by the collar to his appointed place. 

" Halloo !" cried Zack, looking at the " Dying Gladiator." 
^The gentleman in plaster's making a face — I'm afraid he 
isn't quite well. I say, Blyth, is that the statue of an an- 
cient Greek patient, suffering under the prescription of an 
anoient Greek physician ?" 




** Win 700 bold joBT UmgmB, and tab mp jtmr Ammtag- 
board r* cried Mr. BlTth. ** Yon Tooog bariMiMB, job 4*- 
aerve to be expelled my aeademjr fiw UlU^ m that waj «f 
the 'Dying Gladiator.' Xowtben; wbora'aMadcmMr Kel 
atop where yon are, Zack. FU ibov b^ bra plM^ asd gin 
ber the dnwing^board. Wait a minnte^ Lanle I Let ■■• 
prop yon np comfortably with tbe fnllowa beTore jon beg^ 
Here ! I nerer aaw a moiv beaatifnl cdeet of light aad 
■hade, my dear, than there ia on yonr viaw of tbe moU. 
Has every body got a portrorayon and two bita of dialkt 
Tea, every body baa. Orderl Mderl order!" duntedVy- 
eotine, anddenly fei;getting his annmed d^nity in the ax- 
nltatioD of tbe moment. "Mr. Myth*i drawiag aaademy Sot 
the promoUon of fiunily Art ia now open^ and ready fiir gen- 
eral inspection. Hooray 1" 

" Hooray I" echoed Zack, " hooray for &mily Art I I aay, 
BIyth, which chalk do I begin with — the white or tbe black? 
The btack — eh ? Do I start with the what's his name's wry 
face ? and if so, where am I to begin ? With his eyes, or hia 
nose, or his mouth, or tbe top of his bead, or the bottom of 
his chin — or what V 

" First sketch in the general form with a light and flowing 
stroke, and without attention to details," said Mr. Blvth, 
illustrating these directions by waving his hand gracefully 
abont his own person. " Then measure with the eye, assist- 
ed occaeionally by the port-crayon, the proportion of tbe 
parts. Then pnt dots on the paper ; a dot where bis head 
comeB ; another dot where his elbows and knees come, and 
BO forth. Then strike it all in boldly — it's impossible to 
give you better advice than that — strike it ia, Zack ; strike 
it in boldly !" 

"■ Here goes at his head and shoulders, to begin with," said 
Zack, taking one comprehensive and confident look at tbe 
"Dying Gladiator," and drawing a huge half circle, with a 
preliminary flourish of his hand on the paper. "Oh, con- 
found it, I've broken the chalk I" 

"Of course you have," retorted Valentine. "Take anoth- 
er bit; the Academy grants snpplementary chalk to igno- 
rant students, who dig their lines on the paper instead of 
drawing them. Now, break off a bit of that bread-cntmby 
and rub out what yon have done. * Buy a penny loaf| and 
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rob it all out,' as Mr. Fuseli once said to me in the Schools 
of the Royal Academy, when I showed him my first draw- 
inland was excessively conceited about it." 

" I remember," said Mre. Blyth, " when my father was 
working at his great engraving, from Mr. Scumble's picture 
of the ' Fair Gleaner Surprised,' that he used often to say 
how much harder his art was than drawing, because you 
couldn't rub out a false line on copper, like you could on pa- 
per. We all thought he never would get that print done, 
he used to groan over it so in the front drawing-room, where 
he was then at work. And the publishers paid him infa- 
mously, all in bills, which he had to get discounted ; and the 
people who gave him the money cheated him. My mother 
said it served him right for being always so imprudent; 
which I thought very hard on him, and I took his part — so 
harassed too as he was by the trades-people at that time." 

" I can feel for him, my love," said Valentine, pointing a 
piece of chalk for Zack. '^ The trades-people have harassed 
me — not because I could not pay them, certainly, but because 
I could not add up their bills. Never owe any man enough, 
21ack, to give him the chance of punishing you for being in 
his debt, with a sum to do in simple addition. At the time 
when I had bills (go on with your drawing ; you can listen, 
and draw too), I used, of course, to think it necessary to 
check the trades-people, and see that their total was right. 
Tou will hardly believe me, but I don't remember ever mak- 
ing the sum what the shop made it, on more than about 
three occasions. And, what was worse, if I tried a second 
time, I could not even get it to agree with what I had made 
it myself the first time. Thank Heaven, I've no difficulties 
of that sort to grapple with now I Every thing's paid for 
the moment it comes in. If the butcher hands a leg of mut- 
ton to the cook over the area railings, the cook hands him 
back six-and-nine — or whatever it is — and takes his bill and 
receipt I eat my dinners now with the blessed conviction 
that they won't all disagree with me, in an arithmetical 
point of view, at the end of the year. What are you stop- 
ping and scratching your head for in that way ?" 

"^ It's no use," replied Zack ; *' I've tried it a dozen times, 
and I find I can't draw a Gladiator's nose." 

•* Can't !" oried Mr. Blyth ; ** what do you mean by apply- 




ingtbe word 'eui*t' to aaj | mob— of art fa aqr pm^NtT 

There, thmt^ the line of the 'Gladiator^ *BanL Soomit 
yoonelf vith thiafiwh piece of <diilk. No; vaStBanMa. 
Come here fint, and eea how M^l™w»» k aliiki^ fa Aa ig- 
nre — the front view <rf it, rcmemba', wUah ia tibe Moat difr 
enlt She hunt woifced as &it as antal, tboa^ Do joa 
find yonr view of the Bodel a Kttle too modi far job, vy 
love f" eontinned TalentiiH^ tianalOTTiDg the laat worda to 
hii fiogen, to eommnnieate them to Hadomia. 

She thook her bead in aaewer. ft vaa doC the diBeal^ 
of drawing from the cart befon her, bat the difiaaky of 
drawing at all, which was letarding hra progioMi Her 
thoDgbtfl would wander to the oopy of the Tenns d(^ Hedin 
that wu bidden under Mia. BIyth'a coveriet ; woold rifante 
between trembling eJ^emeBB to eee it preaented withont 
longer delay, and gronndleaa apprehension that Zack might, 
after all, not remember it^ or not care to bave it when it was 
given to him. And as her tbooghtB wandered, so her eyes 
followed them. Now she stole an anzions, inquiring look at 
Mrs. BIyth, to see if her hand was straying toward the hid- 
den drawing. Now she glanced shyly at Zock — only by 
moments at a time, and only when he was hardest at woA 
with his portr-crayon — to assure herself that he was always 
in the same good-humor, and likely to receive her little pres- 
ent kindly, and with some appearance of being pleased to 
see what pains she had taken with it. In this way her at- 
tention wandered incessantly from her employment; and 
tbns it was that she made so mnoh less progress than nsnal, 
and caused Mr. BIyth to suspect that the task he had set ber 
was almost beyond her abilities. 

" Splendid beginning, isn't it f" said Zack, looking over 
her drawing. " I defy the whole Royal Academy to equal 
it," eontinned the young gentleman, scrawling this uncom- 
promiung eipression of opinion on the blank space at the 
bottom of Madonna's drawing, and signing his name with a 
magnificent fiourish at the end. 

His arm tonohed her shoulder while he wrote. She col- 
ored a little, and glanced at him, playfully affecting to look 
very prond of his sentence of approval — then hurriedly re- 
sumed her drawing as their eyes met. He was sent back to 
his place by Valentine before he could write any thing mor& 
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She took some of the bread-crumbs near her to mb oat what 
he had written — hesitated as her hand approached the lines 
—colored more deeply than before, and went on with her 
drawing, leaving the letters beneath it to remain just as 
young Thorpe had traced them. 

^ I shall never be able to draw as well as she does,*' said 
Zack, looking at the little he had done with a groan of de- 
spair. '' The fact is, I don't think drawing's my forte. It's 
color, depend upon it. Only wait till I come to that, and 
see how I'll lay on the paint I Didn't you find drawing in- 
fernally difficult, Blyth, when you first began ?" 

'' I find it difficult still. Master Zack," replied Mr. Blyth. 
^Art wouldn't be the glorious thing it is, if it wasn't all dif- 
ficulty from beginning to end ; if it didn't force out all the 
fine points in a man's character as soon as he takes to it. 
Just eight o'clock," continued Valentine, looking at his 
watch. *' Put down your drawing-boards for the present. 
I pronounce the sitting of this Academy to be suspended till 
after tea." 

" Valentine, dear," said Mrs. Blyth, smiling mysteriously, 
as she slipped her hand under the coverlet of the couch, *' I 
can't get Madonna to look at me, and I want her here. Will 
you oblige me by bringing her to my bedside ?" 

" Certainly, my love," returned Mr. Blyth, obeying the re- 
quest. ''You have a double claim on my services to-night, 
for you have shown yourself the most promising of my pu- 
pils. Come here, Zack, and see what Mrs. Blyth has done. 
The best drawing of the evening — just what I thought it 
would be — the best drawing of the evening I" 

Zack, who had been yawning disconsolately over his own 
copy, with his fists stuck into his cheeks, and his elbows on 
his knees, bustled up to the couch directly. As he approach- 
ed. Madonna tried to get back to her former position at the 
fire-place, but was prevented by Mrs. Blyth, who kept tight 
hold of her hand. Just then, Zack fixed his eyes on her and 
increased her confusion. 

''She looks prettier than ever to-night, don't she, Mrs. 
Blyth?" he said, sitting down and yawning again. "I al- 
ways like her best when her eyes brighten up and look 
twenty different ways in a minute, just as they're doing now. 
She may not be so like Raphael's pictures at such times, I 
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d&re Bxy (here be yawaed onoe man) ; Int ftr WBf fart — 
What's she WBBting to get awaj ibrt And. iriiat wn jn 
laaghing sbont, Mn. Blyth ? I nj, Valeatiiie, tiwrani mmm 
joke going on here between the Isdiee I" 

"Eto yon remember tfaU, Zaekf" saked Mn. Bl jth, C^ht- 
ening her hold of Madwmft vith one hand, and prododng 
the framed drawing of the Teou de* Hedxd with the otiwr. 

" Madonna's copy from my bust of the Veau V aied Val- 
entine, interpoung with his nsnal readbuM, and akippii^ 
forward with his aeeDstomed alacrity, 

"Madonna's copy from Blyth's bust of theVenM,*'MlKMd 
Zack, coolly ; his sUppery memory not having ptasw r ad Ute 
slightest reoollection of the drawing at firvt B^t of it. 

"Dear me! how nicely it's framed, and how bnanlJfiiTIji 
she has finbhed it 1" pursned Valentine, gently patting Ha- 
donna's shoatder, in token of his high approv^ and admira- 
tion. 

" Very nicely framed, and beaotifiilly finished, as yon say, 
Blytb," glibly repeated Zack, rising from his chair, and look- 
ing rather perplexed, as he noticed the expression with which 
Mrs. Blytb was regarding him. 

"But who got it framed?" aeked Valentine. "She would 
never have any of her drawings framed before^ I don't nn- 
derstand what it all means." 

"No more do I," said Zack, dropping back into his chur 
in lazy astonishment. "la it some riddle, Mrft. Blyth? Some- 
thing about why is Madonna like the VeniiB de' Medici, eh ? 
If it is, I object to the riddle, becaase she's a deal prettier 
than any plaat«r face that ever was made. Your face beats 
Venua's hollow," continued Zack, commanicating this blunt- 
ly sincere compliment to Madonna by the signs of the deaf 
and dnmb alphabet. 

She smiled as she watched the motion of his fingers — per- 
haps at hia mistakes, for he made two in expressing one short 
sentence of five words — perhaps at the compliment, homely 
as it was. 

"Oh, you men.how dreadfully Btupid you are sometimes!" 
exclaimed Mrs. Blyth. " Why, Valentine, dear, it's the essi- 
est thing in the world to guess what she haa had the draw- 
ing framed for. To make it a present to somebody, of conree ! 
And who does she mean to give it to f" 
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"Ah ! who indeed Y" interrnpted Zaok, sliding down cosily 
Id hia chair, resting bis head on the back rail, nnd spreading 
his legs out before htm at full stretch. 

" I have a great mind to throw the drawing at your head, 
instead of giving it to yoD !" cried Mra. Blyth, losing all pa- 
tience. 

"Ton don't mean to say the drawing's a present to me/" 
exclaimed Zack, starting from his chair with one prodigious 
jump of astonishment. 

" You deserve to have your ears well boxed for not having 
gneesed that it was long ago !" retorted Mrs. Bly th. " Have 
yon forgotten how yon praised that very drawing when you 
saw it begun in the stndio? Didn't you tell Madonna — " 

" Oh '. the dear, good, generous, jolly little soul I" cried 
Zack, snatching up the drawing from the couch, as the truth 
burst upon him at last in a flash of conviction. "Tell ber 
on your fingers, Mrs. Blyth, how proud I am of my present. 
I can't do it with mine, because I can't let go of the draw- 
ing. Here, look here]— make her look here, and see how I 
like it !" And Zack hugged the copy of the Venus de' 
Medici to his waistcoat, by way of showing how highly he 
prized it. 

At this outburst of sentimental pantomime. Madonna raised 
her head and glanced at young Thorpe. Her face, downcast, 
ansions, and averted even from Mrs. BIyth's eyes during the 
last few minutes (as if she had guessed every word that could 
pain her, out of all that had been said in her presence), now 
brightened again with pleasure as she looked up — with inno- 
cent, childixfa pleasure, that affected no reserve, dreaded no 
nisconstniction, foreboded no disappointment. Her eyes, 
tnniing quickly from Zaok, and appealing gayly to Valen- 
tine, beamed with triumph when he pointed to the drawing, 
and smilingly raised his hands in astonishment, as a sign 
that he had been pleasantly surprised by the presentation 
of her drawing to his new pupil. Mrs. Blyth felt the hand 
which she still held in here, and which had hitherto trem- 
bled a little from time to time,grow steady and warm in her 
grasp, and dropped it. There was no fear that Madonna 
would DOW leave the side of the couch and steal away by 
herself to the fire-place. 

** Go on, HrsL Kyth — yon never make mistakes in talking 
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on jouT fingen, uid I ilwayi do— go on, pleua, sad tall bv* 
how mDoh I thank her," oontinned ZMk, holding out till 
drawing at armB-length, ind lookitig at it whh hk bead oa 
one side, by way of imitating ValflDtioe'* maoiMr <^ rtodyiaff 
his own pioturM. " Tell her Fll take Kuh oare of it ai I 
never took of any thing before in my lii«. Tell ber rU hmng 
it np in my bedroom, where I can aee iterery mon^^ aa. 
Boon as I waka Have yon told her that F— or ahall I write 
it on her slate? Halloo I here oomea ths ta^ And, by 
heavens, a whole bagfbl of mnSna I What 1 1 1 tbe UtdMn 
fire's too blaok to toast them. I^B nadertaka tbe wbids lot 
in the d rawing academy. Here, Fatty, give ns the toaatii^ 
fork : I'm going to b^n. I never saw sneh a q>lflndid fiia 
for tosflting muffins before in my life t Kau-dniit-diddji- 
iddy-dum-dee, dum-diddy-iddy^nm T And Zaok fell on his 
knees at tbe fire-place, hamming "Rule Britannia," and 
toasting his first muffin in trinmph ; utterly forgetting tiiat 
he had left Madonna's drawing lying neglected, with its faoe 
downward, on the end of Mrs. Blyth's couch. 

Valentine, who in the innocence of his heart snepeoted 
nothing, bnntt out laughing at this new Bpecimen of Zack's 
inveterate flightiness. His kind instinclB, however, guided 
his hand at the same momeot to the drawing. He took it 
up carefully, aud placed it on a low book-case at the opposite 
side of the room. If any increase had been poBsible in fa)s 
wife's affection for him, she would have lovod hiro better 
than ever at the moment when he performed that one little 
action. 

As her hnsband removed the drawing, Mrs. Blyth looked 
at Madonna. The poor girl stood shrinking close to the 
conch, with her hands clasped tightly together in front of 
her, and with no trace of their natural lovely color left on 
her cheeks. Her eyes followed Valentine listlessly to tbe 
book-case, then turned toward Zack, not reproachfully nor 
angrily — not even tearfully — bnt again with that same look 
of patient sadness, of gentle resignation to sorrow, which 
used to mark their ezpresflion so tenderly in the days of her 
bondage among the mountebanks of the traveling circus. 
So she stood, looking toward the fire-place and the figure 
kneeling at it, bearing her new disappointment just as she 
had borne many a former mortification that had tried her 
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sorely while she was yet a little child. How carefully she 
had labored at that neglected drawing in the secrecy of her 
own room ! How happy she had been in anticipating the 
moment when it would be given to young Thorpe ; in im- 
agining what he would say on receiving it, and how he would 
communicate his thanks to her; in wondering what he would 
do with it when he got it : where he would hang it, and 
whether he would often look at his present after he had got 
used to seeing it on the wall ! Thoughts such as these had 
made the moment of presenting that drawing the moment 
of a great event in her life — and there it was now, placed on 
one side by other hands than the hands into which it had 
been given ; laid down carelessly at the mere entrance of a 
servant with a tea-tray ; neglected for the childish pleasure 
of kneeling on the hearth-rug, and toasting a muffin at a 
clear coal-fire ! 

Mrs. Blyth^s generous, impulsive nature, and sensitively- 
tempered affection for her adopted child, impelled her to take 
instant and not very merciful notice of Zack^s unpardonable 
thoughtlessnesa Her face flushed, her dark eyes sparkled, 
as she turned quickly on her couch toward the fire-place. 
But, before she could utter a word, Madonna's hand was on 
her lips, and Madonna's eyes were fixed with a terrified, im- 
ploring expression on her face. The next instant the girl's 
trembling fingers rapidly signed these words : 

" Pray — pray don't say any thing ! I would not have you 
speak to him just now for the world !" 

Mrs. Blyth hesitated, and looked toward her husband; 
bat he was away at the other end of the room, amusing him- 
self professionally by casting the drapery of the window-cur- 
tains hither and thither into all sorts of picturesque folds. 
She looked next at Zack. Just at that moment he was 
taming his muffin and singing louder than ever. The temp- 
tation to startle him out of his provoking gayety by a good 
sharp reproof was almost too strong to be resisted ; but Mrn. 
Blytb forced herself to resist it, nevertheless, for Madonna's 
sake. She did not, however, communicate with the girl, 
either by signs or writing, until she had settled herself again 
in her former position; then her fingers expressed these sen- 
tences of reply : 

^ If you promise not to let his thoughtlessness distress you. 
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m^ love, I pronuBe not to tpnk to him aboet h. Do jo« 

agree to that bargwn ? If yon do^ giro ne » kiM." 

Madonna only paowd to rapreM a rigk tlwtvMJartilaBl- 
ing from her, before abe gave the nqaind pla^tt. Her 
cheeks did not reoover their oolor, nor Imt lipethe Mnila that 
bad been pUying on them earlier in the erening; bnt ibe 
arranged Mra. Blytb*a pillow even mora aarefbUy than amal, 
before she left the oondi, and went away to pei^rm, aa neat- 
ly and prettily aa ever, her own little houehold dnty of 
making the tea 

Zacl^ entirely nnoonsoionB of having given pain to ooe 
lady and caa§e of anger to another, bad got on to hia eee- 
ond muffin, and had changed hie aooompanying aong from 
"Rule Britannia" to the "Lau o' Gowrie," whvi the hot 
low, ringing sonnd of rapidly - mnning wheela penetrated 
into the room from the frosty road ontnde ; advancing nea^ 
er and nearer, and then suddenly ceaung opposite Mr. 
Blyth's own door. 

" Dear me t — surely that's at our gate," exclaimed Valen- 
tine; "who can be coming to see us so late, on Buoh a cold 
night as this? And in a carriage, too!" 

" It's a cab, by the rattling of the wheels, and it brings ns 
the ' LasB o' Gowrie,' " sang Zack, combining the original 
text of hia song, and the suggestion of a possible visitor, in 
his concluding words. 

" Do leave off singing nonsense out of tune, and let ns 
listen when the door opens," said Mrs. Blyth, glad to seise 
the slightest opportunity of administering the smallest re- 
proof to Zack. 

" Suppose it should be Mr. Gimble,oome to deal at last for 
that picture of mine that he has talked of buying so long," 
exclaimed Valentine. 

"Suppose it should be my father!" cried Zack, suddenly 
tnming round on his knees, with a very blank face. "Or 
that infernal old Yoltop, with his gooseberry eyes and his 
hands full of tracts. They're both of them quite equal to 
coming after me and spoiling my pleasure here, just as they 
spoil it everywhere else." 

"Hush!" said Mrs. Blyth. "The visitor has come in, 
whoever it ia. It can't be Mr. Gimble, Valentine ; he al- 
ways runs Dp two stairs at a time." 
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"And this is one of the heavy-weighti. Not an onnoe 
lees than sixteen atone, I should say, by the step," remarked 
Zack, letting bis muffin bum while he listened. 

"It can*t be that tiresome old Lady Brambledown come 
to worry you agaio about altering her picture," said Mrs. 
Blytb. 

*'Stopl surely it isn't — " began Valentine. But before 
he could say another word, the door opened, and, to the ot- 
ter amazement of every body but the poor girl whose ear 
DO voice could reach, the servant announced, 

" Mbs. Pkckovkb."' 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE BHKWINO OF THK 8T0EM. 

TiMB bad lavishly added to Mrs. Peckover's site, but had 
generously taken little or nothing from her in exchange. 
Her hair had certainly turned gray since the period when 
Valentine first met her at the circus ; but the good-humored 
face beneath was just as hearty to look at now as ever It 
had been in former days. Her cheeks had ruddily, expand- 
ed ; her chin had patiscd from the double to the triple stage 
of jovial development — any faint traces of a waist which she 
might formerly have possessed were utterly obliterated — 
but it was pleasantly evident, to judge only from the man- 
ner of her bustling entry into Mrs, BIyth's room, that her 
active disposition had lost nothing of its early energy, and 
could still gayly defy all corporeal obstructions to the very 
last. 

Nodding and smiling at Mr. and Mrs. Blyth, and Zack, 
till her vast country bonnet trembled aguishly on her head, 
the good woman advanced, shaking every movable object 
in the room, straight to the tea-t4tb1e, and enfolded Madonna 
in her capacious arms. The girl's light figure seemed to din- 
appear in a smothering circumambient mass of bonnet rilt- 
bons and unintelligible drapery, as Mrs. Peckover saluted 
her with a rattling fire of kisses, the report of which wax 
audible above the voluble talking of Mr. Blyth and the buiK- 
terona langhter of Zack. 




*■ m tell yoa »U •bout bow I owm ban iinadf ^rir ; aOj 
I couldn't help aaying liow-d*f64o in tbe old w^ to fittli 
Mary to begin witb," nidHra.PeokonT^niMdogalaeidlj'. It 
had been found impoiuble to praTsil oo lisr to riii»j[i thi 
&milinr name of " little Mary," vhioh ibo bad pn m o — Bit 
BO often and so fondly in pait yean, for tbe naaie wbiA 
had aapeneded it in Valentine'i booM. TbiB trath waa, 
that this worthy oreature knew nothing wbator^ aboat 
Raphael; and,oonndering**MadoBn>" to be an oatlaadirih 
foreign word intimately conoeoted wHh Ony Fawkoa aad 
the Gunpowder Plot, firmly believed tbat tto raa p eB tob l a Xn- 
gliabwoman ought to oompromiae her ohaimBter by sttempfc- 
ing to proaounce it. 

"I'll tell you, air— ni tell yon directly why Tn eona to 
London," repeated Mrgi Pcckoyer, baoking majeatioftllyftoa 
the tea-table, and rolling round easily on her own azia in 
the direction of the oouch, to ask for the fhUeat partkmlan 
of the st&te of Mrs. BIyth's health. 

" Much better, my good friend — much better," was tbe 
cheerful answer ; " but do tell us (we are so glad to see 
you !) how you came to surprise us all in this way." 

"Well, ma'am," began Mrs. Peckorer," it's almost as great 
a surprise to me to be in London, as it is — Be quiet, yoang 
Good-for-nothing ; I won't even shake bands with you, if 
yon don't behave yourself I" these last words she addressed 
to Zack, whose favorite joke it had always been, from tbe 
day of their first acquaintance at Valentine's house, to pre- 
tend to be violently in love with her. He was now stand- 
ing with his arms wide open, the toasting-fork in one band 
and the muffin he had burned in the other, trying to look 
languishing, and entreating Mrs. Peckover to give him a 

" When you know how to toast a muffin properly, p'raps 
I may give you one," said she, chuckling as triumphantly 
over her own small retort as if she had been a professed wiL 
" Do, Mr. Blyth, sir, please to keep him quiet, or I sha'n't be 
able to get on with a single word of what Pve got to say. 
Well, you see, ma'am, Doctor Joyce — " 

"How is be?" interrupted Valentine, handing Mrs. Peck- 
over a cap of tea. 

" He's the beat gentleman in the world, sir, but he mil 
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have his glass of port after dinner; and the end of it is, he's 
laid up again with the goat.'' 

** And Mrs. Joyce ?" 

^ Laid ap too, sir — it's a dreadful sick house at the Reo- 
tory — laid up with the inferlenzer." 

^ Have any of the children caught the influenza too ?" ask- 
ed Mrs. Bly th. " I hope not." 

** No, ma'am, they're all nicely, except the youngest ; and 
it*s on account of her — don't you remember her, sir, growing 
so fast, when you was last at the Rectory ? — that I'm up in 
London." 

" Is the child ill ?" asked Valentine, anxiously. " She's 
such a picturesque little creature, Lavvie ! I long to paint 
her." 

'^ I'm afraid, sir, she's not fit to be put into a picter now," 
said Mrs. Peckover. '^ Mrs. Joyce is in sad trouble about 
her, because of one of her shoulders which has growed out 
somehow. The doctor at Rubbleford don't doubt but what 
it may be got right again; but he said she ought to be 
shown to some great London doctor as soon as possible. 
So, neither her papa nor her mamma being able to take her 
up to her aunt's house, they trusted her to me. As you 
know, sir, ever since Doctor Joyce got my husband that sit- 
uation at Rubbleford, I've been about the Rectory, helping 
with the children and the housekeeping, and all that: and 
Miss Lucy being used to me, we come along together in the 
railroad quite pleasant and comfortable. I was glad enough, 
yon may be sure, of the chance of getting het*e, after not 
having seen little Mary for so long. So I just left Miss 
Lucy at her aunt's, where they were very kind, and wanted 
me to stop all night But I told them that, thanks to your 
goodness, I always had a bed here when I was in London ; 
and I took the cab on, after seeing the little girl safe and 
comfortable up stairs. That's the whole story of how I come 
to surprise you in this way, ma'am — and now Til finish my 
tea." 

Having got to the bottom of her cup, and to the end of a 
muffin amorously presented to her by the incorrigible Zack, 
Mrs. Peckover had leisure to turn again to Madonna ; who, 
having relieved her of her bonnet and shawl, was now sitting 
doie at her aide. 
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"I didn't tliink sh^ was looking quit« so wdl Mt 
when I firet come in." saiil Sirs. Teckover, paltitig Uws (fifh 
cheek with her chubby tiugers; "but she seems to hnw 
brightened np again now." (This was trne : the ssd Kill- 
nesa had \et\ Madonna's face, at eight of the friend and 
mother of hcr early days.) " Perhn pa "she's been Btickiog i 
little too close to her drawing lately — " 

"By-the-bye, talking of drawings, what's become of my 
drawing f" cried Zack, suddenly reualled for the first lima la ' 
the remembrance of Afadonna't gift. 

" Dear me !" pnraaed Mrs. PeokOTCT, looking tbwaid tti 
three drawing-lmardB, which had been placed togethar naal 
the pedeatal of the oast; "are all thoae littla Mu;^ iciagt 
She's cleverer at it, I suppose, by this time^ than sTer. Ai, 
Lord t what an old woman I feel, when I think of tko maaj 
years ^o — " 

" Come and look at what she has done bHtight," inter- 
rapted Valentine, taking Mrs. Peckover by the arm, and 
pressing it very significantly as he glanced at the part of 
the table where young Thorpe was sitting. 

"My drawing — where'a my drawing?" repeated Za<^ 
"Who put it away when tea came in ? Oh, there it i»,sll 
safe on the book-case." 

"I congratulate you, sir, on having succeeded at last in 
remembering that there is anch a thing in the world as Ma- 
donna's present," said Mrs, BIyth, sarcastically. 

Zack looked up bewildered from his tea, and asked direct 
If what those words meant 

" Oh, never mind," said Mrs. Blyih, in the same tone, 
"they're not worth explaining. Did yon ever hear of a 
young gentleman who thought more of a plate of muffins 
than of a lady'a gill ? I dare say not I / never did. It's 
too ridiculously improbable to be true, isn't itf lliere I 
don't speak to me ; I've got a book here that I want to fin- 
ish. No, it's no nse ; I sha'n't say another word." 

"What have I done that's wrong ?" asked Zack, looking 
piteonsly perplexed as he began to suspect that he had com- 
mitted some nnpardonable mistake earlier in the evening. 
" I know I bumed a muffin ; but what has that got to do 
with Madonna's present to me f" (Mrs. Blyth shook her 
bead, and, opening her book, became quite absorbed over 
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it in a moment.) " Didn*t I thank her properly for it ? I'm 
sure I meant to." (Here he stopped ; but Mrs. Blyth took 
no notice of him.) " I suppose I've got myself into some 
Bcrape ? Make as much fun as you like about it ; but tell 
me what it is. You won't ? Then I'll find out all about it 
from Madonna. She knows, of course ; and she'll tell me. 
Look here, Mrs. Blyth ; I'm not going to get up till she's 
told me every thing." And Zack, with a comic gesture of 
entreaty, dropped on his knees by Madonna's chair, pre- 
venting her from leaving it, which she tried to do, by taking 
immediate possession of the slate that bung at her side. 

While young Thorpe was scribbling questions, protesta- 
tions, and extravagances of every kind, in rapid succession, 
on the slate ; and while Madonna, her face half smiling, half 
tearful, as she felt that he was looking up at it, was reading 
what he wrote, trying hard, at first, not to believe in him 
too easily when he scribbled an explanation, and not to look 
down on him too leniently when he followed it up by an 
entreaty; and ending at last, in defiance of Mrs. Blyth's 
private signs to the contrary, in forgiving his carelessness, 
and letting him take her hand again as usual, in token that 
she was sincere^-while this little scene of the home drama 
was proceeding at one end of the room, a scene of another 
kind — a dialogue in mysterious whispers — was in full prog- 
ress between Mr. Blyth and his visitor from the country, at 
the other. 

Time had in no respect lessened Valentine's morbid anx- 
iety about the strict concealment of every circumstance at- 
tending Mrs. Peckover's first connection with Madonna and 
Madonna's mother. The years that had now passed and 
lefl him in undisputed possession of his adopted child, had 
not diminished that excess of caution in keeping secret all 
the little that was known of her early history, which had 
even impelled him to pledge Doctor and Mrs. Joyce never 
to mention in public any particulars of the narrative related 
at the Rectory. Still, he had not got over his first dread 
that she might one day be traced, claimed, and taken away 
from him, if that narrative, meagre as it was, should ever be 
trusted to other eai*8 than those which had originally list- 
ened to it. Still, he kept the hair bracelet and the handker- 
chief that had belonged to her mother carefully locked up 




oDt of Bight in hislmre«n; and BtiU,hadcNibtadMn.Itat 
over's diBoretion in the govemnwDt of her tongaa^ aalia iti 
doubted it in the bygone dsji whan tba liula girl wis lol 
eetablished in bis own hom& 

Afler msbiog a preteoM of showing her the drawiags W 
gua that evening, Mr. Blyth srtfiilly oootrived to Ind lbs. 
Peckover past then into a reoeai at Uw eztmna cod at A* 
room. 

" Well,** be said, speaJcing in an anncoeiarily aoft wU» 
per, considering the distance whidi now aepaiatad hm ftna 
Zack — " well, I suppoee you're qnite inre of not hanag let 
out any thing by chance, stnoe I last saw yoo, about how 
you first met with our darting giilT or about her poqr Moth- 
er? or— r 

"What, you're at it i^mn, sir," interrupted Mrs. Pea k over , 
loftily, but dropping ber voice in imitation of Mr. BIytb — 
** a clever man, too, like yon ! Dear, dear me I how often 
must I keep on telliDg you that I'm old enough to be able 
to hold my tongue ? How much longer are you to worrit 
yon ree If about biding what nobody's seeking after?" 

"I'm afraid I shall always worry myself about It," replied 
Valentine, seriously. " Whenever I see you, my good friend, 
I fancy I hear all that melancholy story over again about 
our darling child, and that poor lost forsaken mother of 
liers, whose name even we don't know. I feel, too, when 
you come and see us, almost more than at other times, how 
inexpressibly precions the daughter whom yon have given 
to us is to Lavvie and me ; and I think with more dread 
than I well know how to describe, of the horrible chance, if 
any thing was incautiously said, and carried from mouth to 
mouth — about where you met with her mother, for instance, 
or what time of the year it was, and so forth — that it might 
lead, nobody knows how, to some claim being laid to her, by 
somebody who might be able to prove the right to make iL" 

"Lord, sir! after all these years, what earthly need have 
you to be anxious about such things as that V 

"I'm never anxioae long, Mrs, Peckover, My good spir- 
its always get the better of every anxiety, great and small 
But while I don't know that relations of hers — perhaps her 
vile father himself— may not be still alive, and seeking for 
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" Blew yonr heart, Mr. Blyth, none of her relations are 
alive ; or if they are, none of them care abont her, poor 
Uinb; I'll answer for it." 

" I hope in God you are right," said Vateutine, earnestly. 
** But let ns think no more abont it dow," he added, resum- 
ing his uHual manner. " I have asked my regular qaestion, 
that I can't help asking whenever I see you ; and yon have 
forgiven me, as usual, for putting it; and now I am quite 
satisfied. Take my arm, Mrs, Peckover: I mean to give the 
students of my new drawing academy a holiday for the rest 
of the nigbt, in honor of your arrival. Wbat do you say to 
devoting the evening in the old way to ^game at cards?" 

"Just what I was thinking I should like myself, as long 
M it's only sixpence a game, sir," said Mrs. Peckover, gayly. 
**I say, young gentleman," she continued, addressing Zack, 
afler Mr. Blyth had letl her to look for the cards, " what 
nonsense are you writing on our darling's slate that pnts her 
all in a flutter, and makes her blush up to the eyes, when 
she's only looking at her poor old Peck f Bless her heart ! 
she's just as easily amused now as when she was a child. 
Give ns another kiss, my own little love. You understand 
what I mean, don't you, though you can't hear ^e ? Ah, 
dear, dear ! when she stands and looks at me with her eyes 
like that, she's the living image of — " 

** Crilibage," cried Mr. Blyth, knocking a triangular board 
for three players on the table, and regarding Hrs. Peckover 
with the most reproachful expression that his features could 
assume. 

She felt that the look had been deserved, and approached 
the card-table rather confusedly, without uttering another 
word. But for Valentine's second interruption she would 
have declared, before young Thorpe, that "little Mary" 
was the living image of her mother. 

"Madonna's going to play, as usual. Will you make the 
third, Lavvie ?" inquired Valentine, shuffling the cards. 
" It's no use asking Zack ; he can't even count ycU" 

" No, thank yon, dear. I shall have quite enough to do 
in going on with my book, and trying to keep master Mad- 
cap in order while you pl»y," replied Mrs, Blyth. 

The game began. It was s regular custom, whenever 
Mrs, Peckover came to Mr. Blyth*s house, that cribbage 
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dKHild be pbyed, and ihkt Msdonna sboiild take s skin a 
iL TUs VM dow, em her part, priodpalty in affectioflalw 
mnenksBoe of th« old Umve wh«n tJie lived under tbo cv* 
of tbeelowB*s wife, and when «h« hwl lcani<^ crihb^« fron 
Mr. Peckovcr lo amase her, vhile tbc friglitful acddcat 
whidi had beiallea ber in the circns was still a recent event. 
It waa efamnc-: eristic of the l>af>]>y pGCuUuity of her duf«>- 
ntion that tbc days of sufferiag and affiictioo, and the afiet- 
period of banl tasks in [lubtic, with whkb cards were coo- 
nectcd in ber ca^e. never seerai^ t« rrcar to her remembranoo 
painfully whtn she ^w them in later tifi?. The plesAantcr 
associations vljich belonged li> ihem, and whi<rh reminded 
ber of bomely kindness tbat Itad soothed ber in pain, ami 
aelf-denying aHVelioo that had consoled her in sorrow, wi-ro 
die asaociations iostinclively dwelt on by her heart to the 
exclnuon of all others. 

To Mrs. Blyth's great astoDishmcBt, Zuk, for fidl tsa ■*- 
Qtes, required no keeping in order whatever while the rat 
were playing at cards. It was the most marvelons of hu- 
man phenomena, but there he certainly was, standing qm- 
etly by the fire-place with the drawing in his hand, aotoil- 
ly thinking ! Mrs. Blyth's amazement at this unexampled 
cbnnge in his manner so completely overcame her, that she 
fairly laid down her book to look at him. He noticed the 
action, and approached the couch directly. 

"That's right," he said ; " don't read any more. I want 
to have a serious consultation n'ith yon." 

First, a visit from Mrs. Feckorer, then a serions consnltt- 
tion with Zack. This is a night of wonders ! thought Mrs. 
BIyth. 

"I've made it all right with Madonna," Zack continued. 
"She don't think a bit the worse of me because I went on 
like a fool about the muffins at tea-time. But that's not 
what I want to talk about now : it's a sort of secret. Is the 
first place — " 

"Do you usually mention your secrets in a voice that ev- 
ery body can hear?" asked Mrs. BIyth, laughing. 

"Oh, never miod about that," he replied, not lowering his 
tone in the least ; " it's only a secret from Madonna, and we 
can talk before A«r, poor little soul, just as if she waan't in 
the room. Kow this is the thing : ^e's made me a present. 
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and I think I ought to show my gratitude by making her 
another in return.'' (He resumed his ordinary manner as he 
warmed with the subject, and began to walk up and down 
the room in his usual flighty way.) *' Well, I have been 
thinking what the present ought to be — something pretty, 
of course. I can't do her a drawing worth a fiEurthing ; and 
even if I could — " 

^ Suppose you come here and sit down, Zaok," interposed 
Mrs, Blyth. " While you are wandering backward and for- 
ward in that way before the card-table, you take Madonna's 
attention off the game." 

No doubt he did. How could she see him walking about 
close by her, and carrying her drawing with him wherever 
he went — as if he prized it too much to be willing to put it 
down — without feeling gratified in more than one of the in- 
nocent little vanities of her sex, without looking afler him 
much too oflen to be properly alive to the interests of her 
game? 

Zack took Mrs. BIyth's advice, and sat down by her, with 
his back toward the cribbage players. 

" Well, the question is, What present am I to give her ?" 
he went on. ^ I've been twisting and turning it over in my 
mind, and the long and the short of it is — ^" 

(** Fifteen two, fifleen four, and a pair's six," said Valen- 
tine, reckoning up the tricks he had in his hand at that mo- 
ment.) 

^ Did you ever notice that she has a particularly pretty 
hand and arm ?" proceeded Zack, somewhat evasively. " I'm 
rather a judge of these things myself; and of all the other 
girls I ever saw — ^" 

" Never mind about other girls," said Mrs. Blyth. " Tell 
me what you mean to give Madonna." 

(" Two for his heels," cried Mrs. Peckover, turning up a 
knave with great glee.) 

^ I mean to give her a bracelet," said Zack. 

Valentine looked up quickly from the card-table. 

(" Play, please sir," said Mrs. Peckover ; " little Mary's 
waiting for yon.") 

** Well, Zack," rejoined Mrs. Plyth, " your idea of return- 
ing a present only errs on the side of generosity. I should 
recommend something less costly. Don't you know that it's 
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one of Madonna's oddilie§ not to care about jewelry ? She 
miglil have bought herself a bracelet long ago, out of ber 
own pavings, if trinkets had been things to tempt ber." 

" Wait a bit, Mrs. BIytb," said Zacic, " yon haven't beard 
the best of mj notion yet : all the pith and marrow of it 
baa got to come. The bracelet I mean to give her is one 
thai she will prize to the daw f *■ '-er death, or she's not the 
afiectionate, warm-h< lake her for. "What do 

you think of a braceUu tun. ds her of you and Valen- 

tine, and jolly old Peck ther ...d a little of me, too, which 
I hope won't make he' 'hi ■ worse of it. I've got a 

design against all your ) continued, imitating the 

cutting action of a b with two of bis fingers, 

and raising his vo — i^ iumph. "It's a splendid 

idea; I mean to give Madt _ a air bracelet!" 

Mrs. Pccfcovrr ami Mr. Biylh started back in their chairs, 
and si;u>.-ii ;.! ,-;uli ...iIilt as amazedly as if Zai'k's last words 
bad sprung from s charged battery, and had straek them 
both at the same moment with a smart electrical shock. 

"Of all the things in the world, how came he ever to 
think of giving her that 1" ejaculated Hre. Peckover tinder 
ber breath ; her memory reverting, while she spoke, to the 
mournful day when strangers had searched the body of Ma- 
donna's mother, and had found the hair bracelet bidden away 
in a comer of the dead woman's pocket. 

" Hush ! let's go on with the game," said Valentine. He, 
too, was thinking of the hair bracelet — thinking of it as it 
now lay locked up in his bureau down stairs, remembering 
how he would fain have destroyed it years ago, but that bis 
conscience and sense of honor forbade him ; pondering on 
the fatal discoveries to which, by bare possibility, it might 
yet lead, if ever it should fall into strangers' hands. 

**A hair bracelet," continued Zack, quite unconscious of 
the effect he was producing on two of the card-players be- 
hind him ; " and tuch hair, too, as I mean it to be niade of 1 
Why, Madonna will think it more precious than all the dia- 
monds in the world. I defy any body to have hit on a bet- 
ter idea of the sort of present she's sure to like ; it's elegant 
and appropriate, and sJl that sort of thing — isn't it ?" 

** Oh yea 1 very nice and pretty indeed," replied Mrs. 
Blyth, rather absently and confusedly. She knew as much 
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of Madonna's history as her husbanil did ; and was wooder- 
iDg what he would think of the present which young Thorpe 
proposed giving to their adopted child. 

" The thing I want most to know," said Zack, " is what 
you think would be the best pattern for the bracelet. There 
will be two kinds of hair in it, which can be made into any 
nhape, of course — your hair and Mrs. Peckover's." 

("Xot a morsel of my hair shall go toward tbc bracelet!" 
mnttertid Mrs. Peckover, who was listening to what was said, 
while etie went on playing.) 

"Tlie difficult hair to bring Id will be mine and Talcn- 
tine's," pursued Zack. "Mine's long enough, to be sure ; I 
ought to have got it cut a month ago; but it's so stiff and 
curly; aod BIyth keeps his cropped so short — I don't see 
what they can do with it (do you?), unless they make 
rings, or stars, or knobs, or something stumpy, in the way 
of a croBS-pattero of it." 

" The people at the shop will know best," said Mrs. Blyth, 
resolving to proceed cautiously. 

" One thing I'm determined on, though, beforehand," cried 
Zack ; " the clasp shall be a serpent, with turquoise eyes and 
a carbuncle tail, and all our initials scored up somehow on 
his scales. Won't that be splendid ? I should like to sur- 
prise Madonna with it this very evening." 

(" You shall never give it to her, if / can help it," grum- 
bled Mrs. Peckover, still soliloquizing under her breath. 
" If any thing in this world can bring her ill luck, it will be 
a hair bracelet !") 

These last words were spoken with perfect scnonsness; 
for they were the result of the strongest superstitious cod- 

From the time when the hair bracelet was found on Ma- 
donna's mother, Mrs. Peckover had persuaded herself— not 
unnaturally, in the abftenco of any information to the contra- 
ry — that it had been in some way connected with the ruin 
ami shame which had driven its unhappy possessor forth as 
an outcast, to die among strangers. To believe, in conse- 
quence, that a hair bracelet had brought " ill luck" to the 
mother, and to derive from that belief the conviction that a 
hair bracelet would, therefore, also bring " ill luck " to the 
child, wM • perfectly direct and incviuble deductive proo- 
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esa to Miu Peckover's Buperetitious mipd. The motives 
wliic'h had formerly iiifluenewi ber to forbid her " liitle 
Mary "ever to begin any thing importaot on a Friday, or 
ever to imperil her prosperity by walking under a ladder, 
were precisely the motives by which she was now actuated 
in delermioing to prevent the presentation of young Thorpe's 
ill-omened gift. 

Although "Valei canght a word here sod 

there, to guide him i.u t of Mrs. Peckover's mut- 

terings to herself ^ : was going on, he guessed 

easily enough the _. of her thoughts, and sus- 

pected that she w begin to talk louder than 

was at all deeirab... ^. :eeded much further with 

bia present topic oi n. Accordingly, he took 

advantage of a pause iii j^ ne, and of a relapse into 

another restless fit of wajiung about the room on young 
Thorpe's part, to approach his wife's couch, as if be wanted 
to find aotnelbing lying near it, and to whisper to her, " Stop 
his talking any more about that present to Madonna; I'll 
tell you why another time," 

Airs. Blytb very readily and easily complied with this in- 
juDCtion by telling Zack (with perfect truth) that she had 
been already a little too much excited by the eveots of the 
evening; and that she must put off all further listening or 
talking, on her part, till the next night, when she promised 
to advise him about the bracelet to the best of her power. 
He was, however, still too full of hb subject to relinquish it 
easily under no stronger influence than the influence of a 
polite hint. Having lost one listener in Mrs. BIyth, he bold- 
ly tried the experiment of inviting two others to replace ber, 
by addressing himself to the players at the card-table. 

" I dare say you have heard what I hare been talking 
about to Mrs. Blyth?" he began. 

" Lord, Master Zack t" said Mrs, Peckover, " do yon think 
we haven't bad something else to do here besides listening 
to you ? There, now, don't talk to ns, please, till we are 
done, or you'll throw us out altogether. Don't, sir, on any 
account, because we are playing for money — sixpence a 
game." 

Repelled on both sides, Zack was obliged to give way. 
He walked off to try and smnse himself at the book-case. 
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Mn, Peckorer, with a Teiy triumphant air, nodded and 
winked several times at Valentine across the table ; desir- 
ing, by these signs, to show him that she could not only be 
silent herself when the conversation was in danger of ap- 
proaching a forbidden subject, but could make other people 
hold their tongues too. 

The room wai now perfectly quiet, and the game at crib- 
bage proceeded smoothly enough, but not so pleasantly as 
usual on other occasions. Valentine did not regain his cus- 
tomary good spirits ; and Mrs. Peckover relapsed into whis- 
pering discontentedly to herself— now and then looking to- 
ward the book-case, where young Thorpe was sitting sleep- 
ily, with a volume of engravings on his knee. It was, more 
or less, a relief to every body when the supper tray came up, 
and the cards were put away for the night. 

Zack, becoming quite lively again at the prospect of a lit- 
tle eating and drinking, tried to return to the dangerous 
subject of the hair bracelet ; addressing himself, on this oc- 
casion, directly to Valentine. He was interrupted, however, 
before he had spoken three words. Mr. Blyth suddenly re- 
membered that he had an important communication of his 
own to make to young Thorpe. 

^ Excuse me, Zack," he said, '* I have some news to tell 
yon, which Mrs. Peckover's arrival drove out of my head ; 
and which I must mention at once, while I have the oppor- 
tunity. Both my pictures are done — what do you think of 
that ? — done, and in their frames. I settled the titles yester- 
day. Hie classical landscape is to be called * The Golden 
Age,* which is a pretty poetical sort of name ; and the fig- 
ure-subject is to be ' Columbus in Sight of the New World ;' 
which is, I think, simple, affecting, and grand. Wait a min- 
ute! the best of it has yet to come. I am going to ex- 
hibit both the pictures in the studio to my friends, and my 
friends' friends, as early as Saturday next." 

** You don't mean it I" exclaimed Zack. " Why, it's only 
January now; and you always used to have your privates 
view of your own pictures in April, just before they were 
sent into the Academy Exhibition." 

^ Quite right," interposed Valentine, *' but I am going to 
make a change this year. The fact in, I have got a job to 
do in the provinces, which will prevent me from having my 

8 
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pictiirfr«how at the nsual lime. So I mean to have it now. 
The cards of invilation are coming home from the printer's 
to-morrow morning, I shall reserve a p^k, of course, for 
yoQ and ycnr friends, when we see you to-morrow nigbt." 

Jnst la Mr. BIyth spoke those words, the clock on (He 
nutntel-pieoe straok the half boar after ton. Bu r bi g torn 
owD private reaaoiu for ooBtinaing to preaerre tlie ^tpeai^ 
anoe of perfect obedienoe t« his ftther's d<»HHtaa mg«Ift> 
tiona, Zaok rone at onoe to aay good-mgfat, in otder to !>• 
sure being home before the honae door waa bolted at deno. 
o'clock This time he did not forget IfadoniiB^ diswfa^; 
bnt, on the contrary, ahowed sndt Dnnanal nmfliliirai In 
tying hia pocket-handkerchief over the frame to prsaerra it 
from in^nry as he earned it through the itreeta, tihat die 
conld not help — in the fearless innocence of her heart — on- 
reservedly betraying to him, both by look and manner, how 
warmly die appreciated his anxiety for the safe preservation 
of her gift. Never had the bright, kind yonng face beea 
lovelier in its artless happiness than it appeared at the mo- 
ment when she was shaking hands with Zack. 

Jast as Valentine was about to follow his guest ont of the 
room, Mrs, BIyth called him back, reminding him that he 
had a cold, and begging him not to expose himself to the 
wintry night air by going down to the door. 

"Bat the servants mnst be going to bed by this time; 
and somebody ought to fasten the bolts," remonstrated Mr, 
BIyth. 

" ril go, sir," said Mrs, Peckover, rising with extraordina* 
ry alacrity. " I'll see Master Zack out, and do np the door. 
Bless your heart I it's no trouble to me. Pm always mov- 
ing about at home from morning to night, to prevent my- 
self getting fatter. Don't say no, Mr. BIyth, unless yon are 
afraid of trusting an old gossip like me alone with your vis- 
itors." 

The last words were intended as a sarcasm, and were 
whispered into Valentine's ear. He understood the allusion 
to their private conversation together easily enough ; and 
felt that unless he let her have her own way without fur- 
ther contest, he must risk offending an old friend by imply- 
ing a mistrust of her, which would be simply ridiculous, un- 
der the circumstances in which they were placed. So, when 
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his wife nodded to him to take advantage of the offer just 
made, he accepted it forthwith. 

^ NoWy ril stop his giving Mary a hair bracelet !" thoaght 
Mrs. Peckover, as she bustled out after young Thorpe, and 
closed the room door behind her. 

** Wait a bit, young gentleman,^' she said, arresting his 
farther progress on the first landing. '' Just leave off talk- 
ing a minnte, and let me speak. I've got something to say 
to J01L Do you really mean to give Mary that hair brace- 
let r 

^Oho! then you did hear something at the card-table 
•boat it, after all V^ said Zack. *' Mean ? Of course I mean !" 

^ And you want to put some of my hair in it ?'' 

^ To be sure I do ! Madonna wouldn't like it without." 

^Then yon had better make up your mind at once to give 
her some other present; for not one morsel of my hair shall 
yon have. There now ! what do think of that ?" 

•*I donH believe it, my old darling." 

*^ It's tme enough, I can tell you. Not a hair of my head 
shall you have." 

" Why not ?" 

** Never mind why. Pve got my own reasons." 

** Very well : if you come to that, Pve got my reasons for 
giving the bracelet ; and I mean to give it If you won't 
let any of your hair be plaited up along with the rest, it's 
Madonna you will disappoint — not ma" 

Mrs. Peckover saw that she must change her tactics, or be 
defeated. 

^ DonH yon be so dreadful obstinate, Master Zack, and I'll 
tell you the reason," she said, in an altered tone, leading the 
way lower down into the passage. '' I don't want you to 
give her a hair bracelet, because I believe it will bring ill 
luck to her — ^there I" 

Zack bnrst out laughing. *' Do you call that a reason ? 
Who ever heard of a hair bracelet being an unlucky gifl ?" 

At this moment the door of Mrs. Bly th's room opened. 

"Any thing wrong with the lock ?" asked Valentine from 
above. He was rather surprised at the time that elapsed 
without his hearing the house door shut 

"All quite right, sir," said Mrs. Peckover; adding in a 
whisper to Zack — "Hush ! don't say a word I" 




" Don't let bim keep yon in tAe oold wiUi hii i 
said Talentine. 

" My DonBense — I" begsn Zsok, indigosntly. 

" He's going, sir," intermpted Hn. Peckover. **I ■ball be 
op Btaire in « moment." 

" Come Id, dear, pray t Yon're letting all the cold air into 
tbe room," exclaimed the voioe ofMn.BIyth. 

The door of the room closed again. 

" What art yon driving at ?" asked Zack, in extnme be- 
wilderment. 

" I only want yoo to give her some other pTcsent," aud 
Mra. Peckover, in her moat persuasive tones. ** Yon may 
think it all a whira of mine, if yon like — I dare say Fm an 
old fool; bnt I don't want yon to give her a b^ bisoe- 
let." 

"A whim of yonrv 1 1 ]" repeated Zack, with a look which 
made Mrs. Peckov en's cheeks redden with rising indignation. 
"What! a woman at your time of life subject to whims! 
My darling Peckover, it won't do ! Afy mind's made up to 
give her the hair bracelet. Nothing in the world can stop 
me — except, of course, Madonna's having a h^r bracelet al- 
ready, which I know she hasn't." 

"Oh! you know that, do you, yon miscbievons imp? 
Then, for once in a way, you just know wrong !" exclaimed 
Mrs. Peckover, losing her temper altogether. 

" You don't mean to say so ? How very remarkable, to 
think of her having a hair bracelet already, and of ray not 
knowing it! — Mrs. Peckover," continued Zack, mimicking 
the tone and manner of his old clerical enemy, the Reverend 
Aaron Yollop, " whalt I am now about to say grieves me 
deeply; but I have a solemn duty to discharge, and in the 
conscientious performance of that duty, I now unhesitatingly 
express my conviction that the remarit you have just made 
is — a flam," 

"It isn't — Monkey!" retnmed Mrs. Peckover, her anger 
fairly boiling over, as she nodded her head vehemently in 
Zack's face. 

Just then, Valentine's step became audible in the room 
above ; first moving toward the door, then suddenly retreat- 
ing from it, as if he had been called b.ick. 

" I haven't let out what I oughtn't, have 1 7" thought Mrs, 
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PeckoTer, calming down directly when she heard the move- 
ment up stairs. « 

** Oh, you stick to it, do you ?** continued Zack. " If s 
rather odd, old lady, that Mrs. Blyth should have said noth- 
ing abont this newly-discovered hair bracelet of yours while 
I was talking to her. But she doesn't know, of course : and 
Valentine doesn't know either, I suppose ? By Jove ! he's 
not gone to bed yet : FU run back, and ask him if Madonna 
really has got a hair bracelet !" 

** For God's sake don't ! — don't say a word about it, or 
you'll get me into dreadful trouble !" exclaimed Mrs. Peck- 
over, turning pale as she thought of possible consequences, 
and catching •young Thorpe by the arm when he tried to 
pass her in the passage. 

The step up stairs crossed the room again. 

** Well, upon my life," cried Zack, " of all the extraordi- 
nary old women — 1" 

^ Hush ! he's going to open the door this time ; he is, in- 
deed f 

" Never mind if he does ; I won't say any thing," whis- 
pered young Thorpe, his natural good-nature prompting him 
to relieve Mrs. Peckover's distress, the moment he became 
convinced that it was genuina 

"That's a good chap ! that's a dear good chap !" exclaim- 
ed Mrs. Peckover, squeezing Zack's hand in a fervor of un- 
bounded gratituda 

The door of Mrs. Blyth's room opened for the second time. 

"He's gone, sir; he's gone at last I" cried Mrs. Peckover, 
shutting the house door on the parting guest with inhospita- 
ble rapidity, and locking it with elaborate care and extraor- 
dinary noise. 

" I must manage to make it all safe with master Zack to- 
morrow night ; though I don't believe I have said a single 
word I oughtn't to say," thought she, slowly ascending the 
stairs. " But Mr. Blyth makes such fusses, and works him- 
self into such fidgets abont the poor thing being traced and 
taken away from him (which is all stuff and nonsense), that 
he would go half distracted if he knew what I said just now 
to master Zack. Not that it's so much what I said to him, as 
what be made out somehow and said to me. But they're so 
•harp, these young London chaps— they are so awful sharp !" 




Here she stopped on the landing to noorer Iwr Imftth ; 
ttien whiBperad to herael^ as ahe yent on and approaelMd 
Mr. Blytb's door : 

" But one thing Pm determined on ; litUe Mary ahft*nH 
have that hair bnioelet V 

* * « • * • * 

Even as Mrs. Peckover walked thinking all the way np 
stairs, so did Zaok walk wondering all the way honui 

What the deuce oonld these extraordinary remoastranoes 
about hia present to Madonna possibly mean f Was it not 
at least clear from Mrs. Peckovei's terror, when he talked of 
asking Blyth whether Madonna really had a hair biaoelet, 
that she had told the truth after all ? And was it not even 
plainer still that sbe had let oat a secret in telling that 
truth, which Blytb must have ordered her to keep? Why 
keep it? Was this mysterious hair bracelet mixed np 
somehow with the grand secret about Madonna's past his- 
tory, which Valentine had always kept from him and from 
every body ? Very likely it was — but why cadgel his brains 
about what didn't concern him? Was it not — considering 
the fact, previously forgotten, that he had bat fifteen sfail- 
linga-and -three pence of disposable money in the world — 
rather lucky than otherwise that Mrs. Pcckover had taken 
it into her head to stop him from buying what he hadn't the 
means of paying for? What other present could he buy for 
Madonna that was pretty, and cheap eoough to suit the 
present state of hia pocket? Would she like a thimble, or 
an almanac, or a pair of cufis, or a pot of bear's grease ? 

Here Zack suddenly paused in his meotal iRterrogatories ; 
for he had arrived within sight of his home in Baregrove 
Sqnare. 

A change passed over bis handsome face : he frowned, 
and his color deepened as he looked up at the light in hia 
father's window. 

*'ril slip out again to-night, and sec life," be muttered 
doggedly to himself, approaching the door. "The more 
I'm bullied at home, the oftener Pll go out on the sly." 

This rebellions speech was occasioned by the recollection 
of a domestic scene, which had contributed, early that even- 
ing, to swell the list of the Tribulations of Zack. Mr. 
Thorpe had moral objectiona to Mr. Blytb's profession, and 
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moral doubts on the subject of Mr. BIyth himself— these last 
being strengthened by that gentleman's own refusal to ex- 
plain away the mystery which enveloped the birth and par- 
entage of his adopted child. As a necessary consequence, 
Mr. Thorpe considered the painter to be no fit companion for 
a devout young man ; and expressed, severely enough, his 
unmeasured surprise at finding that his son had accepted an 
invitation from a person of doubtful character. Zack's re- 
joinder to his father's reproof was decisive, if it was nothing 
else. He denied every thing alleged or suggested against 
bia friend's reputation — lost his temper on being sharply re- 
buked for the *^ indecent vehemence " of his language — and 
left the paternal tea-table in defiance, to go and cultivate 
the Fine Arts in the doubtful company of Mr. Valentine 
Blyth. 

*^ Just in time, sir," said the page, grinning at his young 
master as he opened the door. "It's on the stroke of 
eleven." 

Zack muttered something savage in reply, which it is not, 
perhaps, advisable to report. The servant secured the lock 
and bolts, while he put his hat on the hall table, and lit his 
bedroom candle. 

Rather more than an hour after this time — or, in other 
words, a little past midnight — the door opened again softly, 
and Zack appeared on the step, equipped for his nocturnal 
expedition. 

He hesitated, as he put the key into the lock from outside, 
before he closed the door behind him. He had never done 
this on former occasions ; he could not tell why he did it 
now. We are mysteries even to ourselves ; and there are 
limes when the Voices of the future that are in us, yet not 
ours, speak, and make the earthly part of us conscious of 
their presence. Oftenest our mortal sense feels that they 
are breaking their dread silence at those supreme moments 
of existence, when on the choice between two apparently 
trifling alternatives hangs suspended the whole future of a 
life. And thus it was now with the young man who stood 
on the threshold of his home, doubtful whether he should 
parsue or abandon the purpose which was then uppermost 
in his mind. On his choice between the two alternatives of 
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going on or going back — which the closing of a door wodKI 
decide— depended tbe future of his life, and of other lives 
that were mingled with it- 
He waited a minnte undecided, for the warning Voices 
within him were stronger than his own wiil : he watt«d, 
looking up ihoughtfnlly at the starry loveliness of the win- 
tcr^e night — then closed the door behind ^im as soflly as 
nflual — hesitated again at the last step that led on to the 
pavement — and then fairly set forth from home, walking at 
a rapid pace through the streets. 

He was not in his usual good spirits. He felt no inclina- 
tion to sing as was bis wont, while passing through the 
fresh, frosty air : and he wondered why it was so. 

The Voices were still speaking faintly and more faintly 
within him. But we must die before we can become immor- 
tal as they are ; and their language to us in this life is often 
aa an unbiown tongue. 



BOOK II.— THE SEEKING. 



THB HAM WITH THE BLACK 8RtriX-CAP. 

Thb RomftD poet who, writing of vice, ascribed its infln- 
ence entirely to the sIloremeDt of the fair disguises that it 
wore, and asserted that it only needed to be seen with the 
mask off to excite the hatred of all mankind, uttered a very 
plausible moral sentiment, which wants nothing to recom- 
mend it to the admiration of posterity but a seasoning of 
practical truth. Even in the most luxurious days of old 
Rome, it may safely be questioned whether vice could ever 
afford to di^nise itself to win recruits, except from the 
wealthier classes of the population. But in these modem 
times it may be decidedly asserted as a fact that vice, in ac- 
complishing the vast majority of its seductions, usee no dis- 
guise at all; appears impndently in its naked deformity; 
and, instead of horrifying all beholders, in accordance with 
the prediction of the classical satirist, absolutely attracts a 
much more numerous congregation of worshipers than has 
ever yet been brought together by the divincst beauties that 
virtne can display for the allurement of mankind. 

That &mons place of public amusement known, a few 
years nnce, to the late-roaming youth of London by the 
name of the Snuggery, affords, among hosts of other instances 
which might be cited, a notable example to refute the asser- 
tion of the ancient poet. The place was principally devoted 
to the exhibition of musical talent, and opened at a pcrio<l 
of the night when the performances at the theatres were 
over. The orchestral arrangements were comprised in one 
bad piano, to which were occasionally added, by way of in- 
creasing the attractions, performances on the banjo and gui- 
tar. All the singers were called "ladies and gentlemen;" 
Mid the one long room in which the performances took place 
B* 




WAS umply furnuhed with a doable row of li 
iog trongbs «t their bscfci for the reaeptioo of g 
liqaor. 

Innocence itself mast hsve seen at a glaaoe that the Snog- 
gery was an utterly vicioaB place. Vice oever ao moeh aa 
thought of wearing any disgoiae her& So glimmer of wit 
played over the fonl Babstanoe of the aonga that were nnig, 
and hid it in dazzle from too close observation. No rdio of 
youth and freebneas, no artfnlly-aaennied innooenoe and vi- 
vacity, concealed the sqaalid deterioration of the wom-oat 
haman connterfeits which stood ap to sing, and were ooane- 
ly painted and padded to look like fine women, "nieir ftt 
low - performers among the men were snch sodden -&oed 
blackguards as no shop-boy who applaoded them at night 
would dare to walk oat with in the morning. Hie plan' 
itself had as little of the allarement of elegance and b^aty 
about it as the people. Here was no bright gilding on the 
ceiling — no charm of ornament, no comfort of construction 
even, in the furniture. Here were no vicionsly - attractive 
pictures on the waIIb — no ener^'ating sweet odors in the at- 
mosphere — no contrivances of ventilation to cleanse away 
the stench of bad tobacco-smoke and brandy-flavored hauun 
breath with which the room reeked all night long. Here, 
in short, was vice wholly undisguised ; recklesaly showing 
itself to every eye, without the varnish of beauty, without 
the tinsel of wit, without even so much as the flavor of clean- 
liness to recommend it Were all beholders instincUvety 
overcome by horror at the sight ? Far from it. The Snug- 
gery was crammed to its last benches every night ; and the 
proprietor filled his pockets firom the purses of applauding 
audiences. For, let classical moralists say what they may, 
vice gathers followers as easily, in modem times, with the 
mask off, as ever it gathered them in ancient times with the 
mask on. 

It was two o'clock in the morning, and the entertainments 
in the Snuggery were fast vising to the climax of joviality. 
A favorite comic song had just been sung by a bloated old 
man with a bald he.ad and a. hairy chin. Thorc was a brief 
lull of repose, before the amusements resumed their noisy 
pn^resB. Orders for drink were flying abroad in all direO' 
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tions. Friends were talking at'the tops of their voices, and 
strangers were staring at each other — except at the lower 
end of the room, where the whole attention of the company 
was concentrated strangely upon one man. 

The person who thus attracted to himself the wandering 
cariosity of all his neighbors had come in late, had taken the 
first vacant place he could find near the door, and had sat 
there listening and looking about him very quietly. He 
drank and smoked like the rest of the company ; but never 
applauded, never laughed, never exhibited the slightest 
symptom of astonishment, or pleasure, or impatience, or dis- 
gust — though it was evident, from his manner of entering 
and giving his orders to the waitera, that he visited the 
Snuggery that night for the first time. 

He was not in mourning, for there was no band round his 
hat ; but he was dressed, nevertheless, in a black frock-coat, 
waistcoat, and trowsers, and wore black kid gloves. He 
seemed to be very little at his ease in this costume, moving 
his limbs, whenever he changed his position, as cautiously 
and constrainedly as if he had been clothed in gossamer 
instead of stout black broadcloth, shining with its first new 
gloss on it. His face was tanned to a perfectly Moorish 
brown, was scarred in two places by the marks of old 
wounds, and was overgrown by coarse, iron-gray whiskers, 
which met under his chin. His eyes were light, and rather 
large, and seemed to be always quietly but vigilantly on the 
watch. Indeed the whole expression of his face, coarse and 
heavy as it was in form, was remarkable for its acuteness, 
for its cool, collected penetration, for its habitually observ- 
ant, passively-watchful look. Any one guessing at his call- 
ing from his manner and appearance would have set him 
down immediately as the captain of a merchantman, and 
would have been willing to lay any wager that he had been 
several times round the world. 

But it was not his face, nor his dress, nor his manner, that 
drew on him the attention of all his neighbors ; it was his 
head. Under his hat (which was brand-new, like every thing 
else he wore) there appeared, fitting tight round^ his temples 
and behind his ears, a black velvet skull-cap. Not a vestige 
of hair peeped from under it. All round his head, as far as 
ooald be seen beneath his bat, which he wore far back over 
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his ooftt-eoUftr, there was Dotfaiog but b&re flesh, cnurcltHl 
by * rim of black velveL 

From A great proposal for reforrc, to a Email eccentricity 
in coBtmne, tlic English are the moet intoleraot peo[tIe in 
the worid in Ibetr reception of any thing which presents it- 
self to them nntkr the form of a perfect novelty. Let any 
man display a new project before the Parliiimeot of En- 
gland, or a ih;w pair of light-green trowsers before the ia- 
babitanto <tf London, let the project proclaim itaetf as nsefbl 
to all listening ears, and the trowaers eloqaeotly assert tbem- 
selves as beautiful to all beholding eyes — the natioD will 
shrink ao^imouBly, nevertheless, both from the one and the 
Other; will order the first to "lie on the table," and will 
hoot, langb, and stare at the wcond ; will, in short, naent 
either nordty as an unwarrantable intrusion, for no oiher 
discernible reason than that people in general are not used 
to it 

Qnietly as the strange man in black had taken his seat is 
the Snuggery, he and his sknll-cap attracted general att«>- 
lion ; and our national weakness displayed itself immedi- 
ately. 

Nobody paused to reflect that be probably wore his black 
velvet head-dress from necessity; nobody gave him ore^t 
for having objections to a wig, which might be p^feetly 
sensible and well-founded ; and nobody, even in this free 
country, was liberal enough to consider that be had really 
as much right to put on a skull-cap under his hat, if he ohoa^ 
as any other man present had to pnt on a shirt nnder hit 
waistcoat The audience saw nothing but the novelty in 
the way of a head-dress which the stranger wore, and they 
resented it unanimously, because it was a novelty. Flrs^ 
they expressed this resentment by staring indignantly at him, 
then by laughing at him, then by making sarcastic remariu 
on him. He bore their ridicule with the most perfect and 
provoking coolness. He did not expostulate, or retort, or 
look angry, or grow red in the &ce, or fidget in his seat, or 
get up to go away. He just sat smoking aud drinking as 
quietly as ever, not taking the slightest notice of any of the 
dozens of people who were all taking notice of him. 

His unassailable composure only served to enc^ur^e his 
neighbors to take farther liberties with him. One rioke^ 
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little roan, with a spirituons nose and watery eyes, urged on 
by Bome women near him, advanced to the stranger's bench, 
and, expressing his admiration of a skall-cap as a becoming 
ornamental addition to a hat, announced, with a bow of mock 
politeness, his anxiety to feel the quality of the velvet. He 
stretched out his hand as he spoke, not a word of warning 
or expostulation being uttered by the victim of the intended 
insult ; but the moment his fingers touched the skull-cap, 
the strange man, still without speaking, without even re- 
moving his cigar from his mouth, very deliberately threw 
all that remained of the glass of hot brandy-and- water before 
him in the rickety gentleman's face. 

With a scream of pain as the hot liquor flew into his eyes, 
the miserable little roan struck out helplessly with both his 
fists, and fell down between the benches. A friend who was 
with him, advanced to avenge his injuries, and was thrown 
sprawling on the floor. Yells of " Turn him out I" and " Po- 
lice !" followed ; people at the other end of the room jumped 
up excitably on their seats ; the women screamed, the men 
shouted and swore, glasses were broken, sticks were waved, 
baches were cracked, and, in one instant, the stranger was 
assailed by every one of his neighbors who could get near 
him, on pretense of turning him out. 

Just as it seemed a matter of certainty that he must yield 
to numbers, in spite of his gallant resistance, and be hurled 
out of the door down the flight of stairs that led to it, a tall 
young gentleman, with a quantity of light curly hair on his 
hatless head, leaped up on one or the benches at the oppo- 
site side of the gangway running down the middle of the 
room, and apostrophized the company around him with ve- 
hement fistic gesticulation. Alas for the tranquillity of 
parents with pleasure-loving sons I — alas for Mr. Valentine 
Blyth's idea of teaching his pupil to be steady, by teaching 
him to draw ! — this furious young gentleman was no other 
than Mr. Zachary Thorpe, Junior, of Barcgrove Square. 

" D — n you all, you cowardly counter-jumping scoun- 
drels !" roared Zack, his eyes aflame with valor, generosity, 
and gin-and-water. " Wliat do you mean by setting on one 
man in that way ? Hit out, sir — hit out right and lefl ! I 
saw you insulted, and Fm coming to help you !" 

With these words Zack tucked up his cuffs, and jumped 
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into the raowd about bim. His height, streogth, «i 
4W a boxer carried him triumphsntly to the oppoeiu 
Two or three blows on the ribs, and one on the ti 
drew blood pleitlifully, only sened to Btimulat« his aidor 
and increue the pugilistic ferocity of his expressioo. In a 
mionte he was by the side of the man with the ekuU-cap; 
and the two were fighting back to back, amidst roars of sji- 
plaose from the audience at the upper end of the room, who 
were only spectators of the disturbance 

In the meau time the police had been snmmoned. But 
tiie WMtera down stairs, in their anxiety to see a struggle 
between two men on one side, and somewhere about two 
dozen on the other, had neglected to close the street door. 
The oonaeqneuce was, that all the cabmen on the stand out- 
side, and all the vagabond night-idlers in the vagabond 
neighborhood of the Snuggery, poured into the narrow pas- 
sage, and got up an impromplu riot of their own with the 
wuters, who tried, too late, to turn them oat. Jvst m the 
police were forcing their way tbroagh the throng below, 
Zack and the stranger bad fought tfa^ir waj out of the 
throng above, and had got clear of the room. 

On the right of the landing, aa they approached it, was a 
door, through which the man with the skull-cap now darted, 
dragging Zack after bim. His temper was just as oool, his 
quick eye just as vigilant as ever. The key of the door was 
inside. He locked it, amidst a roar of applauding laogbter 
from the people on the staircase, mixed with cries of "Po- 
lice 1" and ■" Stop 'em in the Court !" fi^m the waitera. Tie 
two then descended a Bteep flight of stairs at headlong 
speed, and found themselves in a kitchen, confronting an as- 
tonislied man-cook and two female servants. Zack knocked 
the man down before he could use the rolling-pin which he 
bad snatched up on their appearance; while the stranger 
coolly took a hat that stood on the dresser, and jammed it 
tight, with one smack of his lai^e hand, on yonng Thorpe's 
bare bead. The next moment they were oat in a conrt into 
wfaich the kitchen opened, and were running at the top of 
their speed. 

The police, on their aide, lost no time ; but they bad to 
get oat of the crowd in the passage and go round the front 
of the honse, before they conld arrive at the taming whkh 
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led into the conrt from the street. This gave the fbgitives 
a start ; and the neighborhood of alleys, lanes, and by-streets 
in which their flight immediately involved them, was the 
neighborhood of all others to fav<^ their escape. While the 
springing of rattles and the cries of "Stop thief!" were 
rending the frosty night air in one direction, Zack and the 
stranger were walking away quietly, arm in arm, in the 
other. 

The man with the skall-cap had taken the lead hitherto, 
and he took it still ; though, from the manner in which he 
stared about him at comers of streets, and involved himself 
and his companion every now and then in blind alleys, it 
was clear enough that he was quite unfamiliar with the 
part of the town through which they were now walking. 
Zack, having treated himself that night to his fatal third 
glass of grog, and having finished half of it before the figffl 
began, was by this time in no condition to care about fol- 
lowing any particular path in the great labyrinth of London. 
He walked on, talking thickly and incessantly to the stran- 
ger, who never once answered him. It was of no use to ap- 
plaud his bravery ; to criticise his style of fighting, which 
was anything but scientific ; to express astonishment at his 
skill in knocking his hat on again, all through the struggle, 
every time it was knocked off; and to declare admiration 
of his quickness in taking the cook's hat to cover his com- 
panion's bare head, which might have exposed him to sus- 
picion and capture as he passed through the streeta It 
was of no use to speak on these subjects, or on any others. 
The imperturbable hero, who had not uttered a word all 
through the fight, was as imperturbable as ever, and would 
not utter a word after it. 

They strayed at last into Fleet Street, and walked to the 
foot of Ludgate Hill. Here the stranger stopped, glanced 
toward the open space on the right, where the river ran, 
{rave a rough gasp of relief and satisfaction, and made direct- 
ly for Blackfriars Bridge. He led Zack, who was still thick 
in his utterance, and unsteady on his legs, to the parapet 
wall ; let go of his arm there, and, looking steadily in his face 
by the light of the gas-lamp, addressed him, for the first 
time, in a remarkably grave, deliberate voice, and in these 
words: 
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" Now, Aan, yoDog 'on, nppon ym ]iaU ■ -liiVKl^ Md 

wipe that bloody doh of yonim." 

Zwk, initead of ranntiog tbw niHwromoBioM wmmmt ^ 
epeaking to bim — which te in%fat iam A 
sober — bunt into A fiaatio fit of Un^tar. 
gravity and oompoBure of the i _ ~ 
contrasted with the oddity of the propoMtM by nUA ha 
opened the oonvenation, wonld hftTs been iinwiifililj lili 
orouB even to « man wfaoae fiwnltia* wm not io an trrrnr 
cated oonditioD. 

While Zaok waa Unghing till the tears rolled down bis 
cheeks, his odd ooinpanioD was lamfaig over the parapet ot 
the bridge, and palling off hia bUok Jdd gloTSB, which had 
suffered oonsiderably daring thaprogtcte of the fight. Hav- 
ing rolled them op into a h«ll, he Je^ed tbem contcmptaous- . 
If into the river. 

" There goes the first pair of glovea asevarlbadoa^aad 
the last as ever I mean to wear,** he said, aproadiag ort In 
brawny hands to the sharp night breeae. 

Young Thorpe heaved a few last expiring gaepa of Ungb- 
ter,then became quiet and serious from sheer exhaoaUaL 

"Go it again," said the man of the skull-cap, stariag at 
him as gravely as ever, " I like to hear yon." 

" I can*t go it ^ain," answered Zac^ fiuntly ; "Fm oat 
of breath. I say, old boy, you're quite a oharaoter I Who 
are you ?" 

" I ain't nobody in particular; and I don't know as Pre 
got a single friend to care about who I am in all Bagland," 
replied the other. " Give us your hand, young *un 1 In the 
foreign parts where I come from, when one man standa by 
another as you've stood by me to-night, them two are broth- 
ers together afterward. You needn't be a brother to me, if 
you don't like. I mean to be a brother to you, whether yon 
like it or not. My name's Mat. What's yonis P" 

"Zack," retnmed young Thorpe, clapping his new ao- 
quaintance on the back with brotherly lamiliarity already. 
" You're a glorious fellow, and I like your way of talking. 
Where do you come from, Mat ? And what do yon wear 
that queer cap under your hat for?" 

" I come from America last," replied Mat, as grave and 
deliberate as ever. "And I wear this cap because I havant 
got no scalp on my head." 



i 
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" What do you mean ?" cried Zack, startled into tempora- 
ry sobriety, and taking his hand off his new friend^s shoul- 
der as quickly as if he had put it on red-hot iron. 
• "I always mean what I say," continued Mat; "I've got 
that much good about me, if I haven't got no more. Me 
and my scalp parted company years ago. Fm here, on a 
bridge in London, talking to a young chap of the name of 
Zack. My scalp's on the top of a high pole in some Indian 
village, anywhere you like about the Amazon country. If 
there's any pufis of wind going there like there is here, it's 
rattling just now like a bit of dry parchment ; and all my 
hair's a flip-flapping about like a horse's tail, when the flies 
is in season. I don't know nothing more about my scalp or 
my hair than that. If you don't believe me, just lay hold 
of my hat, and I'll show you — " 

" No, thank you !" exclaimed Zack, recoiling from the of- 
fered hat. " I don't want to see it. But how the deuce do 
you manage without a scalp ? — I never heard of such a thing 
before in my life — ^how is it you're not dead ? eh ?" 

" It takes a deal more to kill a tough man than you Lon- 
don chaps think," said Mat. " I was found before my head 
got cool, and plastered over with leaves and ointment. 
They'd left a bit of scalp at the back, being in rather too 
great a hurry to do their work as handily as usual ; and a 
new skin growed over, after a little — a babyish sort of skin, 
that wasn't half thick enough, and wouldn't bear no new 
crop of hair. So I had to eke out and keep my head com- 
fortable with an old yellow handkercher ; which I always 
wore till I got to San Francisco, on my way back here. I 
met with a priest at San Francisco, who told me that I should 
look a little less like a savage if I wore a skull-cap like his, 
instead of a handkercher, when I got back into what he 
called the civilized world. So I took his advice, and bought 
this cap. I suppose it looks better than my old yellow 
handkercher ; but it ain't half as comfortable." 

" But how did you lose your scalp ?" asked Zack ; " tell us 
all about it. Upon my life, you're the most interesting fel- 
low I ever met with ! And, I say, lets walk about while we 
talk. I feel steadier on my legs now ; and it's so infernally 
cold standing here." 

"Which way can we soonest get out of this muck of 
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honflee ftnd streeUf^ asked Mat, eiirveying the London view 
around him with an cxpi-iBBJon of grim disgnsc "There , 
ain't no room, even on this bridge, for the wind to btovr hit- 
ly over a man. Vd just as Boon be emothered ap Id a bed, 
as smothered up in smoke and stink here." 

" What a delightful fellow you are l eo entirely out of the ' 
common way ! Steady, — "* — ''"and. The grog's not qnite 
oatofmyh(.'ad yet ; andi folthehiocoiighfl, Here'i 

my way home, and yonr way the fresh air, ifyoa really 

want iL Come along ; and tej bow yon loat your aealp." 

** There ain't nothing partK r to telL WliatV yoor 
name again ?** 

"Zack." 

" Well, Zack, I was out on a tramp, dodging about after 
any game that turned np, on the banks of the Amazon — " 

"Amazon? what's that? a woman — or a place?" 

"Did you ever hear of South America?" 

" I can't positively swear to it ; but, to the beat of my be- 
lief, I think I have." 

" Well ; the Amazon's a longish bit of river in thoM parta. 
I was out, as I told you, on the tramp." 

" So I should think ! yon look like the aort of man wbo b» 
tramped everywhere, and done every thing," 

" You're abont right there, for a wonder ! Pve drav cat- 
tle in Mexico ; I've been out with a gang that went to find 
an overland road to the North Pole; Pve worked through a 
season or two in catching wild horses on the Pampas ; and 
another season or two in digging gold in California. I went 
away from England, a tidy lad aboard ship ; and here I am 
back again now, an old vi^abond as hasn't a friend to own 
him. If you want to know exactly who I am, and what Pve 
been up to all my life, that's about as much as I oan tell 
yon." 

" Yon don't say so I Wait a minute, thongh ; there's one 
thing — you're not troubled with the hiccoughs, are yon, after 
eating supper ? (Pve been a martyr to hiccoughs ever since 
I was a child.) Bnt, I say, there's one thing yon haven't 
told me yet ; yon haven't told me what your other name is 
besides Mat. Mine's Thorpe." 

**I haven't beard the sonod of the other name yon'ra ask* 
ing after for a-matter of better than twenty year: and I 
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don't care if I never hear it again.'' His voice sank huskily, 
and he turned his head a little away from Zack as he said 
those words. ''They nicknamed me 'Marksman,' when I 
used to go out with the exploring gangs, because I was the 
best shot of all of them. You call me Marksman, too, if 
you don't like Mat. Mister Matthew Marksman, if you 
please: every body seems to be a 'Mister' here. You're 
one, of course. I don't mean to call you 'Mister,' for all 
that. I shall stick to Zack ; it's short, and there's no bother 
about it." 

"All right, old fellow ! and I'll stick to Mat, which is short- 
er still by a whole letter. But, I say, you haven't told the 
story yet about how you lost your scalp." 

"There's no story in it Do you know what it is to have 
a man dodging after you through these odds and ends of 
streets here ? I dare say you do. Well, I had three skulk- 
ing thieves of Indians dodging after me, over better than 
four hundred miles of lonesome country, where I might have 
bawled for help for a whole week on end, and never made 
any body hear me. They wanted my scalp, and they want- 
ed my rifle, and they got both at last, at the end of their 
man-hunt, because I couldn't get any sleep." 

" Not get any sleep. Why not ?" 

" Because they was three, and I was only one, to be sure I 
One of them kep' watch while the other two slept. I hadn't 
nobody to keep watch for me ; and my life depended on my 
eyes being open night and day. I took a dog's snooze once, 
and was woke out of it by an arrow in my face. I kep' on 
a long time afler that before I give out ; but at last I got 
the horrors, and thought the prairie was all aflre, and run 
from it. I don't know how long I run on in that mad state ; 
I only know that the horrors turned out to be the saving 
of my life. I missed my own trail, and struck into another, 
which was a trail of friendly Indians — people I'd traded 
with, you know. And I came up with 'em somehow, near 
enough for the stragglers of their hunting-party to hear me 
skreek when my scalp was took. Now you know as much 
about it as I do ; I can't tell you no more, except that I 
woke up like, in an Indian wigwam, with a crop of cool 
leaves on my head, instead of a crop of hair." 

"A crop of leaves! What a jolly old Jack-in-the-Green 
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yoQ mnst hAT« looked like ! Which of thoae bobts od jtm 
face ii thfl utow- wound, eh ? Oh, that's it — is it? I MJ, 
old boy, you've got a black eye ! Did any of those &llo«} 
in the buggery bit hard enough to hurt yon ?" 

** Hart me? Chaps like them Aurt Jtfe / /" Tickled by tl« 
eztraTaf(aDOe of the idea which Zack'a question snggnted 
to bim. Mat shook his sturdy shoulders, and iodalged hiat- 
mlf ID a grnff chuckle, which seemed to claim some sort of 
barbarons relationship with a laugh. 

"Ah I of course they haven't hurt yon : I didn't think ihej 
had," aaid Zack, whose pugilistic sympathies wer« deeplj' 
tonohed by the contempt with which his new friend treated 
the bnmpa uid bruises received in the fight. " tio on, Hu. 
I like adTentores of yonr sort. ^Vhat did you do after your 
head healed ap ?" 

" Well, I got tii-cd of dodging about the AmazoD, and 
went South, and k'^ti jivl to throw a lasso, and look a turn >l 
the wild horses. Galloping did my head good.** 

"It's just what would do my head good too. Tonn is 
the sort of life, Mat, for me I How did yon first come to 
lead it ? Did you run away from home ?" 

" No ; I served aboard ship, where I was put ont, hang 
too idle a vagabond to be kep' at home. I alwaya wanted 
to mn wild somewheres for a change ; but I didn't really go 
to do it, till I picked np a letter which was waiting for me 
in port, at the Brazils. There was news in that letter which 
sickened me of going home again ; so I deserted, and went 
off on the tramp. And Fve been mostly on the tramp ever 
since, till I got here last Sunday." 

" What I have you only been in England sinoe Snndayl" 

" That's all. I made a good time of it in California, where 
Pve been last, digging gold. My mate, as was with me, got 
a-talking about the Old Country, and wrooght on me so that 
I went back with him to see it again. So, instead of gam- 
bling away all my money over there" (Mat carelessly jerk- 
ed his hand in a westerly direction), 'Tve oome to spend it 
over here ; and I'm going down into the country to-morrow, 
to see if any body lives to own me at the old place." 

"And suppose nobody does ? What then ?" 

" Then I shall go back agun. After twenty yean among 
the aav^es, or little better, Fm not fit for the sort of thing 
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as goes on among you here. I can^t sleep in a bed ; I can^t 
stop in a room ; I can't be comfortable in decent clothes ; I 
can't stray into a singing-shop, as I did to-night, without a 
dust being kicked up all round me, because I haven't got a 
proper head of hair like every body else. I can't shake up 
along with the rest of you, nohow ; I'm used to hard lines 
and a wild country ; and I shall go back and die over there 
among the lonesome places, where there's plenty of room for 
me." And again Mat jerked his hand carelessly in the di- 
rection of the American continent. 

" Oh, don't talk about going back !" cried Zaok ; " you're 
sure to find somebody left at home — don't you think so 
yourself, old fellow ?" 

Mat made no answer. He suddenly slackened, then as 
suddenly increased his pace, dragging young Thorpe with 
him at a headlong rate. 

" You're sure to find somebody," continued Zack, in his 
off-hand, familiar way. '' I don't know — gently ! we're not 
walking for a wager — I don't know whether you're married 
or not ?" (Mat still made no answer, and walked faster than 
ever.) ** But if you haven't got wife or child, every fellow's 
got a father and mother, you know ; and most fellows have 
got brothers or sisters — " 

^ Good-night," said Mat, stopping short, and abruptly hold- 
ing out his hand. 

^ Why ! what's the matter now ?" asked Zack, in astonish- 
ment. ^' What do you want to part company for already ? 
We are not near the end of the streets yet. Have I said 
any thing that's offended you ?" 

^ No, you haven't. You can come and talk to me if you 
like, the day after to-morrow. I shall be back then, what- 
ever happena I said Pd be like a brother to you ; and that 
means, in my lingo, doing any thing you ask. Come and 
smoke a pipe along with me, as soon as I'm back again. Do 
you know Kirk Street ? It's nigh on the Market. Do you 
know a 'bacco-shop in Kirk Street ? It's got a green door, 
and Fourteen written on it in yaller paint When I cirn 
shut up in a room of my own, which isn't often, I'm shut up 
there. I can't give you the key of the house, because I want 
it mysel£" 

Street ? That's my way. Why can't we go on 
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togflther? Whftt do yon mat to ss; good-B%ht ben 
forr 

" BecMiBfl I wftut to bo left by mysolC It's not roar fiudt; 
bat yon've i>ct me thiutdng of Bometbing tbat dou't make bk 
easy ia my mind, I've led a loDesome life of it, yoang *ub; 
straying away inanthB and months out in the witdentcM, 
witboat a butuan being to epeak to. 1 dare say that wttaX ' 
a right sort of life for a man to t inpwilh; butlt/Wtak* 
np with it; and I can't get ovt liking it Bometimee sUIL 
When Pm not easy in my mind, want to be left loneeMns 
as I Dsed to be. I want it now. iood-nighL" | 

Before Znck could enter hJa new friend's address in bii ^ 
poclcet-boolc, Mat had crossed tl oad, and bad dtsappcanrd 
in the dark distance doited whLi ^^s-ligbts. In anotber m<y 
ment the la^t thump of his steady fooUtep died away 00 
the pavement, in the morning stillness of the street. 

" That's rather an odd fellow " — thonght Zack, aa he pu^ 
sued bis own road — "and we have goi actjnaintej with eath 
Other in rather an odd way. I shall certainly go and tee 
him though, on Thursday; somethiog may come of it (»• 
of these days." 

Zack was a careless guesser; but id this case he gncMod 
right. Something did come of it. 



CHAPTER n. 

THB PBODIGAL's SKTV^H. 



Wbbk Zack reached Baregrove Square, it was fonr in the 
momicg. The neighboring church clock struck the hour aa 
he approached his own door. 

Immediately after parting with Mat, malicious Fate so or> 
daiued it that he passed one of those late — or, to speak more 
correctly, early — public-bouses, which are open to costomera 
during the " small bonrs " of the morning. He was parched 
with thirst ; and the hiccoughing fit which had seised him in 
the company of his new friend had not yet subsided. "Sup- 
pose Z try what a drop of brandy will do for me," thonght 
Zack, stopping at the fatal entrance of the pnblio-bonae. 

He went in easily enough — ^bat he came out with no little 
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difficulty. However, he had achieved his purpose of curing 
the hiccoughs. The remedy employed acted, to be sure, on 

,, bb legs as well as his stomach — but that was a trifling phys- 

|. iological eccentricity quite unworthy of notice. 

He was far too exclusively occupied in chuckling over the 

p remembrance of the agreeably riotous train of circumstances 
which had brought his new acquaintance and himself to- 
gether, to take any notice of his own personal condition, or 
to observe that his course over the pavement was of a some- 
what sinuous nature, as he walked home. It was only when 
he pulled the door-key out of his pocket, and tried to put it 
into the key-hole, that his attention was fairly directed to 
himself; and then he discovered that his hands were helpless, 
and that he was also by no means rigidly steady on his legs. 
There are some men whose minds get drunk, and some 
men whose bodies get drunk, under the influence of intoxi- 
cating liquor. Zack belonged to the second class. He was 
perfectly capable of understanding what was said to him, 
and of knowing what he said himself, long after his utter- 
ance had grown thick, and his gait had become uncertain. 
He was now quite conscious that his visit to the public- 
house had by no means tended to sober him; and quite 
awake to the importance of noiselessly stealing up to bed — 
but he was, at the same time, totally unable to put the key 
into the door at the first attempt, or to look comfortably for 
the key-hole, without previously leaning against the area 
railings at his side. 

" Steady," muttered Zack, " Fm done for if I make any 
noise.'' Here he felt for the key-hole, and guided the key 
elaborately, with his left hand, into its proper place. He 
next opened the door, so quietly that he was astonished at 
himself— entered the passage with marvelous stealthiness — 
then closed the door again, and cried ^^ Hush !" when he 
found that he had let the lock go a little too noisily. 

He listened before he attempted to light his candle. The 
air of the house felt stranc^ely close and hot, afler the air 
out-of-doors. The dark stillness above and around him was 
instinct with an awful and virtuous repose; and was deep- 
ened ominously by the solemn tick-tick of the kitchen clock 
— never audible from the passage in the day-time : terribly 
and incomprehensibly distinct at this moment. 




"I ma\ bolt the door,"he whispered to himwU^''ti 
have Btrnok a — " Uere the unreliability of biwid; i 
carative ageol in cases of fermcniatioD in tbe a 
palpably demoDBtrated by a sudden retom of tbe I 
ing fit. ** Hush I" cried Zack for the second time, I 
tbe Ti<deiioe and euddeuttess of the relapse, and clapping U 
hand to his mouth when it was too late. 

After gn^iiig on his knees with exiraordinary penev«^ 
ance all roand the rim of bis bedroom candlestick, which 
stood on cme of the hall chairs, he succeeded — Dot id finding 
the box of matches — but in kgocking it off* the chair, and 
aendiag it rolling over the stone floor, until it was stopped 
by the opposite wall. With some difficulty he captored it, 
and Btniok a light, \crer, in all Zack's experience, bad any 
former matches caught flame with such a shrill report ai 
was proddoed from the one disastrous match which he hap' 
pened to Mlcct to light hia cuidic with. ^ 

The next thing l6 be done was to bolt the door. He SB^ 
ceeded very well with the bolt at the top, but fiuled B^sal- 
ly with the bolt at the bottom, which appeared partionlarty 
^fficult to deal with that ntghL It first of all creaked 
fiercely on being moved, then stuck spitefully just al tbe 
entrance of the staple, then slipped all of a suddoi, under 
moderate pressure, and ran like lightning into its appointed 
place, with a bang of malicious triumph. " If that doesn't 
bring my father down," thought Zack, listening with all his 
ears, and stifling the hiccoughs with all his might, "he's a 
harder sleeper than I take him for.** 

But no door opened, no voioe called, no aoand of any 
kind broke the mysterious stillness of the bedroom r^ons. 
Zack sat down on the stairs and took his boote 08^ got op 
again with some little difficulty, listened, took his candle- 
stick, listened once more, whispered to lumsel^ " Koir for 
it 1" and began the perilous ascent to his own room. 

He held tight by the banisters, only falling gainst them, 
and making them crack from top to bottom once, before be 
reached the drawing-room landing. He ascended the sec- 
ond flight of stairs without casualties of any kind, nndl he 
got to the top step, cloee by his lather's bedroom door. 
Here, by a dire fatality, the stUed hiccoughs burst beyond all 
control ; and distineUy asserted tbemselvea by one oonvat 
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flive yelp, which betrayed Zack into s start of horror. The 
Btart shook his csiidkatick: the extinguisher, wbicb lay 
loose in it, dropped out, hopped playfully down the Btono 
stairs, and rolled over the landing with a loud and lively 
ring — a devilish and brazen flourish of exultation in bonor 
of its own activity. 

" Oh Lord I" faintly ejaculated Zack, as be beard some- 
body's voice speaking, and somebody's body moving, in the 
bedroom ; and remembered that he had to mount another 
flight of stairs — wooden sturs this time — before he got to 
his own quarters on the garret floor. 

He went up, however, directly, with the recklessness of 
despair; every separate stair creaking and cracking under 
him, as if a young elephant had been retiring to bed instead 
of a young man. He blew out his light, tore off his clothes, 
and, slipping between the sheets, began to breathe elabo- 
rately, as if he was fast asleep — in the desperate hope of be- 
ing still able to deceive bis father, if Mr. Thorpe came up 
stairs to look afier him. 

No sooner had be assumed a recumbent position, than a 
lusty and ceaseless singing began in his ears, which bewil- 
dered and half deafened him. His bed, the room, the house, 
the whole world tore round and round, and heaved up and 
down frantically with him. He ceased to be a human be- 
ing: he became a giddy atom, spinning drunkenly in illim- 
itable space. He started up in bed, and was recalled to a 
sense of bis humanity by a cold perspiration and a deathly 
qualm. Hiccoughs burst from him no longer ; but they were 
succeeded by another and a louder series of sounds — sounds 
familiar to every body who has ever been at sea — sounds 
nautically and lamentably associated with white basins, 
whirling waves, and misery of mortal stomachs wailing in 
emetic despair. 

In the momentary pauses between the rapidly successive 
attacks of the malady which now overwhelmed hiro, and 
which he attributed in after-life entirety to the dyspeptic in- 
fluences of toasted cheese, Zack was faintly conscious of the 
sound of slippered feet ascending the stairs. His back was 
to the door. He had no strength to move, no coun^e to 
look round, no voice to rai»e in supplication. He knew that 
his door was opened — that a light came into the room — that 




ft voice aried ** l>egnKled b e— 1 1"— 
denly shut agun with a bang — md that Im waa Mk oan 
more in toUl darliDeH. Be did not can fiir tba ligmar 
the voiae, or the banging of the door: ha did not ttnfc of 
them afterward ; he did not moon over tlw p ■a^ «r ^ata- . 
late on the future. He jnat sank baek on hn piUow with 
a gasp, drew the clothes over him with a gnaa, aad M 
aeleep, blisafully reokleaa of the letributkni that waa to aom 
with the coming daylight. 

When he woke, late the next momiog, oonaeioaa of iilh 
iog at first except that it waa thawing &n ont-oMooi^ ■■! 
that he had a violent headaohe, bat gradnallf raoalled to a 
remembranoe of the memorable fight in the 8noggerx bj a 
sense of sorenesa in the riba, and a growing ocnnaUaB Ail 
bifl nose liad become too large for hia &oe, Zaok^ mamMf 
began, correctly though confusedly, to retrace the cinnm- 
stances attending hia return home, and his disaatroaa jonr- 
ney up stairs to bed. With these recollections were min- 
gled others of the light which had peuetrated into his room, 
after his own candle was out ; of the voice which had de- 
nounced him as a "Degraded beast;" and of the banging of 
the door which had followed. There could be no doubt 
that it was bis father who had entered the room and apos- 
trophized him in the briefly emphatic terms which he was 
now calling to mind. Never had Mr. Thorpe, on any former 
occasion, been known to call names or bang doors. It waa 
quite ck'ar that he had discovered every thing, and was ex- 
asperated with his son as he had never been exasperated 
with any other human being before in his life. 

Just as Zack arrived at this conclusioc, he heard the rus- 
tling of his mother's dress on the stairs, and Mrs, Thorpe, 
with her handkerchief to her eyes, preseoted herself woeful- 
ly at his bedside. Profoundly and penitently wretched, he 
tried to gain his mother's forgiveness before he encountered 
his father^a wrath. To do him justice, he was so thorough- 
ly ashamed to meet her eye, that he turned his face to the 
wall, and in that position appealed to his mother's compas- 
sion ID the most moving terms, and with the most vehemeut 
protestations which he had ever addressed to her. 

The only effect he produced on Mrs. Thorpe was to make 
her walk up and down the room in violent agitation, stib- 



biiig bitterly. Now and then a few words burst lamentably 
and incoherently from her lipB. They were jaet articalat« 
enough for him to gather from them that bis fether bad dis- 
covered every thing, had suffered in consequenoe from an at- 
tack of palpitation of the heart, and bad felt himself, on rising 
that morning, so unequal, both in mind and body, to deal 
nnaided with the enormity of his son's offense, that he had 
just gone out to request the co-operation of tlie Reverend 
Aaron Yollop. On discovering this, Zack's penitence changed 
instantly into a curious mixture of indignation and alarm. 
He turned round quickly toward his mother. But before he 
could open his lips she informed him, speaking with an un- 
exampled severity of tone, that be was on no account to 
think of going to the office as usual, but was to wait at home 
until his father's return, and then hurried from the room. 
The fact was, that Mrs. Thorpe distrusted ber own inflexibil- 
ity, if she staid too long in the presence of ber penitent son ; 
but Zack could not, unhappily, know this. He could only 
see that she left him abruptly afler delivering an ominous 
mesfiage, and could only place the gloomiest interpretation 
on her conduct. 

"When mother turns against me, Tve lost my last chance." 
He stopped before he ended the sentence, and sat up in bed, 
deliberating with himself for a minute or two. "I could 
make up my mind to bear any thing from my father, because 
he has a right to be angry with me, after what Pve done. 
But if I stand old Yollop again, Ptt be — " Here, whatever 
Zack said was smothered in the sound of a blow, expressive 
of fury and despair, which he administered to the mattress 
on which he was silting. Having relieved himself thus, ho 
jumped out of bed, pronouncing at last in real earnest those 
few words of fatal slang which had often burst from his lips 
in other days as an empty threat: 

" It's all over with me ; I must bolt from home," 
He refreshed both mind and body by a good wash; but 
still his resolution did not falter. He hurried on his clothes, 
looked out of window, listened at bis door; and alt this 
time his pnrpose never changed. Remembering but loo 
well the persecution he had already suffered at the hands of 
Mr. Yollop, the conviction that it would now be refloated 
with fourfold severity, was enough of itself to keep him firm 
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to his despente intention. When he had donc> dresnn^lni 
thoughts were Ruddtnly recalled by the eight of his pocbt- 
book to hie compatiioD of llie past night. As be refleet«4 
on the appointinenl for Thursday moraingiliis eyes bri^i* 
ened,Mid he said to himself aloud, while he tamed tveohtie- 
ly to the door, "Hut qaeer fellow tdked ol gaughtAU 
America, If I cant do bdj thing elae^ FH go baok irift 
him !" 

Just M bis hand wm on the loe^ ha WM itartled bf a 
knock at tbe door. He ofeaed i^ and fimod the hooaoaaid 
on the landing with a letter tot him. Batsnung to tba win- 
dow, he hastily undid the eaTeloptL SeTeral gajly-priited 
invitation-cards with ^It edges droi^ed oat. Tbora via • 
letter among them which proved to be in Mr, Bljth^ hand- 
writing, and ran thos : 



" Mt deab Zack, — ^The inclosed are the tickets Ibr my 
picture-show, which I told you aboat yesterday evening. I 
send them now, instead of waiting to give them to yon to- 
night, St Lavvie'a suggcBtion. She thinks only three days' 
notice, from now to Saturday, rather short, and considers it 
advisable to save even a few hours, so as to enable yoa to 
give yonr friondB the most time possible to make their ar- 
rangements for coming to my studio. Post all the invitation 
tickets, therefore, that you send about among your connec- 
tion, at once, as I am posting mine; and yon will save a day 
by that means, which is a good deal. Patty is obliged to 
pass yonr house this morning on an errand, bo I send my 
letter by her. How conveniently things sometimes turn out, 
don't they f 

" Introdnce any body you like ; but I should prefer inteUeft- 
ual people ; roy figure-subject of ' Columbus in sight of the 
New World' being treated mystically,and,therefore,adapt- 
ed tA tax the popular mind to the utmost Please warn 
your tnends beforehand that it is a work of high art, and 
that nobody can hope to understand it in a hurry. 

" Aficctionately yours, V. Blttb." 

The perusal of this letter reminded Zack of certain recent 
aspirations in tbe direction of the fine arts, which had Es- 
caped his slippery memory alt<^ther, while he was thinking 
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of bis future prospects. " Pll stick to my first idea," be 
thougbt, " and be bd artist, if BIytb will let me, after wbst's 
happened. If be won't, Tve got Mat to &11 back upon ; and 
ni run as wild in America as ever he did." 

Reflecting tbas, Zack descended oautioasly to tbe back 
parlor, which was called a " library." Tbe open door show- 
ed him that no one was in the room. He went in, and in 
great baste scrawled the following answer to Mr. Blyth's 
letter: 

"Mt dsab Bltth, — Thank yon for the tickets. I have 
got into a dreadful scrape, having been found out coming 
borne tipsy at four in the morning, which I did by stealing 
tbe family door-key. My prospects after this are so ex- 
tremely unpleasant that I am going to make a bolt of it. 
I write these lines in a tearing hurry, for fear my father 
should come home before I have done — be having gone to 
YoUop's to set the parson at me ^ain worse than ever. 

" I can't come to you to-nigbt, because yonr house would 
be the first place they would send to after me. But I mean 
to be an artist, if you won't deaert me. Don't, my dear fel- 
low ! I know I'm a scamp ; but I'll try and be a reformed 
character, if you will only stick by me. When you take 
your walk to-morrow, I shall be at the turnpike in the La- 
bnmnm Road, waiting for you, at three o'clock. If you 
won't come there, or won't speak to me when yon do come, 
I shall leave England and take to something desperate. 

" I have got a new friend — the best and most interesting 
fellow in the world. lie has been half his life in the wilds 
of America ; so, if you don't give me the go-by, I shall bring 
him to see your picture of Columbus. 

** I feel so miserably, and have got snch a headache, that 
I can't write any more. , 

"Ever yonra, Z. Thoepk, Jo." 

AAer directing this letter, and placing it in his pocket to 
be put into the post by his own hand, Zack looked toward 
the door and hesitated — advanced a step or two to go out — 
and ended by returning to the writing-table, and taking a 
fiesh sheet of paper out of the portfolio before him. 

"I can't leave the old lady (though she won't forgive me) 
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withont writing a line to keep up her Bpiriu and aay ffooi- 
bye," hfl thought, as he dipped the peu iu thv ink, and be- 
gan in his nioal daehiog, scrawling ivay. But he conld noi 
get beyond "My dear Mother." Tlie writing of iboee ihrw 
words Beemed to have euddenly paralyzed him. The stfong 
hand that had struck out so stardily all Jhrough the fight, 
trembled now at merely touching a sheet of paper. Still, he 
tried desperately to write Bomeihing, even if it were oniy 
the one word, "Good-bye** — tried till the tears came iiiio 
his eyes, and made all further effort hopclcsa 

He orarapled up the paper and rose hastily, brasbing away 
the tears with his hand, and feeling a strange dread and dia- 
tmst of bimself as he did bo. It was rarely, very rarely, that 
his eyes were moistened as they were moistened uow. Few 
human beings have lived to be twenty years of age withont 
shedding more tears than had ever been ahed by Zack. 

" I can't write to her while Fm at home, and I know she^ 
in the next room to me. I will send her a letter when Fra 
ont of the house, saying it's only for a little time, and that 
Vm coming back when the angry part of this infernal bnsi- 
ness is all blown over.** Such was his resolution, as he 
tore up the crumpled paper, aod went out (guickly into the 
passage. 

He took his hat from the table, Sta batf No: he re- 
membered that it was the hat which had been taken from 
the man at the tavern. At the most momentous instant of 
his life — when his heart was bowing down before the thought 
of his mother — when he was leaving home in secret, perhaps 
forever — the current of his thoughts could be incomprehen- 
sibly altered in its course by the influence of such a trifle aa 
this! 

It was thus with him ; it is thus with all of us. Our fac- 
ulties are never more completely at the mercy of the small- 
est interests of our being, than when they appear to be m<«t 
fully absorbed by the mightiest. And it is well for us that 
there exists tbis seeming imperfection in our nature. The 
tirstcnre of many a grief, after the hour of parting, or in the 
house of death, has begun, insensibly to ourselves, with the 
first moment when wo were betrayed into thiuking of so lit- 
tle a thing even as a daily meaL 

The rain which had accompanied the thaw was falling 
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faster and faster; inside the house was dead silence, and 
outside it damp desolation, as Zack opened the street door, 
and, without hesitating a moment, dashed out desperately 
through mud and wet, to cast himself loose on the thronged 
world of London as a fugitive from his own home. 

He paused before he took the turning out of the sqn&re ; 
the recollections of weeks, months, years past, all whirling 
through his memory in a few momenta of time. He paused, 
looking through the damp, foggy atmosphere at the door 
which he had just left — never, it might be, to approach it 
again; then moved away, buttoned his coat over his chest 
with trembling, impatient flngors, and saying to himself, 
" IVe dune it, and nothing can undo it now," turned his 
back resolutely on Baregrovc Square. 



CHAPTER in. 

TOR BEARCn BSGUK. 



Tne street which Mat hadchbsen for his place of residence 
in London was situated in a densely populous, and by no 
~ means respectable neighborhood. In Kirk Street the men 
of the fustian jacket and seal-skin cap clustered tumultuous 
round the lintels of the gin-shop doors. Here ballad-bellow- 
ing, and organ-grinding, and voices of coster-mongers, sing- 
ing of poor men's luxuries, never ceased all through the hnm 
of day, and penetrated far into the frowzy repose of latest 
nighL Here, on Saturday evenings especially, the butcher 
smacked, with.appreciating hand, the fat carcasses that hung 
aronndhim ; and, flourishing his steel, roared aloud to every 
woman who passed the shop door with a basket, to come in 
and buy — buy — buy ! Here, with foul frequency, the lan- 
guage of the natives was interspersed with such words as 
reporters indicate in the newspapers by an expressive black 
line ; and on this '* beat," more than on most others, the 
night police were chosen from men of mighty strength to 
protect the sober part of the street community, and ofnotv 
ble cunning to persuade the drunken part to retire harmless- 
ly brawling into the seclusion of their own homes. 

Such was the plaoe in which Mat had not up bis residence. 
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after twenty yeare of wandering amidst the wilds of iW | 
great American C'ontinent. 

Xever waa leuant of any order or degree known to make 
soch conditions with a landlord as were made by this eocea- 
trie stranger. Every household coDvcnience with which the 
people at the lodgings could offer to accommodate him, 3Iat 
considered to be a domestic nnisance wliicb it was partica- 
larly desirable to get rid oC He stipulated that Doboiiy 
shoald be allowed to clean his room hat himself; that the 
Berrant-of-AlI-Work shoald never attempt to make his bed, or 
offer to put riicets on it, or venture to cook him a morsel of 
dinner when he stopped at home ; and that be should be 
free to Btay away unexpectedly for days and nights togeth- 
er, if be dioeejMitbout either landlord or landlady presnming 
to be anxiouB or to make inquiries aboot htm, as long as they 
had his rent in their pockets. This rent he willingly cove- 
nanted to pay beforehand, week by week, «a long aa hia ataj* 
lasted ; and he was also ready to fee the servant oooanimal- 
ly, provided she wonid engage Bolemnly " not to npeet lua 
temper by doing any thing for him." 

The proprietor of the house (and tobacoo-sfaop) was at first 
extremely inclined to be distrustful ; but as he waa likewise 
extremely familiar with poverty, he was not proof ^unst 
the auriferous halo which the production of a handfhl of 
bright sovereigns shed gloriously over the oddities of the 
new lodger. The bargain waa struck ; and Mat went away 
directly to fetch bis personal baggage. 

After an absence of some little time, he retamed with a 
large corn-sack on his back, and a long rifle in his hand. 
This was his luggage. 

First patting the rifle on his bed in the back room, he 
cleared away all the little second-hand furniture with which 
the front room was decorated; packing the three rickety 
chairs together in one comer, and taming up the cracked 
round table in another. Then, untying a piece of cord 
which secured the mouth of the corn-sack, be emptied it over 
his shoulder into the middle of the room— just (as the land- 
lady afterward said) as if it was coals coming in instead of 
luggage. Among the things which fell out on the floor in 
a heap, were — some bear-skins and a splendid bufislo-hide, 
neatly packed ; a pipe, two red flannel shirts, a tobacco- 
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pooch, and an Indian blanket ; a leather bag, a gunpowder 
f ask, two sqnsreB of yellow soap, a ballet- mold, and a night- 
cap ; a tomahawk, a paper of nailB, a Bcmbbing-bnieh, a bam- 
mer, and an old gridiron. Having emptied the sack. Mat 
took up the buSalo-hide, and spread it out on his bed, with 
a very expressive sneer at the patch-work connterpane and 
meagre cnrtains. He next threw down the bear-skins, with 
the empty sack under them, in an unoccupied comer; prop- 
ped up the leather bag between two angles of the wall ; 
took his pipe from the floor; left every thing else lying in 
the middle of the room; and, sitting down on the bear-skins 
with his back against the bag, told the astonished landlord 
that he was quite settled and comfortable, and woald thank 
him to go down stairs and send up a pound of the strongest 
tobacco he had in the shop. 

Mat's subsequent proceedings daring the rest of the day — 
especially such as were connected with his method of laying 
in a stock of provisions and cooking his own dinner — exhib- 
ited the same extraordinary disregard of all civilized prece- 
dent which had marked his first entry into the lodgings. 
After he had dined, he took a nap on his bear-skins ; woke 
ap grumbling at the close air and the confined room; 
smoked a long series of pipes, looking out of window all the 
time with quietly observant, constantly attentive eyes; and,, 
finally, rising to the climax of all bis previous oddities, came 
down when the tobacco-shop was being shut up after the 
closing of the neighboring theatre, and coolly asked which 
was his nearest way into the country, as be wanted to clear 
his head, and stretch his legs, by making a walking night of 
it in the fresh air. 

He began the next morning by cleaning both his rooms 
thoroughly with his own hands; and seemed to enjoy the 
occupation mightily in his own grim, grave way. His din- 
ing, napping, smoking, and observant study of the street 
view from his window, followed as on the previous day. 
But at night, instead of setting forth into the country as be- 
fore, he wandered into the streets j and, in the course of his 
walk, happened to pass the door of the Snuggery. What 
happened to htm there is already known ; but what became 
of him afterward remains to be seen. 

On leaving Zack,be walked straight on; not slackening 
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rning to ^IM 
tfore he B»*™ 



Iiis pac:e,ni noticing whither he went, not turning t 
back till dij -break. It was past niwe o'clock before he pi»-" 
tiented himself at the tobacco-shop, bringing in with him a 
goodly share of mud and wet from the thawing ground nnd 
rainy sky outside. His long walk did not seem to have re- 
lieved the uneasiness of mind which had induced him to 
separate so suddenly from Zack. He talked almost perpet- 
ually to himself i coherent way; his heavy 
brow was contrai rs of the old wounds on 
his face looked s he first thing he did was 
to make some i dlord relating to railway 
traveling, and to m in which a certain ter- 
minus that he h foa eituated. Finding it 
not easy to mak any directions connected 
with this latter p jer suggested sending for 
a cab to take him w mt . ..j. He briefly assented to 
that anansemii'Tii; oeeupyiii<j the time before the vehicle 
arrived in walking sullenly backward and forward over the 
pavement in front of the shop door. 

When the cab came to take him up, he insisted, with 
characteristic regard lessDess of appearances, on riding upon 
the roof, because he could get more air to blow over him, 
and more space for stretching his legs in, there than inside. 
Arriving in this irregnlar and vagabond fashion at the ter- 
minus, he took his ticket for Dibbledean, a qniet little mar- 
ket-town in one of the midland counties. 

When he was set down at the station, he looked abont 
him rather perplexedly at first ; bat soon appeared to rec- 
c^ize a rtmd, visible at some little distance, which led to 
the town, and toward which he immediately directed his 
steps, scorning all oSefs of accommodation from the local 
omnibus. 

It did not happen to be market-day ; and the thaw look- 
ed even more dreary at Dibbledean than it looked in Lon- 
don. Down the whole perspective of the High Street there 
appeared only three human figures — a woman in pattens; a 
child under a large umbrella; and a man with a hamper on 
his back, walking toward the yard of the principal inn. 

Mat had slackened his pace more and more as he ap- 
proached the town, until he slackened it altogether at last, 
by coming to a dead stand-still under the walls of the old 
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church, which stood at one extremity of the High Street, in 
what seemed to be the subarban district of Dibbledean. 
He waited for some time, looking over the low parapet wall 
which divided the church-yard from the road — then slowly 
approached a gate leading to a path among the grave-stonen 
— stopped at it — apparently changed his purpose — and, turn- 
ing off abruptly, walked up the High Street 

He did not pause again till he arrived opposite a long, 
low, gabled house, evidently one of the oldest buildings in 
the place, though brightly painted and whitewashed, to look 
as new and unpicturesque as possible. The basement story / 
was divided into two shops ; which, however, proclaiftiiftd 
themselves as belonging now, and having belonged also ih^hmc- 
former days, to one and the same family. Over the larger 
of the two was painted in letters of goodly size : 

BRADFORD AND SON 
{UUe JOSHUA GRICE), 

JLinen^raperSy Hosiers^ etc.y etc. 

The board on which these words were traced was contin- 
ued over the smaller shop, where it was additionally super- 
scribed thus: 

MRS. BRADFORD 

{laU JOANNA ORICE), 

Milliner and Ihreas-maker, 

Regardless of rain, and droppings from eaves that trickled 
heavily down his hat and coat. Mat stood motionless, readinsr 
and re-reading these inscriptions from the opposite side of 
the way. Though the whole man, from top to toe, was the 
very impersonation of firmness, he nevertheless hesitated 
most unnaturally now. At one moment he seemed to be on 
the point of entering the shop before him — at another, he 
turned half round toward the church-yard which he had Ictl 
behind him. At last he decided to go back to the church- 
yard, and retraced his steps accordingly. 

He entered quickly Irjr the gate at which he had delayed 
Wfore, and pursued the path among the graves a little way. 
Then striking off over the grass, after a moment^s considera- 
tion and looking mboat him, he wound his course hither and 
thither among the turf moonds, and stopped suddenly at a 
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plain flftt abstone, raised horizontallv above Uie eartb bj 
a foot or Bu of brick-work. BcudJDg down over it, be rcwl 
the characters engraven oa the slab. 

There were four in sen pt ions, all of the simplest oaA short- 
est kiud, comprising nothing but a record of the n&mes, 
ages, and birth and death datea of the dead who lay be- 
neath. The first two inscriptions notified the deaths of 
children : "Joshof ishiia and Susan Grice,of 

this pariah, aged 1 "Susan Grice, daughter 

of the above, agei The next death record- 

ed was the mothi t was the father's, at the 

age of sixty-two. wed a quotatioo from the 

New TesUmen' tU ye t/iat are teeary and 

heavt/ laden, au st. It was on these lines, 

and on the reco he death of Joshua GHce 

the elder, that U.^, cj tly reader rested longest; 

his lips murmuring several times, as he looked down on the 
letters ; " He lived to be an old man — he lived to be an old 
man after all !** 

There was sufficient vacant space left toward the bottom 

*^ of the tombstone for two or three more inscriptions; and it 

'appeared as if Mat expected to have seen more. He looked 

intently at the vacant space, and measured it roughly with 

his fingers, comparing it with the space above, which was oo- 

I. copied by letters. " Not there, at any rate !" he said to him- 

^' self as he left the church-yard, and walked back to the town. 

This time he entered the double shop — the hosiery divis- 
ion of it — withont hesitation. No one was there, but the 
yonng man who served behind the counter. And right glad 
the yonng man looked, having been long left without a soul 
to apeak to on that rainy morning, to see some one — even a 
stranger with an amazing skull-cap under his hat — enter the 
shop at last 

What could he servo tho f[entlcinan with ? The gentleman 
had not come to buy. \\v ctn\j desired to know whether Jo- 
anna Grice, who used to keep tha diess- maker's shop, was 
still living ? 

Still living, certainly ! the yooi^'inan replied, with brisk 
civility. Miss Grice, whose broU^ once had the business 
now carried on by Hradford and SoA, still resided in the 
town; and was a very curiouB olcl person, who never went 
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out, and let nobody inride her doon. Host of her old 
friends were dead ; and those who were etiU alive she had 
broken with. She was full of fierce, wild ways ; was sus- 
pected of being crazy ; and was execrated by the boys of 
Dibbledean as an "old tiger«at" In all prolmbility her in- 
tellects were a little shaken, years ago, by a dreadful scan- 
dal in the family, which quite crushed them down, being 
very respectable, religions people — 

At this point the young man was interrupted, in a very 
nncivU manner, by the stranger, who desired to hear noth- 
ing abont the scandal, but who had another question to ask. 
This question seemed rather a difficult one to put; for he 
began it two or three times, in two or three different forms 
of words, and failed to get on with it. At last he ended by 
asking, generally, whether any other members of old Mr. 
Grice's family were still alive. 

For a moment or so the shopman was stupid and pnazled, 
and asked what other members the gentleman meant. Old 
]Urs. Grioe had died some time ago; and there had been 
two children who died young, and whose names were in the 
church-yard. Did the gentleman mean the second daugh- 
ter, who lived and grew up beautiful, and was, aa the story 
went, the cause of all the scandal ? If so, the young person 
ran away, and died miserably somehow — nobody knew how; 
and was supposed to have been buried like a pauper some- 
where — nobody knew where, unless it vas Miss Grice — " 

The young man stopped and looked perplexed. A sud- 
den change had passed over the strange gentleman's face. 
His swarthy cheeks had tamed to a cold clay color, through 
which his two scars seemed to bum fiercer than ever, like 
streaks of fire. His heavy hand and arm trembled a little 
as he leaned against the counter. Was he going to be 
taken ill ? So : he walked at once from the counter to the 
door — turned round thene, and asked where Joanna Grice 
lived. The youn.' pimii :iii-vv( n .l.the second turning to the 
right, down a r^irvvt, wbicli trhlid in a lane of cottages. 
Hiss Grice's wua Uic last eotiii>^v on the left hand ; but ho 
could assure the- ^cniK'nuD th.ii it would be quite useless to 
go there, for slif kt nobody in. The gentleman thanked 
him, and went, ucvrrthdew. 

"I didn't .think it wontd han' took me so," Mat said. 
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walking c ckly np the street; "and it wouldn't if Vi 
heard it anywhere else. Bui I'm uot the raao I wae, now 
Pm in the old place agaio. Over twenty year of hardening 
don't seem to liave hardened me yel !" 

He followed the directious given him, correctly enoafih, 
arrircd at the last cottage on his letl hand, and tried the 
garden gate. It v-"- ''■"'"•'' ■ «"■' there was no hell to ring. 
But the paling i was not scrupulous. He 

got over it, and [pottage door. It opened, 

like other doora " erely by turning the han- 

dle of the lock. ut any hesitation, and en- 

tered the first roi passage led him. It was 

a small parlor ; /^indow, which looked out 

on a garden, sat hin, dwarfish old woman, 

poring over a Ij )oked liko a Bible. She 

Ntarted from her cnair, as sne neard the sound of footsteps, 
and tottered up fiercely, with wild wandering gray eyes and 
horny threatening hands, to meet the intrndcr. He let her 
come close to him; then mentioned a name — pronotmcing it 
twice, very distinctly. 

She paused instantly, livid pale, with gaping lips, and anns 
hanging rigid at her side ; as if that name, or the voice iD 
which it had been uttered, had frozen up in a moment all the 
little life left in her. Then she moved hack slowly, groping 
with her hands like one in the dark — back, till she touched 
the wall of the room. Against this she leaned, trembling 
violently ; not speaking a word ; her wild eyes staring panic- 
stricken on the man who was confronting her. 

He sat down nnhidden, and asked if she did not remember 
him. 2fo answer was given ; no movement made that might 
serve instead of an answer. He asked again ; a little impa- 
tiently this time. She nodded her head and stared at him — 
still speechless, still trembling. 

He told her what he had heard at the shop ; and using 
the shopman's phrases, asked whether it was true that the 
daughter of old Mr. Grice, who was the cause of all the scan- 
dal in the family, had died long since, away from her home, 
and in a miserable way ? 

There was something in his look, as he spoke, which seem- 
ed to oblige her to answer against her will. She said Yes; 
and trembled more violently than ever. 
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He clasped his hands together ; his head drooped a little ; 
dark shadows seemed to move over his bent face ; and the 
scars of the old wounds deepened to a livid violet hue. 

His silence and hesitation seemed to inspire Joanna Grice 
with sadden confidence and con rage. She moved a little 
away from the wall, and a gleam of trinmph lightened over 
her face, as she reiterated her last answer of her own accord. 
^^ Yes ! the wretch who ruined the good name of the family 
te<Ms dead — dead, and buried &r off, in some grave by her- 
self—not there, in the church-yard with her father and moth- 
er — no, thank God, not there !** 

He looked up at her instantly when she said those words. 
There was some warning influence in his eye, as it rested on 
her, which sent her cowering back again to her former place 
against the walL Mentioning the name for the first time, he 
asked sternly where Mary was buried. The reply — doled out 
doggedly and slowly, forced from her word by word — was, 
that Mary was buried among strangers, as she deserved to 
be — at a place called Bangbury — far away in the next coun- 
ty, where she died, and where money was sent to bury her. 

His manner became less roughly imperatives, his eyes 
softened ; his voice saddened in tone, whei;^^*i^ke again. 
And yet, the next question that he put to Joanna Grice 
seemed to pierce her to the quick, to try her to the heart, 
as no questioning had tried her before. The muscles were 
writhing on her haggard face, her breath burst from her in 
quick, fierce pantings, as he asked plainly, whether it wa^ 
only suspicion, or really the truth, that Mary was with child 
when she left her home. 

No answer was given to him. He repeated the question, 
and insisted on having one. Was it suspicion, or truth ? 
The reply hissed out at him in one whispered word — Truth. 

Was the child bom alive? 

The answer came again in the same harsh whisper — Yes : 
bom alive. 

What became of it ? 

She never saw it — never asked about it — never knew. 
While she replied thus, her whispering accents changed, and 
rose sullenly to hoarse, distinct tones. But it was not till 
the questioner spoke to her once more that the smothered 
fury flashed out into flaming rage. Then, even as he raised 
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He rose up calmly ; 
his look, flpproacb - ^ '' 
was drowned t" 
No I DO ! no I 
with his shaniei 
her speak of w 
— never till ehb 
menti-seat ! Rel 
The only kindr 
under the great » 



his bead and opeoed bis lips, she staggered, with outstretob- | 
ed arms, up to the table at which she had been reading when 
he came in ; and struck her bony hands on the open Bible; 
and swore by the Word of Truth in that Book, that she would 
answer him no mora 

ind with Bomethtng of contempt in 
- -^' --|d spoke. But bis voice 
m her in screams of fury. 
How dare he come there, 
reatening eyes, and make 
ave passed her lips again 
bc'r account at the Judg- 
tipeak to her of relations, 
to own, lay heart-broken 
■yard. Relations! if they 
all came to life tins very mmuio, what could she have to 
do with tljoni, whose only relation was Death ? Yes ; Deatb, 
that was fatber, mother, brother, sister to her now I Death, 
that was waiting to take her in God's good time. What I 
would he stay on in spite of her ? stay atler she had sworn 
not to a mwc r bim another word ? 

Tes; nKiya resolved to stay — and resolved to know 
more. Had Mary left nothing behind her on the day when 
afae fled from her borne ? 

Some suddenly-conceived resolution seemed to calm the 
first fury of Joanna Grice's pasaion while he said those 
words. She stretched out her hand quickly, and griped him 
by the arm, and looked up in bis face with a wicked exulta- 
tion in her wild eyes. 

He was bent on knowing what that mined wretch lefl be- 
hind her? Well 1 he should see for himself I 

Between the leaves of Joanna Grice's Bible there was a 
key, which seemed to he used as a marker. She took it ont, 
and led the way, with toilsome step, and hands outstretched 
for support to the wall on one side and the banisters on the 
other, up the one flight of stairs which communicated with 
the bedroom story of the cottage. 

He followed close behind her : and was standing by her 
side, when she opened a door, and pointed into a room, tell- 
ing bim to take what he found there, and then go — abe cared 
not whither, so long as he went froiq her. 
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She descended the stairs again, as he entered the room. 
There was a close, faint, airless smell in it. Cobwebs, pendu- 
Ions and brown with dirt,hnng from the ceiling. The grimy 
window-panes saddened all the light that poured through 
them faintly. He looked round him, and saw no furniture 
anywhere ; no sign that the room had ever been lived in, 
ever entered even, for years and years past He looked 
again, more carefully : and detected, in one dim comer, some- 
thing covered with dust and dirt, which looked like a small 
box. 

He pulled it out toward the window. Dust flew from it 
in clouds. Loathsome, crawling creatures crept from under 
it and from off it. He stirred it with his foot still nearer to 
the faint light, and saw that it was a common deal-box, cord- 
ed. He looked closer, and through cobwebs, and dead in- 
sects, and foul stains of all kinds, spelled out a name that 
was painted on it : Maby Gricb. 

At the sight of that name, and of the pollution which cov- 
ered it, he paused, silent and thoughtful ; and, at the same 
moment, heard the parlor door below locked. He stooped 
hastily, took up the box by the cord round it, and lefl the 
room. His hand touched a substance, as he grasped the 
cord, which did not feel like wood. Examining the box by 
the clearer light falling on the landing from a window in the 
roof, he discovered a letter nailed to the cover. There was 
something written on it ; but the paper was dusty, the ink 
was faded by time, and the characters wei*e hard to decipher. 
By dint of perseverance, however, he made out from them 
this inscription: ^Justification of my conduct toward my 
niece ; to be read after my death. Joanna Grice." 

As he passed the parlor door, he heard her voice, reading. 
He stopped and listened. The words that reached his cars 
seemed familiar to them ; and yet he know not, at first, what 
book they came from. He listened a little longer ; his recol- 
lections of his boyhood and of home helped him ; and he 
knew that the book from which Joanna Grice was reading 
aloud to herself was the Bible. 

His face darkened, and he went out quickly into the gar- 
den ; but stopped before he reached the paling, and, turning 
back to the front window of the parlor, looked in. He saw 
her sitting with her back to him, with elbows on the table, 
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and hands rjrking feverishtj' in her taoglcd graj hair. Hi^r 
voice was atiU audible; bat the worda it pronounced oould 
no longer be distinguished. He waited at the window for 
a few monients; then lefl it suddenly, saying to himself "I 
wonder the book don't strike her dead !" Those were bis 
only words of farewell With that thonght in his heart, he 
tamed his back fi~ ''"" ""d on Joanna Grice. 

He went on taking the box with him, 

and looking ab- llercd place in which he 

could open it. rly a mile, he saw an old 

cattle-shed, a 1' road — a rotten, deserted 

place ; but it c shelter, even yet : so he 

entered it. 

There was oni ; dry enoagh, at least, to 

suit his purpose. t down, and cnt the cord 

round the boi — hesitated before ho opened it — and began 
by tearing away the letter outside, from the nail that fasten- 
ed it to the cover. 

It was a long letter, written in a close, crabbed hand. He 
ran his eye over it impatiently, till his attention was accident- 
ally caught and arrested by two or three lines, more clearly 
penned than the rest, near the middle of a page. For many 
years he had been unased to reading any written characters; 
but he spelled out resolutely the words in the few lines 
which first struck his eye, and found that they ran thus : 

" I have now only to add, before proceeding to the miser- 
able confession of our family di8honor,that I never afterward 
8aw,and only once heard of, the man who tempted my niece 
to commit the deadly sin, which was her rain in this world, 
and will be her rain in the next." 

Beyond those words, he made no effort to read further. 
Thrusting the letter hastily into his pocket, he turned once 
more to the box. 

It was sealed up with strips of tape, but not locked. He 
forced the lid open, and saw inside a few simple articles of 
woman's wearing apparel; a little work-box; a lace collar, 
with the needle and thread still sticking in it; several let- 
ters, here tied up in a packet, there scattered carelessly; a 
gayly-boand albam ; a quantity of dried ferns and flower 
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leaves that had apparently fallen from between the pages ; 
a piece of canvas with a slipper-pattern worked on it ; and 
a black dress-waistcoat with some unfinished embroidery on 
the collar. It was plain to him, at a fint glance, that these 
things had been thrown into the box anyhow, and had been 
left just as they were thrown. For a moment or two, he 
kept hia eyes fixed on the sad significance of the confusion 
dbplayed before him ; then turned away bis head, whisper- 
ing to himself, mournfully and many times, that name of 
"Mary," which he had already pronounced while in the 
presence of Joanna Grive. After a little, he mechanically 
picked out the letters that lay scattered about the box; 
mechanically eyed the broken seals and the addresses on 
each ; mechanically put them back again unopened, until he 
came to one which felt as if it had something inside it. Thu 
circumstance stimulated him into unfolding the inclosure, 
and examining what the letter might contain. 

Nothing bnt a piece of paper neatly folded. He undid 
the folds, and found part of a lock of hair inside, which he 
wrapped up again the moment be saw it, as if anxious to 
conceal it from view as soon as possible. The letter he ex- 
amined more deliberately. It was in a woman's handwrit- 
ing ; was directed to " Miss Mary Grice, Dibbledean ;" and 
was only dated " Bond Street, London. Wednesday." The 
]io8t-mark, however, showed that it had been written many 
years ago. It was not very long ; so he set himself to the 
task of making it all out from beginning to end. 

This was what he read ; 

"Mt DBiBBST Mast, — I have just sent you your pretty 
hair bracelet by the coach, nicely sealed and packed up by 
the jeweler. I have directed it to yon by your own name, 
as I direct this, remembering what you told me about your 
father making it a point of honor never to open your letters 
and parcels ; and forbidding that ugly Aunt Joanna of youni 
ever to do so either. I hope you will receive this and the 
little packet about the same time. 

"I will answer for your thinking the pattern of your 
bracelet much improved since the new hair has been worked 
in with the old. How slyly you will run away to your own 
room, and MwA unseen, like the flower in the poem, when 
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yon looli it. Tou may be ratber surprised, perhaps, U 

aee 6omi le gold fastenings iiitrodaced as additious; but ^ 
this, tLo jeweler told me, was a matter of neoesaity. Your 
poor dear sister's hair being: the ouly material of the brsc«- 
let, when you sent it up to me to be altered, was very dif- 
ferent from the hair of that faultlesa true-love of yours which 
yon also sent to } — -i— -> :- —i.i, j^ j^ ^^^ ;„ [^^.^^ hard- 
ly half long enoi -operty with poor Susan's, 
from end to en had to Join it with little 
gold clasps, as y. very prettily run in along 
with the old ha mntry jeweler could have 
done it half aa well to send it to London 
alter all. I ck r a judge of these things ; 
and I say posi v the prettiest hair brace- 
let I ever saw. 

"Do you see him as often as ever? lie ought to be true 
and faithful to you, when you ehow how dearly you love 
him, by mixing his hair with poor Susan's, whom you were 
always so fondly attached to. I say he ought ; but you are 
snre to say he tejfl— and I am quite ready, love, to believe 
that you are the wiser of the two. 

"I would write more, hut have no time. It is just the 
reg:a1ar London season now, and we are worked ont of our 
lives. I envy you dress-makers in the country ; and almost 
wish I was back again at Dibbledean, to be tyrannized over 
from morning to night by Miss Joanna. I know she is your 
aunt, my dear; but I can't help saying that I hate her very 
name I Ever your affectionate friend, 

"Janb Holdswobth. 

"P.S. — ^Hie jeweler sent back the hair he did not want; 
and I, as in duty bound, retnm it inclosed to yon, its lawful 



Those scars on Mat's face, which indicated the stir of 
strong feelings within him more palpably than either his ex- 
pression or his manner, began to bum redly again while he 
spelled his way through this letter. He crumpled it up has- 
tily roand the inclosure, instead of folding it as it had been 
folded before ; and was about to cast it back sharply into 
the box, when the sight of the wearing apparel and half-fin- 
ished work lying inside seemed to stay his hand, and teach 
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it on a sadden to move tenderly. He smoothed out the pa- 
per with care, and placed it very gently among the rest of 
the letters — then looked at the box thoughtfully for a mo- 
ment or two; took from his pocket the letter that he had 
first examined^and dropped it in among the others — then 
suddenly and sharply closed the lid of the box again. 

^ I can't touch any more of her things," he said to him- 
self; ^ I can't so much as look at 'em, somehow, without its 
making me — ^ he stopped to tie up the box ; straining at the 
cords, as if the mere physical exertion of pulling hard at 
something were a relief to him at that moment. '' Til open 
it again and look it over in a day or two, when Pm away 
from the old place here," he resumed, jerking sharply at the 
last knot — ^^ when Pm away from the old place, and have 
got to be my own man again." 

He left the shed, regained the road, and stopped, looking 
up and down, and all round him, indecisively. Where should 
he go next? To the grave, where he had been told that 
Mary lay buried? No: not until he had first read all the 
letters and carefully examined all the objects in the box. 
Back to London, and to his promised meeting next morning 
with Zack? Tes: nothing better was left to be done— back 
to London. 

Before nightfall he was journeying again to the great city, 
and to his meeting with Zack ; journeying (though he little 
th6aght it) to the place where the clue lay hid — the clue to 
the Mystery of Mary Grice. 



CHAPTER IV. 

FATB WOBKS, WTTH ZACK FOR AN IX8TRUMKNT. 

A QUARTER of an hour's rapid walking from his father's 
door took Zack well out of the neighborhood of Barcgrovc 
Square, and launched him in vagabond independence loose 
on the world. He had a silk handkerchief and sevenpcnce 
haif-penny in his pockets — his available assets consisted of 
a handiftmft gold watch and chain — his only article of bag- 
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gage was a bUcktboni elick — and his anchor of hope vaa tl 
pawnbroker. 

His fii'sl action, now that be had become his own maeter. 
was to go direct to the oearost stationer's shop that he could 
tind, and there to write the penitent letter to his mother 
over which his heart had titiled htm in the library at Bare- 
grove Square. I; -■<--- -- awkward, scrambling, aod 

iocofaerenl an epi >n as ever was composud. 

But Zack felt e* completed it — easier still 

when he bad acr into the post-office along 

with his other le ,ine Blytb. 

The next dut.^ i was the first great doty 

of civilized hum of an empty purse. Most 

young gentlero« life would have found the 

process of pawniug, ■ streets of London, and in 

broad daylight, rather an embarrassing one. Bfit Zack was 
bom impervious to a scnt^e of repjiei-lability. He marcbed 
into the first pawn-broker's he came to with as solemn an 
air of business, and marched out again with as serene an ex- 
pression of satisfaction, as if he had just been drawing a 
handsome salary, or just been delivering a heavy depout 
into the hands of his banker. 

Once provided with pecuniary resources, Zack felt bimseir 
at liberty to indulge forthwith in a holiday of hb own grant- 
ing. He opened the festival by a good long ride in a cab, 
with a bottle of pale ale and a packet of cigars inside, to 
keep the miserable state of the weather from affecting his 
spirits. He closed the festival with a visit to the theatre, 
a BOpper in mixed company, total self-oblivion, a bed at a 
tavern, and a blinding headache the next morning. Thus 
much, in brief, for the narrative of his holiday. The pro- 
ceedings, on his part, which followed that festival, claim at- 
tention next; and are of sufficient importance, in tbe results 
to which they led, to be mentioned in detail. 

The new morning was the beginning of an important day 
in Zack's life. Much depended on the interviews he was 
about to seek with his new friend, Mat, in Kirk Street, and 
with Mr. Btyth, at the turnpike in the Laburnum Road. As 
he paid his bill at the tavern, his conscience was not alto- 
gether easy, when he recalled a certain passage in his letter 
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to bis mother, which had assared her that he was on the 
high-road to reformation already. ^^ I'll make a clean breast 
of it to Blyth, and do exactly what he tells me, when I meet 
him at the turnpike.'' Fortifying himself with this good 
resolotion, Zack arrived at Kirk Street, and knocked at the 
private door of the tobacconist's shop. 

Mat, having seen him from the window, called to him to 
come ap, as soon as the door was opened. The moment they 
shook bands, yonng Thorpe noticed that his new friend look- 
ed altered. His face seemed to have grown downcast and 
weary, bis eyes heavy and vacant, since they had last met. 

** What's happened to yon?" asked Zack. '*You have 
been somewhere in the country, haven't you ? What news 
do you bring back, my dear fellow ? Good, I hope ?" 

** Bad as can be," returned Mat, gruffly. " Don't you say 
another word to me about it. If you do, we part company 
again. Talk of something else. Any thing you like ; and 
the sooner the better." 

Forbidden to discourse any more concerning his friend's 
affairs, Zack veered about directly, and began to discourse 
concerning his own. Candor was one of his few virtues : 
and he now confided to Mat the entire history of his tribula- 
tions, without a single reserved point at any part of the nar- 
rative, from beginning to end. 

Without putting a question or giving an answer, without 
displaying the smallest astonishment or the slightest sympa- 
thy. Mat stood gravely listening until Zack had quite done. 
He then went to the comer of the room where the round ta- 
ble was ; pulled the upturned lid back upon the pedestal ; 
drew from the breast-pocket of his coat a roll of beaver-skin ; 
slowly undid it; displayed upon the table a goodly collec- 
tion of bank-notes; and pointing to them, said to young 
Thorpe, ** Take what you want." 

It was not easy to surprise Zack ; but this proceeding so 
completely astonished him, that he stared at the bank-notes 
in speechless amazement. Mat took his pipe from a nail in 
the wall, filled the bowl with tpbacco, and pointing with the 
stem toward the table, gruffly repeated, ^^Take what you 
want" 

This time Zack found words in which to express himself, 
and niied them pretty freely to praise his new friend's unex- 

10 






ampled ; irosity, and to decline taking a single 
Hat deU>n^>ately lit his pipe, in the first place, and 1 
bluntly answered in these terms : 

" Take my advice, young 'un, and keep ail that talking for 
somebody else : it's gibberish to me. Don't bother ; and 
help yourself to what you want. Money's what you waul 
— though yon won't own it. That's money. When il'» 



and get mora While it 
t to stare at ? I told yon 
of what yon done for me 
^ brothers with you now. 
shake a loose leg at the 
waut? And wlieit you 
■k 'era over here." Wiih 
8kull-cap sat down on his 
himself with clouds of to- 



gone, I can go ba 
lasts, make it sp 
I'd be brothers " 
the other night. 
Get your watch i 
world. WiS yo 
have, just tie up 
those words the iu> 
bear-skins, and sulki.j 
bacco-smoke. 

Finding it impossible to make Mat understand those deli- 
cacies and refinements of civilised life which induce one gen- 
tleman (always excepting a clergyman at Easter-time) to de- 
cline accepting money from another gentleman as a gift — 
perceiving that he was resolved to receive all remonstrancea 
as so many declarations of personal enmity and distrust — and 
• well knowing, moreover, that a little money to go on vith 
would be really a very acceptable accommodatio^tander ex- 
isting circumstances, Zack consented to take two ten-pound 
notes as a loan. At this reservation Mat chuckled con- 
temptuously ; but yonng Thorpe enforced it, by tearing a 
leaf out of his pocket-book, and writing an acknowledgment 
for the sum he had borrowed. Mat roughly and resolutely 
refused to receive the document ; but Zack tied it up along 
with the bank-notes, and threw the beaver-skin roll back to 
its owner, as requested. 

" Do you want a bed to sleep in ?" asked Mat next, " Say 
yes or no at once I I won't have no more gibberish. Tm 
not a gentleman, and I can't shake np along with tbem aa 
are. It's no use trying it on me, yoang 'nn. Fm not much 
better than a cross between a savage and a Christian. Pm 
a battered, lonesome, scalped old vagabond — that's what I 
am 1 But I'm brothers with you for all that What's mine 
is yours; and if you tell me it isn't again, me and you are 
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likely to qaarreL Do yoa want a bed to sleep Id ? Tea? 
or No ?'' 

Yea ; Zack certainly wanted a bed ; but — 

^^ There's one for yon,'' remarked Mat, pointing tbroogh 
tbe folding-doors into the back room. "/ don't want it. I 
haven't slep' in a bed these twenty years and more, and I 
can't do it now. I take dog's snoozes in this comer ; and I 
shall take more dog's snoozes ont-of-doors in the day-time, 
when the sun begins to shine. I haven't been used to much 
sleep, and I don't want mnch. 60 in and try if the bed's 
long enough for you." 

Zack tried to expostulate again, but Mat interrupted him 
more gruffly than ever. 

^ I suppose you don't care to sleep next door to such as 
me," he said. ^ You wouldn't turn your back on a bit of 
my blanket, though, if we were out in the lonesome places 
together. Never mind ! You won't cotton to me all at 
once, I dare say. Well : I cotton to you in spite of that. 
D — n the bed ! Take it or leave it, which you like." 

Zack the reckless, who was always ready at five minutes' 
notice to make friends with any living being under tbe cano- 
py of heaven — Zack the gregarious, who in his days of roam- 
ing the country, before he was fettered to an office-stool, had 
** cottoned " to every species of rustic vagabond, from a trav- 
eling tinker to a resident poacher — at once declared that he 
would sleep in the offered bed that very night, by way of 
showing himself worthy of his host's assistance and regard, 
if worthy of nothing else. Greatly relieved by this plain 
declaration. Mat crossed his legs luxuriously on the floor, 
shook his great shoulders with a heartier chuckle than usu- 
al, and made his young friend free of the premises in these 
hospitable words : 

** There ! now the bother's over at last, I suppose," cried 
Mat. " Pull in the buffalo-hide, and bring your legs to an 
anchor anywhere you like. Pm smoking. Suppose you 
smoke too. — Hoi ! Bring up a clean pipe," cried this rough 
diamond, in conclusion, turning up a loose comer of the car- 
pet, and roaring through a crack in the floor into tbe shop 
below. 

The pipe was brought. Zack sat down on the buffalo- 
hide, and began to ask hb queer friend about the life he had 
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been leading in the wilds of Xorih and Sonth America. 
From short replies at first. Bint «as gradually beguiled into 
really relating Bome of bis adveDtures. Wild, barbarous 
fragments of narrative tbey were ; mingling togeiber in one 
darkly-fantaetic record, fierce triumphs and deadly dangere ; 
miseries of cold, and hunger, and thirst ; glories of fauntera' 
feasts iu mighty forr-stn : (rnld-finHings among desolate rocks ; 
gallopings for life f the blaring prairie ; com- 

bats with wild bi n wilder siill ; weeks of 

awful solitude in days and nights of per- 

ilous orgies ama » ■ visions of meteors in 

heaven, of hurt nd of icebergs blinding 

bright, when tbt itiful over the Polar seas. 

Young Thorpi, er of excitement. Here 

was the despcrati ng life of which he had 

dreamed ! He longea aD-i^mij m engage in it : he could 
have listened to descriptions of it all day long. Bat Mat 
was the last man iti the world to err, at any time, on the 
side of diffusenesB in relating the resnlts of his own experi- 
ence. And he now provokingly stopped, on a sudden, in the 
middle of an adventure among the wild horses on the Pam- 
pas ; declaring that be was tired of feeling his own tongue 
wag, and had got so sick of talking of himself, that he was 
determined not to open his mouth again — except to put a 
rump-steak and aj>ipe in it— for the rest of the day. 

Finding it impossible to make him alter thii resolution, 
Zack thought of his engagement with Mr. Blyth, and asked 
what time it was. Mat, having no watch, conveyed this in- 
quiry into the shop by the same process of roaring through 
the crack in the ceiling which he had already employed to 
produce a clean pipe. The answer showed Zack that he had 
barely time enough lefl to be punctual to his appointment iu 
the Laburnum Road. 

"I must be off to my friend at the turnpike," be said, ris- 
ing and putting on his hat ; " but I shall be back again in 
an honr or two. I say, have yon thought seriously yet about 
going back to America ?" His eyes sparkled eagerly as he 
put this question. 

"There ain't no need to think about it," answered Mat. 
" I mean to go back ; but I haven't settled what day yet. 
Pve got something to do first." His face darkened, and he 
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glanced aside at the box which he had brought from Dib- 
bledean, and which was now covered with one of his bear- 
skins. ^ Never mind what it is ; I've got it to do, and that's 
enough. Don't you go asking again whether I've brought 
news from the country, or whether I haven't. Don't you 
ever do that, and we shall sail along together easy enough. 
I like you, Zack, when you don't bother me. If you want to 
go, what are you stopping for? Why don't you clear out 
at once ?" 

Young Thorpe departed, laughing. It was a fine clear day, 
and the bright sky showed signs of a return of the frost. He 
was in high spirits, as he walked along thinking of Mat's wild 
adventures. What was the happiest painter's life, after all, 
compared to such a life as he had just heard described? 
Zack was hardly in the Laburnum Road before he began to 
doubt whether he had really made up his mind to be guided 
entirely by Mr. Blyth's advice, and to devote all his energies 
for the future to the cultivation of the fine arts. 

Near the turnpike stood a tall gentleman, making a sketch 
in a note- book of some felled timber lying by the road-side. 
This could be no other than Valentine — and Valentine it 
really was. 

Mr. Blyth looked unusually serious, as he shook hands with 
young Thorpe. ** Don't begin to justify yourself, Zack," he 
said ; *' I'm not going to blame you now. Let's walk on a 
little. I have some news to tell you from Baregrove Square.*^ 

It appeared from the narrative on which Valentine now 
entered, that, immediately on the receipt of Zack's letter, 
he had called on Mr. Thorpe, with the kindly purpose of en- 
deavoring to make peace between father and son. His mis- 
sion had entirely failed. Mr. Thorpe had grown more and 
more irritable as the interview proceeded ; and had accused 
his visitor of unwarrantable interference, when Valentine 
suggested the propriety of holding out some prospect of 
forgiveness to the runaway son. 

This outbreak Mr. Blyth had abstained from noticing, out 
of consideration for the agitated state of the s|)eaker's feel- 
ings. But when the Reverend Mr. Yollop (who had been 
talking with Mrs. Tliorpe up stairs) came into the room soon 
afterward, and joined in the conversation, words had been 
spoken which had obliged Valentine to leave the house. 
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The reitera on of eomo arguments on the side < 
which he had already advanced, had caused Mr. Yollop to 
hint, with extreme politeness and hnmilit^, that Mr. Blyth's 
profession was not of a nature to render him capable of 
estimating properly the nature and consequences of moral 
guilt ; while Mr. Thorpe had referred almost openly to the 
Bcandaloua reports wliii-li hud Tiwn spread abroad in certain 
quarters, years ago 
These insinuatione 
denounced them ' 
ploy ; and had 1 
communication 

About an be- 
"Private" bad o' 
The writer refem 
what h^iil pirciUTcii sic ir 



of Madonna's parentage, 
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ngest terms he could em- 
lived never to bold any 
>. Yollop or Mr. Thorpa 
I home, a letter marked 
him from Mrs. Thorpe, 
ipressiona of sorrow, to 
..■w of the momin::; acd 
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state of Mr. TTiorpe's health, which was such, that the family 
doctor (who bad just called) bad absolutely forbidden him 
to excite himself in the smallest degree by receiving any 
visitors, or by taking any active steps toward the recovery 
of bis absent son. If these rules were not strictly complied 
with for many days lo come, the doctor declared that the 
attack of palpitation of the heart, from which Mr. Thorpe 
had suSered on the night of Zack's return, might occur 
^ain, and might be stren^hened into a confirmed malady. 
As it wa!>, if proper care was taken, nothing of an alarming 
nature need be apprehended. 

Having referred to her hnsband in these terms, Mrs. 
Thorpe next reverted to herself. She mentioned the receipt 
of a letter from Zack ; but said it bad done little toward 
calming her anxiety and alarm. Feeling certain that Mr. 
Blyth would be the first friend her son would go to, she 
now begged him to use his influence to keep Zack from 
abandoning himself to any desperate courses, or from leav- 
ing the country, which she greatly feared be might be 
tempted to do. She asked this of Mr. Blyth as a favor to 
herself, and hinted that if he would only enable her, by 
granting it, to tell her hnsband, without entering into de- 
tails, that their son was under s^e guidance for the present, 
half the anxiety from which she was now suffering would 
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be ttUeviated. Here the letter ended abruptly, a request 
for a speedy answer being added in the postscript. 

** Now, ZacV* said Valentine, after he had related the re- 
sult of his visit to Baregrove Square, and had faithfully re- 
ported the contents of Mrs. Thorpe's letter, ^' I shall only 
add that whatever has happened between your father and 
me, makes no difference in the respect I have always felt for 
your mother, and in my earnest desire to do her every serv- 
ice in my power. I tell you fairly — as between friends — 
that I think yon have been very much to blame ; but I have 
sufficient confidence and faith in you to leave every thing 
to be decided by your own sense of honor, and by the affec- 
tion which I am sure you feel for your mother." 

This appeal, and the narrative which had preceded it, had 
their due effect on Zack. His ardor for a wandering life of 
excitement and peril began to cool in the quiet temperature 
of the good influences that were now at work within him. 
** It sha'n't be my fault, Blyth, if I don't deserve your good 
opinion,'' ho said, warmly. " I know I've behaved badly ; 
and I know, too, that I have had some severe provocations. 
Only tell me what you advise, and I'll do it — I will, upon 
my honor, for my mother's sake." 

** That's right! that's talking like a man!" cried Valen- 
tine, clapping him on the shoulder. "In the first place, it 
would be no use your going back home at once — even if 
you were willing, which I am afraid you are not In your 
father's present state, your return to Baregrove Square would 
do him a great deal of harm, and do you no good. Employ- 
ed, however, you must be somehow while you're away from 
home ; and what you're fit for — unless it's Art — I'm sure I 
don't know. You have been talking a great deal about 
wanting to be a painter; and now is the time to test your 
resolution. If I get you an order to draw in the British 
Museum, to fill up your mornings ; and if I enter you at 
some private Academy, to fill up your evenings (mine at 
home is not half strict enough for you) — will you stick to 
it?" 

"With all my heart," replied Zack, resolutely dismissing 
his dreams of life in the wilds to the limbo of oblivion. " I 
ask nothing better, Blyth, than to stick to you and your plan 
for the future." 
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" Bravo !" cried Valeniine, in his old gay, hearty rnaanrnv % 
" The heaviest load of anxiety that has been on my shont I 
dera for aoiue time past is ofl' now. I will write and cobi 4 
tort your mother this very aflemoou — " 

" Give her my love," interposed Zack. 

— " Giving her yonr love ; in the belief, of course, that yoa J 
are going to prove yourself worthy to send sneh a message," 
continued Mr. Bh i, and walk back at oooe, I 

The sooner I wrii happier I shall be. By- 1 

ihe-bye, there^s ai' queslion starts up nowj | 

which your mothe rgotten, in ibe hurry an4 ( 

agitation of wriiino hat are yon going t 

about money mi .bought about a place to J 

live in for the pi > you in any way ?" 

These questioi— one candid fona of a 

swer, which the na of Zack's character led 

liim to adopt without nesitation. He immediately related 
the whole history of his first meeting with Mat (fonnally de- 
scribing him, on this occasion, as Mr. Matthew Marksman), 
and of the visit to Eirk Street which bad followed it that 
very morning. 

Though in no way remarkable for excess of caution, or for 
the posaessiou of any extraordinary fund of worldly wisdom, 
Mr, Blyih frowned and shook his head suspiciously, while he 
listened to the cnrious narrative now addressed to him. As 
soon as it was concluded, he expressed the moat decided dis- 
approbation of the carelesa readinesa with which Zack had 
allowed a perfect stranger to become intimate with him — 
i-emindiug him that he had met his new acquaintance (of 
whom, by hia own confession, he knew next to nothing) in a 
very disreputable place — and concluded by earnestly rec- 
ommending him to break off all connection with so danger- 
ons an associate, at the earliest possible opportunity. 

Zack, on hia aide, was not slow in mustering arguments to 
defend his conduct. He declared that Mr. Marksman had 
gone into the Snuggery innocently, and had been grossly in- 
Bulted before he became the originator of the riot there. As 
to bis family affairs and his real name, he might have good 
and proper reasons for concealing them \ which was the more 
probable, as his account of himself in other respects was 
straightforward and unreserved enough. He might be a lit- 
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tie eccentric, and might have led an adventurous life ; but 
it was surely not fair to condemn him, on that account only, 
as a bad character. In conclusion, Zack cited the loan he 
had received, as a proof that the stranger could not be a 
swindler, at any rate ; and referred to the evident familiar- 
ity with localities and customs in California which he had 
shown in conversation that afternoon, as affording satisfac- 
tory proof in support of his own statement that he had gain- 
ed his money by gold-digging. 

Mr. Blyth, however, still held firmly to his original opin- 
ion ; and, first offering to advance the money from his own 
purse, suggested that young Thorpe should relieve himself 
of the obligation which he had imprudently contracted, by 
paying back what he had borrowed that very afternoon. 

" Get out of his debt," said Valentine, earnestly ; " get 
out of his debt, at any rate." 

^^You douH know him as well as I do," replied Zack. 
^ lie wouldn't think twice about knocking me down, if I 
showed I distrusted him in that way — and let me tell you, 
Blyth, he*s one of the few men alive who could really do it." 

** This is no laughing matter, Zack," said Valentine, shak- 
ing his head doubtfully. 

^I never was moi'e serious in my life," rejoined Zack. 
^I won't say I should be afraid, but I will say I should be 
ashamed to pay him his money back on the day when I bor- 
rowed it. Why, he even refused to accept my written ac- 
knowledgment of the loan ! I only succeeded in forcing it 
on him unawares, by slipping it in among his bank-notes ; 
and, if )^e finds it there, I'll lay you any wager you like, he 
tears ^t up, or throws it into the fire." 

Mr. Blyth began to look a little puzzled. The stranger's 
behavior about the money was rather staggering, to say the 
least of it. 

"Let me bring him to your picture-show," pureued Zack. 
"Judge of him yourself, before you condemn him. Surely 
I can't say fairer than that ? May I bring him to see the 
pictures ? Or will you come back at once with me to Kirk 
Street, where he lives?" 

"I must write to your mother, before I do any thing 
else ; and I have work in hand besides for to-day and to-mor- 
row," naid Valentine. "All things considered, yon had hotter 

10* 
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■bring j«. ienci, as you proposed jost now. But r 
the disUobiiun I always make between my pnblic Btadio tni 
my private house. I consider the glorious mUsion of Art to 
apply to every body; so I am proud to open my painting- 
room to any honest man who wants to look at my pictures. 
But the freedom of my other rooms is only for my own 
Irienda, I can't have straneera brought up stairs: remem- 
ber that," 

" Of course ! ' it, ray dear fellow. Only 

you look at old , and hear him talk ; and 

I'll answer for • 

"Ah, Zacl 1 were not so dreadfully 

careless ahoub linted with. I have oflen 

warned you tl urself or your friends into 

trouble some m xpect it. Where are you 

going to now ? 

" Back to Kirk Street. This is my nearest way ; and I 
promised Mat — " 

" Remember what you promised me, and what I am going 
to promise your mother — " 

" rU remember every thing, Bly th. Good-bye, and thank 
you. Only wait till we meet on Saturday, and yoa see my 
new friend, and you will find it all right." 

" I hope I sha'n't find it all wrong," said Mr, Blyth, fore- 
bodingly, as he followed the road to his own bouse. 



CHAPTER V. . ^ 

FATB WORKS, WITH MR. BLTTH FOR A!T INBTRCVENT. 

Thr great day of the year in Valentine's honse was al- 
ways the day on which his pictures for the Royal Academy 
Exhibition were shown in their completed state to friends 
and admiring spectators, congregated in his own painting- 
room. His visitors represented almost every variety of rank 
in the social scale ; and grew namerons in proportion as they 
descended from the higher to the lower degrees. Thus, the 
aristocracy of race was usually impersonated, in his studio, 
by his one noble patron, the Dowager Countess of Bramble- 
down ; the aristocracy of art by two or three Royal Acad- 
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emicians; and the aristooraoy of money by eight or ten 
highly respectable families, who came qnite as much to look 
at the Dowager Countess as to look at the pictures. With 
these last, the select portion of the company might be said 
to terminate ; and, after them, flowed in promiscuously the 
obscure majority of the visitors — a heterogeneous congrega- 
tion of worshipers at the shrine of art, who were some of 
them of small importance, some of doubtful importance, some 
of no importance at all ; and who included within their num- 
bers, not only a sprinkling of Mr. Blyth's old-established 
tradesmen, but also his gardener, his wife's old nurse, the 
brother of his house-maid, and the father of his cook. Some 
of bis respectable friends deplorsd, on principle, the " level- 
ing tendencies " which induced him thus to admit a mixture 
of all classes into his painting-room, on the days when he ex- 
hibited his pictures. But Valentine was warmly encouraged 
in taking this course by no less a person than Lady Bramble- 
down herself, whose perverse pleasure it was to exhibit her- 
self to society as an uncompromising Radical, a reviler of the 
Peerage, a teller of scandalous Royal anecdotes, and a wor- 
shiper of the memory of Oliver Cromwell. 

On the eventful Saturday which was to display his works 
to an applauding public of private friends, Mr. Blyth's stu- 
dio, thanks to Madonna's industry and attention, looked real- 
ly in perfect order — as neat and clean as a room could be. 
A semicircle of all the available chairs in the house — draw- 
ing-room and bedroom chairs intermingled — ranged itself 
symmetrically in front of the pictures. That imaginative 
•lassical landscape, " The Golden Age," reposed grandly on 
its own easel ; while " Columbus in Sight of the New World*' 
— the largest canvas Mr. Blyth had ever worked on, encased 
in the most gorgeous frame he had ever ordered for one of 
his own pictures — was hung on the wall at an easy distance 
from the ground, having proved too bulky to be safely ac- 
commodated by any easel in Valentine's possession. 

Except Mr. Blyth's bureau, all the ordinary furniture and 
general litter of the room had been cleared out of it, or hid- 
den away behind convenient draperies in comers. Backward 
and forward over the open space thns obtained, Mr. Blyth 
walked expectant, with the clastic skip peculiar to him; look- 
ing ecstatically at his pictures, as he passed and repassed 
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Tnysterioi.^ M a small manusuript which he carried is Ui 
hand, jann tied round witb blue ribbon ; BumedDtM bl- 
lowing the es of the composition in " Columbaa," by floor* 
ishing liis ngnt hand before it in the air, with dreamy artiat- 
ic grace; always, turn where be would, instinct from top to 
toe with an excitable activity which defied tbe very idea of 
i-est — and always hosnitablv rpadv lo msh to the door a 
receive the fii with open anus at a a 

ment'a notice. 

Above stairs, ir the scene was of a differ- 

ent kind. Here ■ Lhe expected vi^ton 

an event of imp awaited in perfect 

quillity and sileni^ in her usual position em. 

the couch-side of iver a small port-folio rf^ 

engravings ; and the front window, wbem^ 

><be could commaiiu ..v- the garden gate, and of 

the approach from it to the bouse. Tliis was always her 
place on the days when the pictures were shown ; for, while 
occupying this position, she was able, by signs, to indicate 
the arrival of the different guests to her adopted mother, 
who lay too far from the window to see them. On all other 
days of the year, it was Mrs, Blyth who devoted herself to 
Madonna's service, by interpreting for her advantage the 
pleasant convei-sations that she could not hear. On this 
day, it was Madonna who devoted herself to Mrs. Blyth's 
service, by identifying for her amusement the visitors whose 
approach up tbe garden walk she could not safely leave 
her bed to see. 

No privilege that the girl enjoyed under Valentine's roof 
was more valued by her than this ; for by the exercise of it 
she was enabled to make some slight retuni in kind for tbe 
affectionate attention of which she was the constant object. 
Mrs. Blyth always encouraged her to indicate who the dif- 
ferent guests were, as they followed each other, by signs of 
ber own oboosing, these signs being almost invariably sug- 
gested by some oharacieristic peculiarity of the person rep- 
resented, which her quick observation had detected at a first 
interview, and which she copied with the quaintest exact- 
ness of imitation. The correctness with which her memory 
preserved these signs, and retained, alter lung intervals, tbe 
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recollection of the persons to whom they alluded, was very 
extraordinary. The name of any mere acquaintance, who 
came seldom to the house, she constantly forgot, having 
only perhaps had it interpreted to her once or twice, and 
not hearing it, as others did, whenever it accidentally oc- 
curred in conversation. But if the sign by which she her- 
self had once designated that acquaintance — no matter how 
long ago — happened to be repeated by those about her, it 
was then always found that the forgotten person was re- 
called to her recollection immediately. 

FroA eleven till three had been notified in the invitation- 
cards as the time during which the pictures would be on 
view. It was now long past ten. Madonna still stood pa- 
tiently by the window, going on with a new purse which 
she was knitting for Valentine, and looking out attentively 
now and then toward the road. Mi*s. Blyth, humming a 
tune to herself, slowly turned over the engravings in her 
]K>rt-folio, and became so thoroughly absorbed in looking at 
them, that she forgot altogether how time was passing, and 
was quite astonished to heal^ Madonna suddenly clap her 
hands at the window, as a signal that the first punctual vis- 
itor had passed the garden gate. 

Mrs. Blyth raised her eyes from the prints directly, and 
Hmiled as she saw the girl puckering up her fresh, rosy face 
into a childish imitation of old age, bending her light fig- 
ure gravely in a succession of formal bows, and kissing her 
hand several times with extreme suavity and deliberation. 
These signs were meant to indicate Mrs. Blyth's father, the 
poor engraver, whose old-fashioned habit it was to pay hom- 
age to all his friends among the ladies, by saluting them 
from afitr off with tremulous bows and gallant kissings of 
the hand. 

"Ah !" thought Mrs. Blyth, nodding, to show that she un- 
derstood the signs — "Ah! there's father. I felt sure he 
would be the first; and I know exactly what he will do 
when he gets in. He will admire the pictures more than 
any body, and have a better opinion to give of them than 
any body else has ; but before he can mention a word of it 
to Valentine, there will be dozens of people in the painting- 
room, and then he will get taken suddenly nervous, and 
come up here to me.^ 
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na BJgna the advent of ivro more visitors. Firat, si 

raised lib. -and eliarply, and began pulling at an imag{> 
nary whisker on her own smooth cheek — then stood bolt 
upright, and folded her arms majestically over her bosom. 
^I^3. Blylh immediately recoguized the originals of these 
two pantomime portrait-Bketches. The one represented Sir. 
Hemlock, the sni lall newspaper, who was 
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carriage-st«p3 violently let aown. Madonna immediately 
took a seat on the nearest chair, rolled the skirt of her dress 
up into her lap, tacked both her hands inside it, then drew 
one out, and imitated the action of snuff-taking — looking up 
merrily at Mrs. Blyth, as much as to say, "Ton can't mis- 
take that, I think?" — Impossible! old Lady Brambledown, 
with her muff and snuff-bos, to the very bfe. 

Close on the Dowager Countess followed a visitor of low 
degree. Madonna — looking as if she was a little afraid of 
the boldness of her own imitation — began chewing an imag- 
inary quid of tobacco ; then pretended to pull it suddenly 
out of her month, and throw it away behind her. It was 
all over in a moment ; but it represented to perfection Man- 
gles, the gardener; who, tbongh an inveterate chewer of 
tobacco, always threw away his quid whenever he con- 
fronted his betters, as a duty that he owed to his own re- 
spectability. 

Another carrii^e. Madonna put on a supposititious pair 
of spectacles, pretended to pull them off, rub them bright, 
and put them on again ; then, retiring a little from the win- 
dow, spread out her dress into the widest dimensions that it 
could be made to assume. The new arrivals thus portrayed, 
were the doctor, whose spectacles were never clean enough 
to please him ; and the doctor's wife, an emaciated fine lady, 
who deceitfully suggested the presence of vanished charms, 
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by wearing a balloon under her gown — which benevolent 
mmor pronounced to be only a crinoline petticoat. 

Here there was a brief pause in the procession of visitors. 
Mrs. Blyth beckoned to Madonna, and began talking on her 
fingers. 

" No signs of Zack yet — are there, love ?'* 

The girl looked anxiously toward the window, and shook 
her head. 

^ If he ventures up here, when he does come, wa roust not 
be so kind to him as usual. He has been behaving very 
badly, and we must see if we canH make him ashamed of 
himself." 

Madonna's color rose directly. She looked amazed, sorry, 
perplexed, and incredulous, by turns. Zack behaving bad- 
ly ? — she would never believe it I 

^I mean to make him ashamed of himself, if he ventures 
near me /" pursued Mrs. Blyth. 

" And /shall try if I can't console him afterward," thought 
Madonna, turning away her head for fear her face should be- 
tray her. 

Another ring at the bell ! " There he is, perhaps," contin- 
ued Mrs. Blyth, nodding in the direction of the window, as 
she signed those words. 

Madonna ran to look : then turned round, and with a 
comic air of disappointment, hooked her thumbs in the arm- 
boles of an imaginary waistcoat. Only Mr. Gimble, the pic- 
ture-dealer, who always criticised works of art with his 
bands in that position. 

Just then, a soft knock sounded at Mrs. Blyth's door ; and 
ber father entered, sniffing with a certain perpetual cold of 
his which nothing could cure — bowing, kissing his hand, 
and frightened up stairs by the company, just as his daugh- 
ter had predicted. 

" Oh, Lavvie ! the Dowager Countess is down stairs, and 
her ladyship likes the pictures," exclaimed the old man, 
snuffling and smiling infirmly in a flutter of nervous glee. 

^ Come and sit down by roe, father, and see Madonna do- 
ing the visitors. It's funnier than any play that ever was 
acted." 

"And her ladyship likes the pictures," repeated the en- 
graver, his poor old watery eyes sparkling with pleasure as 
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he told hi9 tile moniel of good news over a 
down by the bediiide of his lavorile vliild. 

Ttie rings at tbo bell bcg&u to uiulft])!^ at oompound il 
tereet. Madonoa was hardly still at the window for a n 
mem, so many were the visitors whuse spproaoh up tht? guvq 
den walk it was now necessary for her to signalize. Down 
stairs, ail the vacant Beats lelt in the painting-room were 
filling i-apidly ; ami anders in tlm back places 

were getting iwo-t 

There was Lady whose calls at the stadiol 

always lasted the , sitting in the ceutre, of" 

place of honor, ta« ^ty, talking liberal senti- 

meots in a crack [)arently li-t-ling extreme 

pleasure in makir.^ ^ middle classes stare at 

her iu i*evercut amai^^.: ... two Royal Academicians 

— a saluraiue Acadeiuiciau, swadd led in a volumiooua cloak ; 
and a benevolent Acadfiuician, with a sIoTcnty umbrella, 
and a perpetual smile. Also, the doctor and his wife, who 
admired the massive frame of " Columbus," but said not 
a word about the picture itself. Also, Mr. Bullivant, the 
sculptor, and Mr. Hemlock, the journalist, exchanging sol- 
emnly that critical small talk, io which such words as "sen- 
suous," "aisthetic," "objective," and "subjeciive," occupy 
prominent places, and out of which no man ever bas suc- 
ceeded, or ever will succeed, in extricating an idea. Also, 
Mr. Gimble, fluently laudatory, with the whole alphabet of 
Art Jargon at his fingers' ends, and without the slightest 
comprehension of the subject to embarrass him in bis flow 
of language. Also, certain respectable families who tiied 
vainly to understand the pictures, opposed by other respect- 
able families who never tried at all, but confined themselves 
exclusively to the Dowager Countess. Also, the obscure 
general visitors, who more than made up in enthusiasm what 
they wanted in distinction. And, finally, the absolute de- 
mocracy, or downright low-life party among the spectators 
— represented for the time being by Mr, Blyth's gardener, 
and Mr. Blyth's cook's father — who, standing together mod- 
estly outside the door, agreed, In awe-struck whispers, that 
the "Golden Age" was a tasty thing, and "Columbus in 
Sight of the Xew World" a beautiful piece. 
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All Valentine's restlessness before the visitoi-s arrived was 
as nothing compared with his rapturous activity, now that 
they were fairly assembled* Not once had he stood still, or 
ceased talking, since the first spectator entered the room. 
And not once, probably, would he have permitted either 
his legs or his tongue to take the slightest repose until the 
last guest had departed from the Studio, but for Lady 
Brambledown, who accidentally hit on the only available 
means of fixing his attention to one thing, and keeping him 
comparatively quiet in one place. 

** I say, Blyth," cried her ladyship (she never prefixed the 
word "Mister*' to the names of any of her male friends) — 
" I say, Blyth, I can't for the life of me understand your pic- 
ture of Columbus. You talked some time ago about ex- 
plaining it in detail. When are you going to begin ?" 

" Directly, my dear madam, directly : I was only waiting 
till the room got well filled," answered Valentine, taking up 
the long wand which he used to steady his hand while he 
was painting, and producing the manuscript tied round with 
blue ribbon. "The fact is — I don't know whether you mind 
it ? — I have just thrown together a few thoughts on art, as 
a sort of introduction to — to Columbus, in short. They are 
written down on this paper — the thoughts are. Would any 
body be kind enough to read them, while I point out what 
they mean on the picture ? I only ask, because it seems 
egotistical to be reading my opinions about my own works. 
— Will any body be kind enough?" repeated Mr. Blyth, 
walking all along the semicircle of chairs, and politely offer- 
ing his manuscript to any body who would take it. 

Not a hand was held out. Bashfulness is frequently in- 
fectious ; and it proved to be so on this particular occasion. 

•* Nonsense, Blyth !" exclaimed Lady Brambledown. 
** Read it yourselC Egotistical ? Stuff ! Every body's ego- 
tistical. I hate modest men; they are all rascals. Head 
it, and assert your own importance. You have a better right 
to do so than most of your neighbors, for you belong to the 
aristocracy of talent — the only aristocracy, in my opinion, 
that is worth a straw." Here her ladyship took a pinch of 
snuff, and looked at the middle-class familie8, as much as to 
say, " There ! what do you think of that from a Member of 
your darling Peerage ?" 
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Thus loiiracred, Vnlenttiie took his station I 
linnd) beneath " Ci>lunibns,'' and unrolled the manuscript. 

" What a very peculiar man Mr, Blyth is !" whispered one 
of the lady visitors to an acquaintatice behind h«r. 

"And what a very unusual mixture of people he seems 
to have asked 1" rejoined the other, looking toward the 
<loor-way, where the demooracr loomed diffident in Sunday 
clothes. 



"The pictnref 
Valentine from 
principle—" 

"I beg your pi 
down, whose shf' 
entine and his " 
pies were therebj 
themselves. " I oeg yuui 



1 honor to exhibit," began 
' have been painted oo a 

itermpted Lady Bramble- 
t the remark made on Val- 
" and whose liberal princi- 
ited into publicly asserting 
; but Where's my old ally, 
the gardener, who was here laat time? — Out at the door, is 
he ? What does he mean by not comiug in ? Here, garden- 
er ! come behind my chair." 

The gardener approached, internally writhing under the 
honor of public notice, and covered with confnsion in conse- 
quence of the noise his boots made on the floor. 

*' How do you do ? and how are your family ? ^Vhat did 
you stop out at the door for P You're one of Mr, Blyth's 
guests, and have as much right inside as any of the rest of 
US. Stand there, and listen, and look about yon, and inform 
your mind. This is an age of progress, gardener ; your class 
is coming uppermost, and time it did too. Go on, Blyth." 
And again the Dowager Countess took a pinch of snnflT, 
looking contemptuously at the lady who had spoken of the 
"miiture of people," 

"I take the liberty," continued Valentine, resuming the 
manuscript, "of dividing all art into two great classes, the 
landscape subjects, and the figure subjects ; and I ventnre 
to describe these classes, in their highest development, under 
the respective titles of Art Pastoral and Art Mystic The 
'Golden Age' is an attempt to exemplify Art Pastoral, 
'Colnmbns in Sight of the Kew World' is an effort to ex- 
press myself in Art Mystic In the ' Golden Age ' " — (every 
body looked at Columbus immediately) — "in the *Golden 
Age,' " continned Mr. Blyth, waving his wand persuasively 
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toward the right picture, "you have, in the foreground 
bushes, the middle distance trees, the horizon mountains, 
and the superincumbent sky, what I would fain hope is a 
tolerably faithful transcript of mere nature. But in the 
group of buildings to the right " (here the wand touched 
the architectural city, with its acres of steps and forests of 
pillars), " in the dancing nymphs, and the musing philoso- 
pher ** (Mr. Blyth rapped the philosopher familiarly on the 
head with the padded end of his wand), ^' you have the Ideal 
— ^the elevating poetical view of ordinary objects, like cities, 
happy female peasants, and thoughtful spectators. Thus na- 
ture is exalted ; and thus Art Pastoral — no ! — thus Art Pas- 
toral exalts — no I I beg your pardon — thus Art Pastoral and 
Nature exalt each other, and — I beg your pardon again ! — 
in short, exalt each other — " 

Here Valentine broke down at the end of a paragraph ; 
and the gardener made an abortive effort to get back to the 
door-way. 

" Capital, Blyth I" cried Lady Brambledown. " Liber- 
al, comprehensive, progressive, profound. Gardener, don't 
fidget !'' 

" The true philosophy of art — the true philosophy of art, 
my lady," added Mr. Gimble, the picture-dealer. 

" Crude ^^ said Mr. Hemlock, the critic, appealing confi- 
dentially to Mr. Bullivant, the sculptor. 

** What f inquired that gentleman. 

" Blyth's principles of criticism," answered Mr. Hemlock. 

" Oh yes I extremely so," said Mr. Bullivant. 

^Having glanced at Art Pastoral, as attempted in the 

* Golden Age,' " pursued Valentine, turning over a leaf, " I 
will now, with your permission, proceed to Art Mystic and 

* Columbus.' Art Mystic I would briefly endeavor to de- 
fine as aiming at the illustration of fact on the highest im- 
aginative principles. It takes a scene, for instance, from his- 
tory, and represents that scene as exactly and naturally as 
possible. And here the ordinary thinker might be apt to 
say. Art Mystic has done enough." (" So it has," muttercMl 
Mr. Hemlock.) "On the contrary, Art Mystic has only be- 
gun. Besides the representation of the scene itself, the spirit 
of the age" — ("Ah I quite right," said Lady Brambledown; 




■"yes, yes, the ephit of tbe age") — "the spirit of the age 
which produced that sceae muKl also be iadicated, mystlcal- 
iy, by the introduction of those angelio or inferual winged 
forms— those cherubs aud airy female geuiusea — those de- 
mons and dragons of darkness — which so many illustrious 
painters have loog siuce tauglit ua to recoguise as iupersou- 
ating to the eye the cood and evil influences. Virtue and 
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■ing got smoothly to the 
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Ir. Gimble. 
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Hemlock. j 


" Very," assent© 




Bullivant. { 


"Go on — get to ii 


le y. 


dou'l stop so often," eaU 


Udy liranibledown. 


" Bless ruy 


stiiil, how the man rfiwa 



fidget !" This was not directed at Valentine (who, however, 
richly deserved it), but at the unhappy gardener, who had 
made a second attempt to escape to the sheltering obscurity 
of the door-way, and bad been betrayed by his bootSL 

" To esemplify what has just been remarked, by the pic- 
ture at my side," proceeded Mr, Blyth, "The moment 
sought to be represented is sunrise on tbe 12th of October, 
1492, when the great Columbus first saw land clearly at the 
end of his voyage. Observe, now, in the upper portions of 
the composition, how tbe spirit of the age is mystically de- 
veloped before the spectator. Of the two winged female 
figures hovering in the morning clouds, immediately over 
Columbus and his ebip, the first is the Spirit of Discovery, 
holding the oib of the world in her left hand, and pointing 
with a laurel crown (typical of Columbus's fame) toward the 
newly-discovered Continent, The other figure symbolizes 
the Spirit of Royal Patronage, impersonated by Queen Isa- 
bella, Columbus's warm friend and patron, who offered her 
jewels to pay his expenses, and who, throughout his perilous 
voyage, was with him in spirit, as here represented. The 
tawny figure with feathered head, floating hair, and wildly- 
extended pinions, soaring upward from the western horizon, 
represents the Genius of America advancing to meet her 
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grvtit (lis^coverer ; while the shadowy countenances, looming 
dimly throagh the morning mist behind her, are portrait- 
types of Washington and Franklin, who would never have 
flourished in America if that continent had not been discov- 
ered, and who are here, therefore, associated prophetically 
with the first voyagers from the Old World to the New." 

Pausing once more, Mr. Blyth used his explanatory wand 
freely on the Spirit of Discovery, the Spirit of Royal Patron- 
age, and the Genius of America — not forgetting an indica- 
tive knock apiece for the embryo physiognomies of Washing- 
ton and Franklin. Every body's eyes followed the progress 
of the wand vacantly ; but nobody spoke, except Mr. Hem- 
lock, who frowned, and whispered — "Bosh!" to Mr. Bull i- 
vant ; who smiled, and whispered — " Quite so," to Mr. Hem- 
lock. 

" Let me now ask your attention," resumed Valentine, " to 
the same mystic style of treatment, as carried from the sky 
into the sea. Writhing defeated behind Columbus's ship, in 
the depths of the transparent Atlantic, you have shadowy 
types of the difficulties and enemies that the dauntless navi- 
gator had to contend with. Crushed headlong into the wa- 
ters, sinks first the Spirit of Superstition, delineated by mo- 
nastic robes — the council of monks having set itself against 
Columbus from the very first. Behind the Spirit of Super- 
stition, and impersonated by a fillet of purple grapes around 
her head, descends the Genius of Portugal — the Portuguese 
having repulsed Columbus, and having treacherously sent out 
frigates to stop his discovery, by taking him prisoner. The 
scaly forms entwined around these two represent Envy, Ha- 
tred, Malice, Ignorance, and Crime generally ; and thus the 
mystic element is, so to speak, led through the sea out of the 
picture." 

(Another pause. Nobody said a word, but every body 
was relieved by the final departure of the mystic element.) 

"All that now remains to be noticed," continued Mr. 
Blyth, " is the central portion of the composition, which is* 
occupied by Columbus and his ships, and which represents 
the scene as it may actually be supposed to have occurred. 
Here we get to Reality, and to that sort of correctly-imita- 
tive art which is simple enough to explain itself. As a 
proof of this, let me point attention to the rig of the ships. 
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the actions of th£ eailors, an^, moro than all, to ( 
himself WeelcB of the most laborious consultation of ■ 
thurities of which the artist is capable have been expended 
over the impervoDation of that one figure — expended, i 
would say, in obtaining that faithful represcotatioD of indi- 
vidual character, which it is my earnest desire to combine 
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industrious baulings at ropes and manful tuggings at long 
oars; and, finally, let mo now direct your direction to the 
manner in which the muscular system of the famous navi- 
gator is developed about the arms in anatomical harmony 
with this idea. Follow the wand closely, and observe, bnratr 
ing, as it were, through his sleeves, the characteristic vigor 
of Columbus's Biceps Flexor Cubiti — " 

"Meroy on us I what's that?" cried Lady Brambledown. 
"Any thing improper?" 

"The Steeps Flexor CubUi, your ladyship," began the 
Doctor, delighted to pour professional information into the 
mind of a Dowager Countess, " may be literally interpreted 
as the Two-headed Bender of the Elbow, and is a muscle 
situated on, what we term, the Os — " 

"Follow the wand, my dear madam, pray follow the 
wand I This is the Biceps" interrupted Valentine, tapping 
till the canvas quivered again on the upper part of Colum- 
bus's arms, which obtntded their muscular condition through 
a pair of tight-fitting chamois leather sleeves, " The Biceps, 
Lady Brambledown, is a tremendously strong muscle — " 

" Which arises in the human body, your ladyship," inter- 
posed the Doctor, " by two heads — " 

" Which is used," continued Valentine, cutting him short 
— "I beg your pardon, Doctor, but this is important — which 
is used — " 
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I beg youre,** rejoined the Doctor, testily. "The origin 
of the muscle, or place where it arises, is the first thing to 
be described. The use comes afterward. It is an axiom of 
anatomical science — ^ 

** But, my dear sir !'' cried Valentine. 

** No," said the Doctor, peremptorily, " you must really 
excuse me. This is a professional point. If I allow eiTone- 
oos explanations of the muscular system to pass unchecked 
in my presence — " 

" I don^t want to make any !" cried Mr. Bly th, gesticula- 
ting violently in the direction of Columbus. " I only want 
to— '^ 

*^ To describe the use of a muscle before you describe the 
place of its origin in the human body,'' persisted the Doc- 
tor. ** No, my dear sir ! I can't sanction it. No, indeed ! 
I really c€m not sanction it !" 

** Will you let me say two words ?^ asked Valentine. 

** Two hundred thousand, my good sir, on any other sub- 
ject," assented the Doctor, with a sarcastic smile ; " but on 
this subject — ^" 

^ On art ?** shouted Mr. Blyth, with a tap on Columbus, 
which struck a sound from the canvas like a thump on a 
muffled drum. "On ait. Doctor? I only want to say that, 
as Columbus's early life must have exercised him considera- 
bly in hauling ropes and pulling oars, I have shown the large 
development of his Biceps muscle (which is principally used 
in those actions) through his sleeves, as a good characteristic 
point to insist on in his physical formation. — ^That's all ! As 
to the origin — " 

"The origin of the Biceps Flexor Cuhiti^ your Ladyship," 
resumed the pertinacious Doctor, " is by two heads. The 
first begins, if I may so express myself, tendinous^ from the 
glenoid cavity of the scapula — " 

" That man is a pedantic jackass," whispered Mr. Hem- 
lock to his friend. 

" And yet he hasn't a bad head for a bust !" rejoined Mr. 
BulHvant. 

" Pray, Mr. Blyth," pleaded the polite and ever-admiring 
Mr. Gimble ; " pray let me beg you, in the name of the com- 
pany, to proceed with your most interesting and suggestive 
explanations and views on art !" 




" Indi Mr. Oinible," said Valentine, a little erert-faJlOT 
under the unatomical castigation inflicted on him by the Doc- 
tor, " I am very much delighted and gratified by yoar a[>- 
proval ; but I have nothing more to read. I thought that 
point about Columbus a good point to leave off with, and 
considered that I mi^bt safety allow the rest of tbe picture 
to explain itself to the intelligent spectator." 

Hearing this-i a tore, evidently distmsttBE 

their own inl e leave — new visitors mak- 

ing their t < fill the vacant chairs Kni 

receive Mr ■ )c. Meanwhile, through all 

the bustle i ng friends, aud through all 

the bsMtrengbi. ineral talk, the voice of tbe 

unyielding d 00* solemnly of "capsular liga- 

tuenta," "adjat "'corracoid processes," to 

!Lady Brambleaown, ^..v, . \ to him with satirical cu- 
riosity, as a species of polite medical buffoon whom it rath«r 
amused her to become acquainted with. 

Among the next applicants for admission at the painting- 
room door were two whom Valentine had expected to see at 
a much earlier period of the day — Mr. Matthew Marksmau 
and Zack. 

" How late you are I" he said, as he shook hands with 
young Thorpe. 

" I wish I could have come earlier, ray dear fellow," an- 
swered Zack, rather importantly ; " but I had some business 
to do " (he had been recovering his watch from tbe pawn- 
broker) ; " and my friend here had some business to do also" 
(Mr. Marksman had been toasting red herrings for an early 
dinner); "and so somehow we couldn't get here before^ 
Mat, let me introduce you. This is my old friend, Mr. Blyth, 
whom I told you of." 

Valentine had barely time to take tbe hand of tbe new 
guest before bis attention was claimed by fresh visitors. 
Young Thorpe did the honors of the painting-room in the 
artist's absence. " Lots of people, as I told you. My friend's 
a great genius," whispered Zack, wondering, as he spoke, 
whether the scene of civilized life now displayed before Mr. 
Marksman would at all tend to upset his barbarian self-pos- 



No ; not in the least. There stood Mat, just oa grave. 



IIIDE-AKD-BBEB. 235 

oool, and qnietly observant of tfaingB aboat him as ever. 
Neither the pictares, nor the company, nor the staring of 
many eyes that wondered at his black ekull-cap and scarred 
Bwarthy face, were capable of disturbing the Olympian se- 
renity of this Jupiter of the backwoods. 

"There!" cried Zack, pointing triumphantly across the 
room to "Columbus." "Cudgel your brains, old boy, and 
gneas what that is a picture of, without coming to me to 
help yoo." 

Mat attentively surveyed the figure of Columbus, the rig 
of his ship, and the wings of the typical female spirits, hov- 
ering overhead in the morning clouds — thought a little^ 
then gravely and deliberately answered : 

" 'Peter Wilkins taking a voyage alcAig with his flying 
wives." 

Zack pulled out his handkerchief, and stifled his laughter 
as well as he could, out of consideration for Mat, who, how- 
ever, took not the smallest notice of him, but added, still 
staring intently at the picture : 

" Peter Wilkins was the only book I had when I was a tad 
aboard ship. I nsed to read it over and over again, at odds 
and ends of spare time, till I pretty nigh got it by heart. 
That was many a year ago; and a good lot of what I 
knowed then I don't know now. But, mind yc, it's my be- 
lief that Peter Wilkins was something of a sailor." 

"Well!" whispered Zack, humoring him, "suppose he 
wa^ what of that f" 

" Do yon think a man as was any thing of a sailor would 
ever be fool enough to put to sea in such a crafl as that?" 
asked Air. Marksman, pointing sconifully to Columbus's 
ship. 

" Hush I old Rough and Tough : the picture hasn't any 
thing to do with Peter Wilkins," said Zack. "Keep <|UK't, 
and wait here a minute for me. There are some friends of 
mine at the other end of the room that I must go and fjKvik 
to. And I say, if BIyth comes up to yon and asks you about 
the pictnre, say it's Columbus, and remarkably like him." 

Left by himself^ Mat looked about for better standing- 
room than he then happened to occupy ; and seeing a vacant 
space left between the door-post and Mr. Itlyth's bureau, re- 
treated to iL Putting his hands in his pockets, he lraii<-d 
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comfort J agaiDst the wall, and began to exsnuD? tlie 
room auu very thing in it at bis leisure. It wsa not long, 
however, Wfore he was disturbed. One of bis neighbora, 
seeinjf that liis back was against a large paper sketch nailed 
on the wall behind him, told him bluntly that he wa« doug 
mischief there, and made him change bis position. He moved 
accordingly to tho door-nosl: but even here be was not left 
in repose. A I rs arrived, and obliged him 

to make way f'- o the room — which he did 

by politely rt the door-post into the pas- 
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the place whL 
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pearance of flui 
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', Mr. Blyth bustled up to 
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y, but also with some ap- 
j of mind. The fact was, 
remembered that sbc bad 
yet through one of those* 
Irate the rays of light 



on a picture, when applied to the eye. Knowing, by former 
experience, that the studio was furnisbed with one of these 
little instruments, her ladyship now intimated her ardent 
desire to use it instantly on " Columbus." Valentine prom- 
ised to get it, with his usual ready politeness ; but he had 
not the slightest idea where it actually was, for all that. 
Among the litter of small things that had been cleared out 
of the way when the painting-room was put in order, there 
were several which he vaguely remembered having huddled 
together for safety in the bottom of his bureau. The tube 
might possibly have been among them ; so in this place he 
determined to look for it — being quite ignorant, if the search 
turned out unsuccessful, where he ought to look neit. 

After begging the new visitors to walk in, he opened the 
bureau, which was large and old-fashioned, with a little bright 
key hanging by a chain that he unhooked from his watch- 
guard, and began searching inside, amidst infinite confusion 
— all his attention concentrated in the effort to discover the 
lost tube. It was not to be found in the bottom of the bu- 
reau. He next looked, after a little preliminary hesitation, 
into a long narrow drawer opening beneath some pigeon- 
hole recesses at the back. 

The tube was not there either; and he shot the drawer to 
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again, carefally and gently — for inside it was the hair brace- 
let that had belonged to Madonna's mother, lying on the 
white handkerchief, which had also been taken from the dead 
woman's pocket. Jast as he closed the drawer he heard 
footsteps at his right hand, and turned in that direction 
rather sospiciously, locking down the lid of the bureaa as 
he looked roand. It was only the civil Mr. Gimble, wanting 
to know what Mr. Blyth was searching for, and whether he 
could help hinu Valentine mentioned the loss of the tube ; 
and Mr. Gimble immediately volunteered to make one of 
pasteboard. ^^ Ten thousand thanks," said Mr. Blyth, hook- 
ing the key to his watch-guard again, as he returned to Lady 
Brambledown with his friend. ^ Ten thousand thanks ; but 
the worst of it is, I don't know where to find the paste- 
board." 

If, instead of turning to the right hand to speak to Mr. 
Gimble, Valentine had turned to the leA;, he would have 
seen that, just as he opened the bureau and began to search 
in it, Mr. Marksman finding the way into the painting-room 
clear once more, had rolled himself quietly round the door- 
post again ; and had then, just as quietly, bent forward a 
little, so as to look sideways into the bureau with those ob- 
servant eyes of his which nothing could escape, and which 
had been trained by his old Indian experience to be always 
anscmpulonsly at work watching something. Little did Mr. 
Blyth think, as he walked away, talking with Mr. Gimble, 
and carefully hooking his key on to its swivel again, that 
Zack's strange friend had seen as much of the inside of the 
bureau as he had seen of it himself. 

^ He shut up his big box uncommon sharp, when that 
srailin' little chap come near him," thought Mat. ''And yet 
there didn't seem nothing in it that strangers mightn't see. 
There wasn't no money there — at least none that /set eyes 
on. Well I it's not my business. Let's have another look 
at the picter.** 

In the aflfaini of art, as in other matters, important discov- 
eries are sometimes made, and great events occasionally ac- 
complished, by very ignoble agencies. Mat's deplorable ig- 
norance of Painting in general, and grossly illiterate misun- 
derataoding of the subject represented by Columbus in par- 
ticalar, seemed to mark him out as the last man in the world 
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who could possibly be aseociated with Art llyftUc in tlit < 
character of guardian geuias. Tet §uch was the proud po- 
Bition which he was now selected by Fate to occnpy. In 
plain words, Mr. Blyih's greatest hietorica] work had bvrn 
tor some little time in immineDt danger of destruction br 
falltug; and Mat's "look at the picter" was the all-impor- 
tant look which enabled him to be the first person in the 
room who perceived that it was in peril. 

The eye with which Mr. Markemau now regarded the pic- 
lure was certainly the eye of a barbaiiao ; but the eye with 
which he afterward examined the supports by which it wa* 
suspended was the eye of a sailor, and of a good practical 
carpenter to boot. He saw directly that one of the two iron 
clamps to which the frame-lines of "Colnmbus" were at- 
tached had been carelessly driven into a part of the wall 
that was not strong enough to hold it againsi thf downward 
stress of the heavy fi-.Tuii'. I.itlle warning drililvls of loos- 
ened plaster had been trickling down rapidly behind the 
canvas ; but nobody heard them fall, in the general buzz of 
talking; and nobody noticed the thin, fine crack above the 
iron clamp, which was now lengthening stealthily minute 
by minute. 

" Just let me by, will you ?" said Mat, quietly, to some of 
bis neighbors. "I want to stop those flying women and 
the man in the crank sltip from coming down by the long 

Dozens of alarmed ladies and gentlemen started up from 
their chairs. Mat pushed through them unceremoniously, 
and was indebted to his want of politeness for being in time 
to save the picture. With a grating crack, and an accom- 
panying descent of a perfect slab of plaster, the loose elamp 
came clean out of the wall, just as Mat seised the unsup- 
ported end and side of the frame in his sturdy hands, and 
so prevented the picture from taking the fatal swing down- 
ward, which would have infallibly torn it from the remain- 
ing fastening, and precipitated it on the chairs beneath. 

A prodigious confusion and clamoring of tongues ensued; 
Mr. BIyth being louder, wilder, and more utterly useless in 
the present emergency than any of his neighbors. Mat, 
cool as ever, kept his hold of the picture ; an<], taking no 
notice of the confused advice and cumbersome help offered 
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to him, called to Zack to fetch a ladder, or, failing that, to 
^^ get a hoist '^ on some chairs, and cut the rope from the 
clamp that remained firm. Wooden steps, as yoang Thorpe 
knew, were usually kept in the painting-room. Where had 
they been removed to now ? Mr. Blyth's memory was lost 
altogether in hb excitement. Zack made a speculative 
dash at the flowing draperies which concealed the lumber 
in one comer, and dragged out the steps in triumph. 

"All right ; take your time, young 'un : there's a knife in 
my left-hand breeches-pocket," said Mat. " Now then, cut 
away at that bit of rope's-end, and hold on tight at top, 
while I lower away at bottom. Steady ! Take it easy, and 
— there you are !" With which words, the guardian genius 
left Art Mystic resting safely on the floor, and began to 
8hake his coat-tails free of the plaster that had dropped on 
them. 

" My dear sir ! you have saved the finest picture I ever 
painted," cried Valentine, warmly seizing him by both hands. 
*^ I can't find words to express my gratitude and admira- 
tion—" 

"Don't worry yourself about that," answered Mat ; " I 
don't suppose I should understand you if you cotUd find 'em. 
If you want the picter put up again, I'll do it. And if you 
want the carpenter's muddle-head punched who put it up 
liefore, I shouldn't much mind doing that cither," added 
Mat, looking at the hole from which the clamp had been 
torn with an expression of the profoundest workman-like 
disgust. 

A new commotion in the room — near the door this time — 
prevented Mr. Blyth from giving an immediate answer to 
the two friendly propositions just submitted to him. 

At the first alarm of danger, all the ladies — headed by 
the Dowager Countess, in whom the instinct of self-preser- 
vation was largely developed — had got as far away as they 
could from the falling picture before they ventured to look 
round at the process by which it was at last safely landed 
on the floor. Just as this had been accomplished, Lady 
Brambledown — who stood nearest to the door-way— caught 
sight of Madonna in the passage that led to it Mrs. Blyth 
had heard the noise and confusion down stairs ; and finding 
that her bell was not answered by the servants, and that it 
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was neit to impossible to overcome her fatheT*a oenoiu 
horror of confronting tbo company alone, had seat JMadoDtu 
down atairs with him, to assist in tindiog out what bad 
happened in the studio. 

While dcBcendiog the Btairs with bei- cotupaDion, the giH 
had anticipated thnt they might easily discmer whether | 
any thing was amiss without going farther than the pas- 
sage, by merely peeping through the studio door. But all 
chance of eflcaping the ordeal of the painting-room was 
lost the moment Lady Bramhiedown set eyes on her. *ni« 
Dowager Countess was one of Madonna's warmest admir- 
ers ; and now cjcpressed that admiration by pouncing on 
her with immense affection and enthusiasm from the paint- 
ing-room door-way. Other people, to whom the desj" and 
durob girl was a much mora interesting sight than " Colum- 
bus "or the "Golden Age," crowded round her; all trying 
together, with graat amiability aud email intelligeuoe, to 
explain what had happened by signs which no human being 
could possibly nnderst.iud. Fortunately for Majoun.i, Zack 
(who ever since he had cut the picture down had been as- 
Bailed by an incessant fire of questions about hia strange 
firiend from dozens of inquisitive gentlemen) happened to 
look toward her over the ladies' head), and came directly to 
explain the danger from which " Columbus " had escaped. 
She tried hard to get away, and bear the intelligence to 
Mrs. Blyth ; but Lady Bramhiedown, feeling amiably un- 
willing to resign her too soon, pitched on the poor engrav- 
er standing tremulous in the passage, as being qnite clever 
enough to carry a message up stairs, and sent him off to 
take the latest news from the studio to his daaghter im- 
mediately. 

Thus it was that, when Mr. Blyth left Zack's friend to see 
what was going on near the door, he found Madonna in the 
painting-room, surrounded by sympathizing and admiring 
ladies. The first words of explanation by which Lady Bram- 
bledown answered his mute look of inquiry reminded him 
of the anxiety and alarm that his wife must have suffered ; 
and he ran up stairs directly, promising to be back again in 
a minute or two. 

Mat carelessly followed Valentine to the group at the 
door-way, carelessly looked over some ladies' bonnets, and 



HIDB-ANIHSBBK. 241 

saw Madonna offering her slate to the Dowager Oountess at 
that moment. 

The sweet feminine gentleness and youthful softness of the 
girl's face looked inexpressibly lovely, as she now stood shy 
and confused under the eager eyes that were all gazing on 
her. Her dress, too, had never more powerfully aided the 
natural attractions of her face and figure by its own lovable 
charms of simplicity and modesty than now, when the plain 
gray merino gown, and neat little black silk apron which 
she always wore, were contrasted with the fashionable frip- 
pery of fine colors shining all around her. Was the rough 
Mr. Marksman himself lured at first sight into acknowledg- 
ing her influence ? If he was, his face and manner showed 
it very strangely. / 

Almost at the instant when his eyes fell on her, that clay- 
cold change which had altered the color of his swarthy cheeks 
in the hosier's shop at Dibbledcan passed over them again. 
The first amazed look that he cast on her slowly darkened, 
while his eyes rested on her face into a fixed, heavy, vacant 
stare of superstitious awe. He never moved — he hardly 
seemed to breathe — until the head of a pei*son before him 
accidentally intercepted his view. Then he stopped back a 
few paces, looked about him bewildered, as if he had forgot- 
ten where he was, and turned quickly toward the door, as if 
resolved to leave the room immediately. 

But there was some inexplicable influence at work in his 
heart that drew him back, in spite of his own will. He re- 
traced his steps to the group round Madonna, looked at her 
once more, and from that moment never lost sight of her till 
she went up stairs again. Whichever way her face turned, 
he followed the direction, outside the circle, so as to be al- 
ways in front of it. When Valentine re-appeared in the 
studio, and Madonna besought him by a look to set her free 
from general admiration, and send her back to Mrs. Blyth, 
Mat was watching her over the painter's shoulder. And 
when young Thorpe, who had devoted himself to helping 
her in communicating with the visitors, nodded to her as 
she led the room, his friend from the backwoods was close 
behind him. 

11* _. . 



niDE-AXD-SSKK. 



CHAPTER YI. 



TDK FINHrNG OF THE CLDK. 
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he beheld In his ttiend's lace ana manner. 

" Come ont," said Mat. Young Thorpe looked at him in 
amazement ; even tlie eotind of his voice had altered ! 

"What's wrong?" asked Zack. No aoswer. They went 
qnickly along the passage and dovn to the garden gate in 
silence. Aa soon aB they had got into one of the lonely by- 
roads of the new suburb, Mat stopped short, and, turning 
full on his companion, said : " Who ia she ?" The sudden 
eagerness with which he spoke, so strangely at variance 
with bis asiial deliberation of tone and manner, made those 
three common words almost startling to bear. 

"She? Who do you mean?" inquired young Thorpe. 
" I mean that young woman they were all staring at," 
For a moment Zack contemplated the anxiety visible in 
his friend's face with an expression of blank astonishment ; 
then burst into one of his loudest, heartiest, and longest fits 
of laughter. " Oh, by Jove, I wouldn't have missed this for 
fifly pounds. Here's old Rough and Tough smitten with 
the tender passion, like all the rest of us I Blush, you brazen 
old beggar, blush ! You've fallen in love with Madonna at 
first sight t" 
" D — n your laughing ! Tell me who she is." 
"Tell you who she is? That's exactly what I can't do." 
"Why not? What do you mean? Does she belong to 
that painter-man ?*' 
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^ Oh, fie, Mat Yon mustn't talk of a young lady belong- 
ing to any body as if she was a piece of furniture, or money 
in the Three per Cents., or something of that sort Con- 
found it, man, don't shake me in that way ! You'll pull my 
arm off. Let me have my laugh, and I'll tell you every 
thing." 

" Tell it, then, and be quick about it" 

*' Well, first of all, she is not Bly th's daughter — though 
some scandal-mongering people have said she is — " 

" Nor yet his wife ?" 

** Nor yet his wife. What a question ! He adopted her, 
as they call it, years ago, when she was a child. But who 
she is, or where he picked her up, or what is her name, Bly th 
never has told any body, and never mil. She's the dearest, 
kindest, prettiest little soul that ever lived ; and that's all I 
know about her. It's a short story, old boy ; but surpris- 
ingly romantic — isn't it ?" 

Mat did not immediately answer. He paid the most 
breathless attention to the few words of information which 
Zack had given him — repeated them over again to himself 
— reflected for a moment — then said, 

** Why won't the painter-man tell any body who she is ?" 

" How should I know ? It's a whim of his. And, I'll tell 
you what, here's a piece of serious advice for you : If you 
want to go there again and make her acquaintance, don't 
you ask Blyth who she is, or let him fancy you want to 
know. He's touchy on that point — ^I can't say why; but 
he is. Every man has a raw place about him somewhere : 
that's Blyth's raw place ; and if you hit him on it, you won't 
get inside of his house again in a hurry, I can tell you." 

Still Mat's attention fastened greedily on every word — 
still his eyes fixed eagerly on his informant's face — still he 
repeated to himself what Zack was telling him. 

" By-the-bye, I suppose you saw the poor dear little soul 
is deaf and dumb," young Thorpe continued. " She's been 
no from a child. Some accident; a fall, I believe. But it 
don't affect her spirits a bit. She's as happy as the day is 
long — that's one comfort." 

'^ Deaf and dumb ! So like her, it was a'most as awful as 
seeing the dead come to life again. She had Mary's turn 
with her head ; Mary's — poor creature ! poor creature I" 




S44 ItlDE-ANIt-SEEE. 

He whii 1 those words to himself under hia breath, his 
face turaei aside, his eyes wandering over the groiiod »1 
his feet wiln a faint, troubled, vacantly anxions expression. 

" Come ! come ! don't be getting into the dotefuU aV 
ready," cried Zack, admiDistcring an exbilarating tbnmp on 
the back to hia friend. "Cheer up! We're all ia love willi 
her; you're rovrtiig in the same boat with Bullivaot, and 
Gimblc, and me, id you'll get uiied to it in 

time, like the r the gcnerouB rival with 

you, brother Ma i all the benefit of my ad- 

vice gratis ; and our little beauty in regu- 

lar form. I doi D experience among the 

wild Indians n over here. How do yon 

mean to make i you ever make love to a 

squaw ?" 

"She isn't his t his daughter; he won't 

say where he picked Her up, or who she is." Repeating 
theae words to himself in a quick, qiiiet whisper, Mat did 
not appear to be listening to a single word that young 
Thorpe said. His mind was running now on one of the an- 
swers that he had wrested from Joanna Grice at Bibbledean 
— the answer which had informed him that Mary's child had 
been bom alive 1 

" Wake up, Mat ! You shall have your fair chance with 
the lady, along with the rest of ns ; and I'll undertake to 
qualify you on the spot for civilized courtship," continued 
Zack, pitilessly carrying on his joke, "In the first place, 
always remember tijat you mustn't go beyond admiration 
at a respectful distance, to begin with. At the second in- 
terview, you may make amorous faces at close quarters — 
what you call looking unutterable things, you know. At 
the third, you may get bold, and try her with a little pres- 
ent. Lots of people have done that before yon. Gimble 
tried it, and BuIHvant wanted to; but Blyth wouldn't let 
him; and I mean to give her — Oh, bythe-bye,I have an- 
other important caution for you." Here He indulged himself 
in a fresh burst of laughter, excited by the remembrance of 
hia interview with Mrs. Peckover, in Mr. Blyth's hall. "Re- 
member that the whole round of presents is open for you to 
choose from, except one ; and that one is a hair bracelet." 

Zack's laughter came to an abrupt termination. Mat had 
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rabed his head suddenly, and was now staring him full in 
the face again with a bright, searching look — an expression 
in which suspicious amazement and doubting curiosity were 
very strangely mingled together. 

"You're not angry with me for cracking a few respecta- 
ble old jokes ?'' said Zack. " Have I said any thing ? Stop I 
yes, I have, though I didn't mean it. You looked up at me 
in that savage manner, when I warned you not to give her 
a hair bracelet. Surely you don't think me brute enough 
to make fun of your not having any hair on your own head 
to give any body ? Surely you have a better opinion of me 
than that ? I give you my word of honor, I never thought 
of you, or your head, or that infernal scalping business, when 
I said what I did. It was true — it happened to m€.'* 

"IIow did it happen?" said Mat, with eager, angry curi- 
osity. 

" Only in this way. I wanted to give her a hair bracelet 
myself — my hair and Blyth's, and so on. And an addle- 
headed old woman, who seems to know Madonna (that's a 
name we give her) as well as Blyth himself, and keeps what 
she knows just as close, got me into a corner, and talked 
nonsense about the whole thing, as old women will." 

" What did she say ?" asked Mat, more eager, more angry, 
and more curious than ever. 

" She talked nonsense, I tell you. She said a hair brace- 
let would be unlucky to Madonna; and then told me Madon- 
na had one already ; and then wouldn't let me ask Blyth 
whether it was true, because I should get her into dreadful 
trouble if I said any thing to him about it ; besides a good 
deal more which you wouldn't care to be bothered with. 
But I have told you enough — haven't I? — to show I was 
not thinking of ycm, when I said that just now by way of a 
joke. Come, shake hands, old fellow. You're not offended 
with me, now I have explained every thing ?" 

Mat gave his hand, but he put it out like a man groping in 
the dark. Ilis mind was full of that memorable letter about 
a hair bracelet, which he had found in the box given to him 
by Joanna Grice. 

" A hair bracelet ?" he said, vacantly. 

" Don't be sulky !" cried Zack, clapping him on the shoul- 
der. 
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" A 1. bracelet is nolacky to the young iroman — uiA 
she's got one already" (he was weighing att«ntiv«ly the 
lightest word that Zack had spoken to him), " What** itj 
like ?" he asked aloud, turning suddenly to young Thorpe:, ■ 

" What's wliat like ?" • 

" A hair bracelet." 

" Still harping on that, after all ray explanations ! Like? 
Why it's hair pi. ' to fasten round the wnst, 

with gold at ea- by. What are yoa stop- 

ping for agftini iat,Mat,I can make cTery 

allowance for a • -etruck situatioa ; but if 1 

didn't know h spending the morning, I 

should say you 

They had bt quickly, while Mat asked 

what a hair brav it no sooner bad Zack told 

him than he came v< _ ise — started and changed 

€olor — opened his lips to apeak — then checked himself, and 
remained silent. The information which he had jnst re- 
ceived had recalled to him a certain object that he had seen 
in the drawer of Mr. Blytb's bureau ; and the resemblance 
between the two had at once flashed upon him. The impor- 
tance which this discovery assumed in his eyes, in connec- 
tion with what he had already heard, may be easily estimated, 
when it is remembered that his barbarian life had kept him 
totally ignorant that a hair bracelet is in England one of the 
commonest ornaments of woman's wear. 

" Are we going to stop here all day ?" asked Zack. " If 
you're taming from sulky to sentimental again, I shall go 
back to Blyth's and pave the way for yon with Madonna, 
old boy 1" He turned gayly in the direction of Valentine's 
house as he said those words. 

Mat did not offer to detain him ; did not say s word at 
parting. He passed his hand wearily over his eyes as Zack 
leflhim. "I'm soher," he said, vacantly, to himself; "I'm not 
dreaming ; I'm not light- headed, though I feel a'most like it. 
I saw that young woman as plain as I see them houses in 
front of me now; and by God, if she had been Mary's ghost, 
she couldn't have been more like her!" 

He stopped. His hand fell to his side; then fastened me- 
chanically on the raiiings of a house near him. His rough, 
misshapen fingers trembled round the iroD. Recollections 
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that had Blumbered for years and years past, were awaken* 
ing again awftilly to life within him. Through the obscarity 
and oblivion of long absence, through the changeless dark- 
ness of the tomb, there was shining out now, vivid and sol- 
emn on his memory, the image — as she had been in her youth- 
time— of the dead woman whose name was '^ Mary." And 
it was only the sight of that young girl, of that poor, shy, 
gentle, deaf and dumb creature, that had wrought the mir- 
acle! 

He tried to shake himself clear of the influences which 
were now at work on him. He moved forward a step or 
two, and looked up. Zack ? — where was Zack ? 

Away, at the other end of the solitary suburban street, just 
visible, sauntering along and swinging his stick in his hand. 

Without knowing why he did so. Mat turned instantly and 
walked after him, calling to him to come back. The third 
summons reached him: he stopped, hesitated, made comic 
gesticulations with his stick in the air — then began to re- 
trace his steps. 

The effort of walking and calling after him had turned 
Mat's thoughts in another direction. They now occupied 
themselves again with the hints that Zack had dropped of 
some incomprehensible connection between a hair bracelet, 
and the young girl who was called by the strange name of 
*^ Madonna." With the remembrance of this, there came 
back also the recollection of the letter about a bracelet, and 
its inolosure of hair, which he had examined in the lonely 
cattle-shed at Dibbledean, and which still lay in the little 
box bearing on it the name of " Mary Grice." 

" Well !" cried Zack, speaking as he came on. " Well, Cu- 
pid I what do you want with me now ?" 

Mat did not immediately answer. His thoughts were still 
traveling back cautiously over the ground which they had 
already explored. Once more he was pondering on that lit- 
tle circle of plaited hair, having gold at each end, and look- 
ing just big enough to go round a woman's wrist, which he 
had seen in the drawer of Mr. Blyth's bureau. And once 
again, the identity between this object and the ornament 
which young Thorpe had described as being the thing called 
a hair bracelet, began surely and more surely to establish it- 
self in his mind. 
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It was on the tip of Mat's tongue to emulate the comma- 
nicativenesa of young Thorpe, and to epeak unreservedly of 
what he had seen in the drawer of the bureau — but he sud- 
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"Is that, all yon i™... 
Mary." 

Mat had made his inquiry with the air of a man whose 
thoughts were far away from liia words, and who only spoke 
because he felt obliged to say something. Zack'a reply to 
his question startled him into instant and anxious attention. 

*' Mary !" he repeated, in a tone of suiprise. " What else 
besides Mary ¥" 

"How should I know? Didn't I try and beat it into your 
muddled old head, half an hour ago, that Blyth won't tell 
bis friends any thing about her?" 

There was another pause. The secrecy in which Mr. Blyth 
chose to conceal Madonna's history, and the sequestered 
place in the innermost drawer of his bureau where he kept 
the hair bracelet, began vaguely to connect themselves to- 
gether in Mat's mind. A curious smile hovered about his 
lips, and the cunning look brightened in his eyes, " The 
painter-man won't tell any thing about her, won't he ? Per- 
haps that thing in his drawer will." He muttered the words 
to himself, putting hia hands in his pockets, and mechanic- 
ally kicking away a stone which happened to lie at his feet 
on the pavement. 

" What are you grumbling about now ?" asked Zack. 
" Do you think I'm going to stop here all day for the pleas- 
ure of hearing you talk to youreelf ?" As he spoke, he vi- 
vaciously rapped his friend on the shoulder with his stick. 
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^ Trost me to pave the way for you with Madonna !" he call- 
ed out mischievously, as he turned back in the direction of 
Mr. Blvth's house. 

^ Trust me to have another look at vour friend^s hair 
bracelet,^ said Mat, quietly, to himselC ^ I'll handle it this 
time, before Fm many days older." 

lie nodded over his shoulder at Zack, and walked away 
quickly in the direction of Kirk Street. 



CHAPTER VII. 

TlIB BOX OF LEITEBS. 



Tub first thing Mat did when he got to his lodgings, was 
to fill and light his pipe. He then sat down on his bear- 
skins, and dragged the box close to him which he had 
brought from Dibbledean. 

Although' the machinery of Mat's mind was constructed 
of very clumsy and barbaric materials ; although book-learn- 
ing had never oiled it, and wise men's talk had never quick- 
ened it ; nevertheless, it always contrived to work on — much 
as it was working now — until it reached, sooner or later, a 
practical result. Solitude and Peril are stem school-masters, 
but they do their duty for good or evil, thoroughly with 
some men; and they had done it thoroughly, amidst the 
rocks and wildernesses of the great American continent, with 
Mat. 

Many a pipe did he empty and fill again, many a dark 
change passed over his heavy features, as he now pondered 
long and laboriously over every word of the dialogue that 
had just been held between himself and Zack. But not so 
much as five minutes out of all the time he thus consumed 
was, in any true sense of the word, time wasted. He had 
sat down to his first pipe, resolved that, if any human means 
could compass it, he would find out how the young girl whom 
he had scoi in Mr. Blyth's studio had first come there, and 
who she really was. When he rose up at last, and put the 
pipe away to cool, he had thought the matter fairly out from 
beginning to end, had arrived at his conclusions, and had 
definitely settled his future plans. 
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Roflection hud strengtbencd him in the resnlutioD to fd- 
low his first impuliie when he parlcd from Zacic in the street, 
and begin the attempt to penetrate the suapicioos wem thu 
hid from him aud from every one the origin of VftlentiDe't 
adopted child, hy getting possession of the hair bracelet wbkh 
he had seen laid awa^ in the inner drawer of the borean. 
As for any assignable reason for justifying him iu icsociar 
ting this hair bracelet with Madonna, he found it, to bis own 
satisfaction, in young Thorpe's account of the strwige wonls 
spoken by Mrs. Peckover id Mr. BIyth's haU — the suspicioot 
resulting from these hints being also immensely strength- 
ened, by his recoUecUons of the letter signed "Jane Uolds- 
worth," and containing an iucloenre of hair, which he had 
examined in the cattle-shed at Dibbledean. 

According to that letter, a hair bracelet (easily recogntisr 
ble if still in existence, by comparing it with the hair in- 
closed tu Jane Uoldsworth'a note) had once been the proper- 
ty of Mary Giii-e. Atcoulin^ to what Zaok had said, there 
was apparently some incomprehensible confnsioD and mys- 
tery in connection with a hair bracelet and the yonng wom- 
an whose extraordinary likeness to what Mary Grice had 
bee» in her girlhood, had first suggested to him the purpose 
he was now pursuing. Lastly, according to what he him- 
self now knew, there was actually a hair bracelet lying in 
the innermost drawer of Mr, Blyth's bureau — this latter fr^- 
ment of evidence assuming In his mind, as has been already 
remarked, an undue significance in relation to the fragmenU 
preceding it, from his not knowing that hair bracelets are 
found in most houses where there are women in a position 
to wear any jewelry ornament at all. 

Vague as they might be, these coincidences were sufficient 
to startle him at first — then to fill him with an eager, de- 
vouring curiosity — and then to suggest to him the uncertain 
and desperate course which he was now firmly resolved to 
follow. How he was to gain possession of the hair bracelet 
without Mr. Blyth's knowledge, and without exciting the 
slightest suspicion in the painter's family, he had not yet de- 
termined. But ho y^a resolved to have it, he was perfectly 
unscmpalouB as to means, and he felt certain beforfll>|nd d 
attuning his object. Whither, or to what excesses, thAt o^ 
ject might lead him, he never stopped and never cared to ^ 
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consider. The awful face of the dead woman (now fixed for- 
ever in his memory by the living copy of it that his own 
eyes had beheld) seemed to be driving him on swiftly into 
unknown darkness, to bring him out into unexpected light 
at the end. The influence which was thus sternly at work 
in him was not to be questioned — it was to be obeyed. 

His resolution in reference to the hair bracelet was not 
more firmly settled than his resolution to keep his real sensa- 
tions on seeing Madonna, and the purpose which had grown 
out of them, a profound secret from young Thorpe, who was 
too warmly Mr. Blyth's friend to be trusted. Every word 
thatZack had let slip had been of vital importance hitherto; 
every word that might yet escape him, might be of the most 
precious use for future guidance. " If it's his fun and fkb- 
cy,^ mused Mat, ^^ to go on thinking Pm sweet on the girl, 
let him think it. The more he thinks, the more he'll talk. 
All Fve got to do is to hold in^ and then he's sure to let 

While schooling himself thus as to his future conduct to- 
ward Zaok, he did not forget another person who was less 
close at hand certainly, but who might also be turned to 
good account. Before he fairly decided on his plan of ac- 
tion, he debated with himself the propriety of returning to 
Dibbledean, and forcing from the old woman, Joanna Orice, 
more information than she had been willing to give him at 
their first interview. But, on reflection, he considered that 
it was better to leave this as a resource to be tried, in case 
of the failure of his first experiment with the hair bracelet. 
One look at that — one close comparison of the hair it was 
made of, with the surplus hair which had not been used by 
the jeweler, in Mary Grice's bracelet, and which had been re- 
turned to her in her friend's letter — was all he wanted in the 
first place ; for this would be enough to clear up every pres- 
ent uncertainty and suspicion connected with the ornament 
in the drawer of Mr. Blyth's bureau. 

These were mainly the resolutions to which his long medi- 
tation had now crookedly and clumsily conducted him. His 
next immediate business was to examine those letters in the 
toz, which he had hitherto not opened ; and also to possess 
:« himtelf of the inclosure of hair in the letter to ** Mary Grice," 
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SO Uiat night hare it always sbont him ready 

emergency. 

Before he opeoed the box, bowex'er, be took a qDick,bii- 
patient turn or two up and down Lis miserable little room. 
Not once, since he had set forth to retoru to his own coun- 
try, and to the civilisation Irom which, for more than tweotv 
years, he had bep" "" nnt«a«t i.b<i he felt (to use big favorite 
expression) that 
A thrill of the o 
deadly peril rai 
den secret iuto 
oovery of wbici 
any means. ' 
dodging for lb 
Mat to himsel 
of a room, rubDing ai 



a man again," nntil now. 
le suspense of his days of 
he thought on the forbid- 
ut to pry, and for the dis- 
darc any hazard and use 
d through me, a'most like 
sloody Indians," muttered 
aly to and tro in bis C^e 
at the scars on his face, a* 



his 
bim. 



way » 



when any new excitement got the teller of 



At the very moment when this thought was rising omi- 
nously in his mind, Valentine was expoundiug anew the 
whole scope and object of " Columbus " to a fresh circle of 
admiring spectators — while his wife was interpreting to Ma- 
donna above stairs Zack's wildest jokes about his friend's 
love-stricken condition ; and all three were laughing gayly 
at a caricature, which he was maliciously drawing for them, 
of " poor old Mat " in the character of a scalped Cupid. 
Even the little minor globe of each man's social sphere has 
its antipode-points ; and when it is all bright sunshine in 
one part of the miniature world, it is all pitch darkness, at 
the very same moment, in another. 

Mat's face had grown suddenly swarthier than ever, while 
he walked across his room, and said those words to bimself 
which have just been recorded. It altered again, though, in 
a minute or two, and turned once more to the cold clay-color 
which had overspread it in the hosier's shop at Dibbledean, 
as he returned to his bear-skins and opened the box that had 
belonged to " Mary Grice." 

He took out first the letter with the inclosure of hair, and 
placed it carefully in the breast-pocket of his coat. He next 
searched a moment or two for the letter superscribed and 
signed by Joanna Grice ; and, having found it, placed it on 
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one side of him, on the floor. After this he paused a mo- 
ment, looking into the box with a curious, scowling sadness 
OD his face; while his hand vacantly stirred hither and 
thither the different objects that lay about among the pa- 
pers — the gayly-bound album, the lace collar, the dried flow- 
er-leaves, and the other little womanly possessions which 
had once belonged to Mary Orice. 

Then he began to collect together all the letters in the 
box. Having got them into his hands — some tied up in a 
packet, some loose — ^he spread them out before him on his 
lap, first drawing up an end of one of the bear-skins over 
his legs for them to lie on conveniently. He began by ex- 
amining the addresses. They were all directed to '^Mary 
Grice,'*in the same clear, careful, sharply-shaped handwrit- 
ing. Though they were letters in form, they proved to be 
only notes in substance, when he opened them : the writing, 
in some, not extending to more than four or five lines. At 
least fifteen or twenty were expressed, with unimportant 
variations, in this form : 

" My dearest Mart, — Pray try all you can to meet me 
to-morrow evening at the usual place. I have been waiting 
and longing for you in vain to-day. Only think of me, love, 
as I am now, and always, thinking of i/ou; and I know you 
will coma Ever and only yours, A. C." 

All these notes were signed in the same way, merely with 
initial letters. They contained nothing in the shape of a 
date, except the day of the week on which they had been 
written, and they bad evidently been delivered by some 
private means, for there did not appear to be a post-mark on 
any of them. One after another Mat opened and glanced 
at them — then tossed them aside into a heap. He pursued 
this employment quietly and methodically; but as he went 
on with it, a strange look flashed into his eyes from time to 
time, giving to them a certain sinister brightness which al- 
tered very remarkably the whole natuml expression of his 
face. 

Other letters, somewhat longer than the note already 
quoted, fared no belter at his hands. Dry leaves drop|H.Ml 
out of some, as he threw them 'aside; and little water-color 
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drawings of rare flowers Buttered oat of othcre. Hard b> 
taoical names wbiob lie could oot bjkII through, and deacnp- 
tioDs of plants which he coald not nnderslaad, occurred hm 
and there lii postl^c^ipts and detached paesagos of the longer 
letters. But still, whether long or short, they bore no »^- 
iiatiire but the initials "A. C ;" still the dates afforded no 
infomiatioD of the year, month, or place io whioh they bad 
been written ; and still Mat quietly and quickly tossed tbem 
aside oue atler the other, M-ithoul so mucb as a word or a 
sigh escaping him, but with that sinister brigblness flashing 
into hia eyes from time to time. Out of the whole noDiber 
of the letters, there were only two that he read more ihsa 
once through, and then poudercd over anxiously, before ' 
threw thorn from bim like the rest. 

The first of the two was expressed thuB : 

" I shall bring the dried ferae and the passion-flower for 
your album with me this evening. You can not imagine, 
dearest, tiow happy and how vain I feel at having made you 
as enthusiastic a botanist as I am myself. Since yon have 
taken an interest in my favorite pursuit, it has been more 
exquisitely delightful to me than any words can expTes& 
I believe that I never really knew bow to touch tender 
leaves tenderly until now, when I gather them with tbe 
knowledge that they arc all to be shown to you, and all to 
be placed in your dear hand. 

" Do you know, my own love, I thought I detected an al- 
teration in you yesterday evening? I never saw yon so 
serious. And then yonr attention oflen wandered ; and, 
besides, yon looked at me once or twice quite strangely, 
Mary — I mean strangely because your color seemed to be 
coming and going constantly without any imaginable rea- 
son. I really fancied, as I walked home — and I &DCy Btlli 
— that yon bad something to say, and were afraid to say 
it. Surely, love, yon can have no secrets from me! — Bat 
we shall meet to-night, and then you will tell me every 
thing (will yon not?) without reserve. Farewell, dearest, 
till seven o'clock." 

Mat slowly read the second paragraph of this letter twice 
over, abstractedly twisting aboat his great bristly wfaisken 
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between his finger and thumb. There was evidently some- 
thing in the few lines which he was thus poring over, that 
half saddened, half perplexed him. Whatever the difficulty 
was, he gave it up, and went on doggedly to the next letter, 
which was an exception to the rest of the collection, for it 
had a post-mark on it. He had failed to notice this, on 
looking at the outside; but he detected directly, on glan- 
cing at the inside, that it was dated differently fVom those 
which had gone before it. Under the day of the week was 
written the word " London " — noting which, he began to 
read the letter with some appearance of anxiety. It ran 
thus: 

" I write, my dearest love, in the greatest possible agita- 
tion and despair. All the hopes I felt and expressed to 
you, that my absence would not last more than a few days, 
and that I should not be obliged to journey farther from 
Dibblcdean than London, have been entirely frustrated. I 
am absolutely compelled to go to Germany, and may be 
away as long as three or four months. You see, I tell you 
the worst at once, Mary, because I know your courage and 
high spirit, and feel sare that you will bear up bravely 
against this unforeseen parting, for both our sakes. How 
glad I am that I gave you my hair for your bracelet, when 
I did ; and that I got yours in return ! It will be such a 
consolation to both of us to have our keepsakes to look at 

DOW. 

" If it only rested with me to go or not, no earthly con- 
sideration should induce me to take this journey. But the 
rights and interests of others are concerned in my setting 
forth ; and I must, therefore, depart at the expense of my 
own wishes, and my own happiness. I go this very day, 
and can only steal a few minutes to write to yon. My pen 
hurries over the paper without stopping an instant — I am 
so agitated that I hardly know what I am saying to you. 

^ If any thing, dearest Mary, could add to my sense of 
the misfortune of being obliged to leave yon, it would be 
the apprehension which I now feel, that I may have igno- 
rantly offended you, or that something has happened which 
you donH like to tell me. Ever since I noticed, ten days 
ago, that little alteration in your manner, I have been afraid 
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you ho aething on your mind that yoa were oowilliDS 
to cor y me. The very lasl time we saw each oUict I 

thoiigiiL I bad been crying ; and I am sure yon looktd 
away uneasily whenever our eyes met. What is it ? Do 
relieve my anxiety by telling me what it is in your firrt 
letter ! The moment I get to the other side of the Channel, 
1 will sead yor "—— ' ■"»""- »" ■'Jrect to. I will write con- 
stantly — mind ;ly too. Love me, aod re- 
member me a icver, I hope, to leave yoa 



A.C." 



Over thifl d long before he qiuettJT- 

CBBt it away & hen he had at last throira 

it from him, I. y three more to examine. 

They proved to xinsequcnce, and had been 

evidently written at au <.<..n(?i j«riod than the letters he 
had just read. After hastily looking them over, he t^tarch- 
ed carefully all through the box, but no papers of any sort 
remained in it. That hurried letter, with its abrupt an- 
nouncement of the wilter'a departure from England, was 
the latest in date — the last of the series! 

After he had made this discovery, he sat for a little while 
vacantly gazini; out of the window. His sense of the use- 
less result to which the search he had been prosecuting had 
led him thus far, seemed to have robbed him of half his en- 
ergy already. He looked once or twice at the letter super- 
scribed by Joann.i Grice, mechanically reading along the 
line on the cover: "Justification of my conduct toward my 
niece" — but not attempting to examine what was written 
inside. It was only after a long interval of hesitation and 
delay that be at last roused himself. " I must sweep these 
things ont of the way, and read all what I've got to read 
before Zack comes in," he said to himself, gathering up the 
tetters heaped at his feet, and thrusting them all back again 
together, with an oath, into the bos. 

He listened carefully once or twice after he had shut 
down the lid, and while he was tying the cords over it, to 
ascertain whether his wild young friend was opening the 
street door yet, or not. How short a time he had passed in 
Zack's company, yet how thoroughly well he knew hino, not 
as to his failings only, but as to his merits besides! How 
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wisely he foreboded that his boisterouB fellow-Iodger would 
in&lliblf turn against him as an euemy, and expose him 
without an ioatant'a hesitation, if young Thorpe got any 
hint of his first experimental scheme for discovering poor 
Mr. Blyth's aniionsly-treasnred secret by underhand and 
treacherous means I Mat's cnnDiug had proved an invalua- 
ble resource to him on many a critical occasion already; 
bat he bad never been more admirably served by it than 
now, when it taught liim to be cantious of betraying himself 
toZack. 

For the present there seemed to be no danger of iutermp- 
tioD. He corded up the box at his leisure, concealed it in 
its accustomed place, took bis brandy-bottle from the cup- 
board, opened Joanna Orice'a letter — and still there was no 
sound of any one entering in the passage down stairs. Be- 
fore he began to read, he drank some of the spirit from the 
neck of the bottle. Was there some ioexplicable dread 
BtealiDg over him at the mere prospect of eiambing the 
contents of this one solitary letter? 

It seemed as if there was. His fioger trembled so, when 
he tried to guide himself by it along each snccessive line of 
the cramped writing which he was now attempting to de- 
cipher, that be had to take a second dram to steady it. And 
when be at length fairly began the letter, he did not pursne 
his occupation either as quietly or as quickly as he had fol- 
lowed it before. Sometimes he read a line or two aloud, 
sometimes he overlooked several sentences, and went on to 
another part of the long narrative — now growling out angry 
commenu on what he was reading ; and now dashing down 
the paper impatiently on his knees, with fierce outbursts of 
oaths, which he had picked up in the terrible swearing-school 
of the Califomian gold mines. 

He began, however, with perfect regularity at the proper 
part of the letter ; sitting as near to the window as he could, 
and slanting the closely written page before him, so as to 
give himself the full benefit of all the aflemoon light which 
still flowed into the room. 
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CHAPTER VTH. 

IOASJSJl GRICE's JiAKBATirB. 



I 



"I INTESD til 

purpose caltii 
ward ray Nicvc 
any encuae — bnt . 
lives, may thinl 
wickedly coode 
ill my own deftk. 
ing ODG member 
wontd, I feel eure, . 
done. The relation 



ad after my de&ih, and I 
iication of my condnct to- 
think my coodact wants 
ignoraat of my true mo- 
want justifying, and may 
lake some such statement 
- There may still be liv- 
ibcr's family, whose voice 
inst me for what I have 
3 wbom 1 refer has been — " 



(Here Mat, who bad read carefully thns far, grew impa- 
tient, and growling out eome angry words, guided himself 
hastily down the letter with his finger tilt he arrived at the 
second paragraph.) 

" — It was in the April month of 1827 that the villain 
who was the rnin of my niece, and the dishonor of the once 
respectable family to which she belonged, first came to Dib- 
bledean. He took the little foni^room cotti^ called Jay'a 
Cottage, which was then to be let furnished, and which 
stands out of the town about a quarter of a mile down 
Church Lane. He called himself Mr. Carr, and the few let- 
ters that came to him were directed to 'Arthur Carr, Esq.' 

"He was quite a young man — I should say not more 
than four or five and twenty — very quiet-mannered and del- 
icate — or rather efieminate- looking, as I thought — for be 
wore his hair quite long over his shoulders, in the foreign 
way, and had a clear, soft complexion, almost like a woman's. 
Though he appeared to be a gentleman, he always kept out 
of the way of making acquaintances among the respectable 
families about Dibbledean. He had no friends of his own 
to come and see him that I heard of, except an old gentle- 
man who might have been his father, and who came once 
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or twice. His own account of himself was, that he came to 
Jay^s Cottage for quiet, and retirement, and study ; but he 
was very reserved, and would let nobody make up to him 
until the miserable day when he and my brother Joshua, 
and then my niece Mary, all got acquainted together. 

"^ Before I go on to any thing else, I must say first, that Mr. 
Carr was what they call a botanist. Whenever it was fine, 
he was always out-of-doors, gathering bits of leaves, which it 
seems he carried home in a tin case, and dried, and kept by 
liim. He hired a gardener for the bit of ground round about 
Jay's Cottage ; and the man told me once, that his master 
knew more about flowers and how to grow them than any 
body he ever met with. Mr. Carr used to make little pic- 
tures, too, of flowers and leaves set together in patterns. 
These things were thought very odd amusements for a young 
man to take up with ; but he was as fond of them as others 
of his age might be of hunting or shooting. He brought 
down many books with him, and read a great deal; but 
from all that I heard, he spent more time over his flowers 
and his botany than any thing else. 

^ We had, at that time, the two best shops in Dibbledean. 
Joshua sold hosiery, and I carried on a good dress-making 
and general millinery business. Both our shops were under 
the same roof, with a' partition-wall between. One day Mr. 
Carr came in Joshua's shop, and wanted something which my 
brother had not got as ready to hand as the common things 
that the towns-people generally bought. Joshua begged 
him to sit down for a few minutes ; but Mr. Carr (the parlor 
door at the bottom of the shop being left open) happened to 
look into the garden, which he could see very well through 
the window, and said that he would like to wait there, and 
look at the flowers. Joshua was only too glad to have his 
garden taken such notice of by a gentleman who was a bot- 
anist ; so he showed his customer in there, and then went up 
into the warehouse to look for what was wanted. 

^ My niece, Mary, worked in my part of the house, along 
with the other young women. The room they used to be 
in looked into the garden ; and from the window my niece 
muat have seen Mr. Carr, and must have slip]KMl down stairs 
(I not being in the way just then) to peep at the strange 
gentlenuui — or, more likely, to make believe she was acoi- 
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<lcntally w liog in the garden, snd eo g«t noticed by him. 
All I know w, thai when I ramo up into the work-room ud 
tbund she was not there, and looked out of the window,! 
saw her and Joehua, and Mr. Can* all atanding together on 
the grasa-plot, the strange gentleman talking to ber quite 
intimate, with a fiower in bis band. 

" I called out to her to coniii back to her work directlr. 
She looked up t. her bold impadeot way, 

and aaid, ' Fathei :anf stop and loam what 

this gentleman is nch me about my gerani- 

ums.' After tbf ling more before the stran- 

ger : and when he came back triumphing, 

and laughing, a he room, more like a mad 

play-actress thi woman, I kept quirt and 

bore with her pru went down to my brother 

Joshna the same t.«j , ^, o him seriously, and warn- 

ed him that she ought to be feept stricter, and never let to 
have her own way. and offered to keep a Btrict hand over 
her myself, if he would only support me properly. But be 
put me off with careless, jesting words, which he learned to 
repent of bitterly afterward. 

"Joshua was as pious and respectable a man as ever lived: 
but it was his misfortune to be too easy- tempered, and too 
proud of his daughter. Having lost his wife, and his eldest 
boy and girl, he seemed so fond of Mary, that he conld deny 
her nothing. There was, to be sure, another one left of his 
family of children, who — " 

(Here, again. Mat lost patience. He bad been muttering 
to himself angrily for the last minute or two, while he read 
— and now once more he passed over several lines of the let- 
ter, and went on at once to a new paragraph.) 

"I have said she was vain of her good looks, and bold, 
and flighty ; and I must now add, that she was also hasty, 
and passionate, and reckless. But she had wheedling ways 
with her, which nobody was sharp enough to see through 
but me. When I made complaints against her to her fa- 
ther, and proved that I was right in making them, she always 
managed to get him to forgive her. She behaved, from the 
outset (though I stood in the place of a mother to her) as 



261 

perversely toward me as usnaly in respect to Mr. Carr. It 
had flattered her pride to be noticed and bowed to just as if 
she was a bom lady, by a gentleman, and a customer at the 
shop. And the very same evening, at tea-time, she nndid 
before my face the whole effect of the good advice I had been 
giving her father. What with jnraping on his knee, kissing 
him, tying and nntying his cravat, sticking flowers in his 
button-hole, and going on altogether more like a child than 
a grown-up young woman, she wheedled him into promising 
that he would take her next Sunday to see Mr. Carr's gar- 
den ; for it seems the gentleman had invited them to look at 
his flowers. I had tried my best, when I heard it, to per- 
suade my brother not to accept the invitation and let her 
scrape acquaintance with a stranger under her father's own 
nose; but all that I could say was useless now. She had 
got the better of me, and when I put in my word, she had 
bei: bold laugh and her light answer ready to insult me with 
directly. Her father said he wondered I was not amused at 
her high spirits. I shook my head, but said nothing in return. 
Poor man ! he lived to see where her ^ high spirits' led her to. 
*^ On the Sunday, after church, they went to Mr. Carr's. 
Though my advice was set at defiance in this way, I deter- 
mined to persevere in keeping a stricter watch over my 
niece than ever. I felt that the maintaining the credit and 
reputation of the family rested with me, and I determined 
that I would try my best to uphold our good name. It is 
some little comfort to me, afler all that has happened, to re- 
member that I did my utmost to carry out this resolution. 
The blame of our dishonor lies not at my door. I disliked 
and distrusted Mr. Carr from the very first ; and I tried 
hard to make others as suspicious of him as I was. But all 
I could say, and all I could do, availed nothing against the 
wicked cunning of my niece. Watch and restrain her as I 
might, she was sure — " 

(Once more Mat broke off abruptly in the middle of a sen- 
tence. This time, however, it was to strike a light. The 
brief day of winter was fast fading out — the coming dark- 
neis was deepening over the pages of Joanna Grice's narra- 
tive. When he had lit his candle, and had sat down to read 
again, be lott his place, and, not having patience to look for 
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it rarefiiHy, went on at once vith the first IJtws tliftt hi^l 
pencJ to strike bis eye.) 

" TliiDgs were now come, then, to this pass, that I felt o 
tain she waa in the habit of meeting him in secret ; and y 
I could not prove it to my brother's satisEoclion. I had no 
help that I could call in to assist mc against the diabolical 
canning that wa' me. To set other people 

to watch them ^, would only bare been 

spreading througu i very scandal that I was 

most anxious to » ibua,hiB infatttation made 

him deaf to all lie would see nothing 

suspicious in the d suddenly taken for bot- 

any, and drawinf Mr. Carr lend her paint> 

ings to copy froi iiad known each other ail 

' their lives. Neit tu iii> t in his daughter, kecauK 

he was so fond of her, was his blind tnist in this stranger, 
because the gentleman's manners were so quiet and kind, 
and because he sent ns presents of expensive flo wen to plant 
in our garden. He would not authorise me to open Mary's 
letters, or to forbid her even to walk out alone ; and he even 
told me once that I did not know bow to make proper al- 
lowances for young people. 

"Allowances ! I knew my niece better, and my duty as 
one of an honest family better, than to make allowances for 
such conduct as hers. I kept the tightest hand over her 
that I could. I advised her, argued with her, ordered her, 
portioned out her time for her, watched her, warned her, told 
her in the plainest terms, that she shonld not deceive me — 
she or her gentleman ! I was honest and open, and said I 
disapproved so Btrongly of the terms she kept up with Mr, 
Carr, that if ever it lay in my power to cut short their ac- 
quaintance together, I would most assuredly do it. I even 
told her plainly that If she once got into mischief, it would 
then be too late to reclaim her ; and she answered, in her 
reckless, sluttish way, that if she ever did get into mischief 
it would be nothing but my aggravation that would drive 
her to it ; and that she believed her father's kindness would 
never find it too late to reclaim her again. This is only one 
specimen of the usual insolence and wickedness of all her 
replies to me." 
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(As he finished this paragraph, Mat dashed the letter 
down angrily on his knee, and cursed the writer of it with 
some of those gold-digger's imprecations which it had been 
his misfortune to hear but too often in the past days of his 
Califomian wanderings. It was evidently only by placing 
considerable constraint upon himself, that he now refrained 
from crumpling up the letter and throwing it from him in 
disgust. However, he spread it out flat before him once 
more — looked first at one paragraph, then at another, but 
did not read them; hesitated — and then irritably tumed 
ov4er the leaf of paper before him, and began at a new page.) 

^ When I told Joshua generally what I had observed, and 
particularly what I myself had seen and heard on tlic even- 
ing in question, he seemed at last a little staggered, and sent 
for my niece, to insist on an explanation* On his repeating 
to her what I had mentioned to him, she flung her arms 
round his neck, looked first at me and then at him, burst out 
sobbing and crying, and so got from bad to worse, till she 
had a sort of fit. I was not at all sure that this might not 
be one of her tricks ; but it frightened her &ther so that he 
forgot himself, and threw all the blame on me, and said my 
prudery and conspiring bad tormented and frightened the 
poor girl out of her wits. Afler being insulted in this way, 
of course the only thing I could do was to leave the room, 
and let her have it all her own way with him. 

** It was now the autumn, the middle of September ; and 
I was at my wit's end to know what I ought to think and 
do next — when Mr. Carr left Dibbledean. He had been 
away once or twice before, in the summer, but only for a 
day or two at a time. On this occasion my niece received a 
letter from him. He had never written to her when he was 
away in the summer ; so I thought this looked like a longer 
absence than usual, and I determined to take advantage of 
it to try if I could not break off the intimacy between them, 
in case it went the length of any more letter-writing. 

*^I most solemnly declare, and could afiirm on oath if nec- 
essary, that in spite of all I had seen and all I suRpected for 
these many months, I had not the most distant idea of the 
wickedness that had really been committed. I thank God 
I was not well enough versed in the ways of sin to be as 
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sharp in i ning to the right ooDclasioo as other wtmen 
might have oeen in tny situaliou. I ouly believed that ibe 
coarse she wiw taking migfu be fatal to her at «otne fiature 
day ; and, acting on that belief, I thought myself justified 
in using aoy meaua in my povcr to step her id time. I 
therefore resolved with myself that if Mr. Carr vrot« again, 
she should get none of his letters ; aud I knew her passioa- 
ate and prond d> lugh to know that if she 

coold once he bn -self neglected by him, she 

Tould break off ith him, if era- be came 

back, immedialel 

"I thought m] ified, standing toward her 

aa I did in the pu and having only her good 

at hcan, in taki: On that head my coo- 

Bcieiice is still qu ot mention what the plan 

waa that I now ki..,j,. , serioaely compromising a 

living person. All I can say is, that every letter from ilr. 
Carr to onr house passed into my hands only, and waa by 
me committed to the flames unread. These letters wer« at 
first all for my niece ; but toward the end of the year two 
came, at different intervals, directed to my brother, I dis- 
trnsted the cunning of the writer and the weakness of 
Joshna; and I put both those letters into the fire, unread 
like the rest. After that, no more came ; and Mr. Carr nev- 
er returned to Jay's Cottage. In reference to this part of 
my narrative, therefore, I have only now to add, before pro- 
ceeding to the miserable confession of our family dishonor, 
that I never afterward saw, and only once heard of the man 
who tempted my niece to commit the deadly sin which was 
her rnin in this world, and wiii be her ruin in the next. 

" I mnst return first, however, to what happened from ray 
burning of the letters. When my niece found that week 
after week passed, and she never heard from Mr, Carr, she 
fretted about it much more than I bad fancied she would. 
And Joshna unthinkingly made her worse by wondering, in 
her presence, at the long absence of the gentleman of Jay's 
Cottage. My brother was a man who could not abide his 
habits being broken in on. He had been in the habit of go- 
ing on certain evenings to Mr. Carr's (and, I grieve to say, 
often taken his daughter with him) to fetch the London pa- 
per, to take back drawings of Sowers, and to let my niece 
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bring away Dew ones to copy. And now he fidgeted, and 
was restless, and discontented (as much as so easy-tempered 
a man con Id be) at not taking his usual walks to Jay's Cot- 
tage. This, as I have said, made his daughter worse. She 
fretted and fretted, and cried in secret, as I could tell by her 
eyes, till she grew to be quite altered. Now and then the 
angry fit that I had expected to see came upon her ; but it 
always went away again in a manner not at all natural to 
one of her passionate disposition. All this time, she led me 
as miserable a life as she could ; provoking and thwarting 
and insulting me at every opportunity. I believe she sus- 
pected me in the matter of the letters. But I had taken my 
measures so as to make discovery impossible ; and I deter- 
mined to wait, and be patient and persevering, and get the 
better of her and her wicked fancy for Mr. Carr, just as I had 
made up my mind to do. 

^ At last, as the winter drew on, she altered so much, and 
got such a strange look in her face, which never seemed to 
leave it, that Joshua became alarmed, and said he must send 
for the doctor. She seemed to be frightened out of her wits 
at the mere thought of it ; and declared, quite passionately, 
all of a sudden, that she had no want of a doctor, and would 
see none and answer the questions of none — no ! not even 
if her father himself insisted on it. 

^ This astonished me as well as Joshua; and when he ask- 
ed me privately what I thought was the matter with her, I 
was obliged of course to tell him the truth, and say I be- 
lieved that she was almost out of her mind with love for Mr. 
Carr. For the first time in his life, my brother flew into a 
violent rage with me. I suspect he was furious with his own 
conscience for reminding him, as it must have done then, 
how foolishly oveMndulgent he had been toward her, and 
how carelessly he' had allowed her, as well as himself, to get 
acquainted with a person out of her own station, whom it 
was not proper for either of them to know. I said nothing 
of this to him at the time ; he was not fit to listen to it — and 
still less fit, even had I been willing to confide it to him, to 
hear what the plan was which I had adopted for working 
her cure. 

*^A8 the weeks went on, and she still fretted in secret, and 
still looked unlike herself^ I began to doubt whether this 

12* 
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very plsi >m which I had hop^ so mnch, would after sFI 
eucceed, i waa sorely distressed in my mind, at times, s> ii> 
what I onght to do next ; aiid began indeed to feci die dif 
ficulty gcttiog too much for nie,ju8t wbea it wss dnwing 
on fast to its shocking and shameful end. We were th«n 
close upon Christ mas- time. Joshua had got his shop-bills 
well forward for sending out, and was gone to London on 
business, as was < lim at this season of (be 

year. I espectei aual, a day or two before 

Chriatmas-day. 

" For a little w pticed some change in my 

niece. Ever sin I talked about sending fur 

the doctor, she e, in the way of going on 

more regularly d pretending (tliough she 

mailo but a bad it there was nothing ailed 

her; her object '•^•••„, '•(> make her father easier 

about her in his mind. Tne cnange, however, to which I 
now refer was of another sort, and only affected her manner 
toward me, and her manner of dressing herself. When we 
were alone together now, I found her conduct quite altered. 
She spoke soft to me, and looked humble, and did what work 
I set her without idleness or murmuring ; and once, even 
made as if she wanted to kiss me. But I was on my guard 
— suspecting that she wanted to entrap me, with her whee- 
dling ways, into letting out something about Mr. Carr's hav- 
ing written, and my baving burned bis tetters. It was at 
this time also, and a little before it, that I noticed the altera- 
tion in her dress. She fell into wearing her things in a slov- 
enly way, and sitting at home in her shawl, on account of 
feeling cold, she said, when I reprimanded her for such un- 
tidiness. 

"I don't know how long things might have lasted like 
this, or what the end might have been if events had gone on 
in their own way. But the dreadful truth made itself known 
at last suddenly, by a sort of accident She had a qnarrel 
with one of the other young women in the dresis-making- 
room, named Ellen Gough, about a certain disreputable 
friend of hers, one Jane Holdsworth, whom I had once em- 
ployed, and had dismissed for impertinence and slatternly 
conduct. Ellen Gough baving, it seems, been provoked past 
all bearing by something my Tiiece said to her, came away 
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to me in a passion, and in so many words told me the awfal 
truth, that my brother's only daughter had disgraced her- 
self and her family forever. The horror and misery of that 
moment is present to me now, at this distance of time. The 
shock I then received struck me down at once ; I never have 
recovered from it, and I never shall. 

" In the first distraction of the moment, I must have done 
or said something down stairs, where I was, which must 
have warned the wretch in the room above that I had dis- 
covered her infamy. I remember going to her bed-chamber, 
and finding the door locked, and hearing her refuse to open 
it. After that, I must have fainted, for I found myself, I 
did not know how, in the work-room, and Ellen Oough giv- 
ing me a bottle to smell to. With her help, I got into my 
own room ; and there I fainted away dead again. 

** When 1 came to, I went once more to my niece's bed- 
chamber. The door was now open ; and there was a bit of 
paper on the looking-glass directed to my brother Joshua. 
She was gone from the honest house that her sin had defiled 
— gone from it forever. She had written only a few scrawl- 
ed wild lines to her father, but in them there was full ac- 
knowledgment of her crime, and a confession that it was 
the villain Carr who had caused her to commit it. She said 
she was gone to take her shame from our doors. She en- 
treated that no attempt might be made to trace her, for she 
would die rather than return to disgrace her family, and her 
father in his old age. After this came some lines, which 
seemed to have been added, on second thoughts, to what 
went before. I do not remember the exact words ; but the 
sense referred, shamelessly enough as I thought, to the child 
that was afterward bom, and to her resolution, if it came 
into the world alive, to suffer all things for its sake. 

** It was at first some relief to know that she was gone. 
The dreadful exposure and degradation that threatened us, 
seemed to be delayed at least by her absence. On question- 
ing Ellen Gough, I found that the other two young women 
who worked under me, and who were most providentially 
absent on a Christmas visit to their friends, were not ac- 
quainted with my niece's infamous secret. Ellen had acci- 
dentally discovered it ; and she had, therefore, been obliged 
to confess to Ellen, and put trust in her. Every body else 
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in the bont lad brcn as encccsefiilly deceived as I had bees 
myeelf. 'fl en I heard this, I began lo have sonie hope thai 
our family tiisgrace might remain uokuowo in lii» lown. 

" ! wrote to my brother, not telling him what had hn{ip«n- 
edgbut only begging him to come baL-k iostantlv. It vu 
the bitterest part of all the bitter misery I then suffered, to 
tbink of what I had now to tell Joshua, and of what drmd- 
fnl eitremitie« hi i might drive him to. I 

strove hai-d to pr the lime of coming trial ; 

but what really '. orse llian my wont fore- 

bodings, 

" When my brt. ocking news I hftd to irll, 

and saw the bcts ad left for him, ho spoke 

»nd acted as if b mind. It was only chari- 

table, only fair ta > acter, to believe, as I then 

believed, that diati, ■ driven him, for the lime, 

out of his senses, tie Ueciarea mat be would go away in- 
stantly and Bearoh for hor, and set others seeking forber too. 
He said, he even aworc, that he would bring her back home 
the moment lie found her; that he would succor her in her 
raieery, and accept her penitence, and shelter her under his 
roof the same as ever, without so much as giving a thought 
to the spandal and disgrace that her infamons eitaation 
would inflict on her family. He even wrested Scriptare 
from its true meaning to support him in what he said, and 
in what he was determined to do. And, worst of all, the 
moment he heard how it was that I had discovered his daugh- 
ter's crime, he insisted that Ellen Gough should be turned 
out of the honse: he declared, in such awful language as I 
had never believed it possible he could ntter, that she should 
not sleep nnder his roof that night It was hopeless to at- 
tempt to appease him. He put her out at the door with his 
own hand that very day. She was an excellent and a regu- 
lar work-woman, bat sullen and revengeful when her temper 
was once ronsed. By the next morning our disgrace was 
known all over Dibbledean. 

"There was only one more degradation now to be dread- 
ed, and that it sickened me to think of I knew Joshua 
well enough to know that if he found the lost wretch he was 
going in search of, he would absolutely and certainly bring 
ber home again. I had been bom in our house at Dibble- 
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dean ; my mother before me had been bom there ; oar fam- 
ily had lived in the old place, honestly and reputably, with- 
out so much as a breath of ill report ever breathing over 
them, for generations and generations back. When I thought 
of this, and then thought of the bare possibility that an 
abandoned woman might soon be admitted, and a bastard 
child bom, in the house where so many of my relations had 
lived virtuously and died righteously, I resolved that the 
day when she set her foot on our threshold, should be the 
day when / left my home and my birthplace forever. 

^ While I was in this mind, Joshua came to me — as deter- 
mined in his way as I secretly was in mine — to ask if I had 
any suspicions about what direction she had taken. All the 
first inquiries after her that he had made in Dibbledean had, 
it seems, given him no information whatever. I said I had 
no positive knowledge (which was strictly trae), but told 
him I suspected she was gone to London. He asked why ? 
I answered, because I believed she was gone to look after 
Mr. Carr ; and said that I remembered his letter to her (the 
first and only one she received) had a London post-mark 
upon it. We could not find this letter at the time: the 
biding-place she had for it, and for atl the others she left be- 
hind her, was not discovered till years after, when the house 
was repaired for the people who bought our business. Josh- 
ua, however, having nothing better to guide himself by, and 
being resolved to begin seeking her at once, said my sus- 
picion was a likely one ; and went away to London by that 
night's coach, to see what he could do, and to get advice 
from his lawyers about how to trace her. 

^ This, which I have been just relating, is the only part of 
my conduct, in the time of our calamity, which I now think 
of with an uneasy conscience. When I told Joshua I sus- 
pected she was gone to London I was not telling him the 
truth. I knew nothing certainly about where she was gone ; 
but I did assuredly suspect that she had turned her steps 
exactly in the contrary direction to London — that is to say, 
far out Bangbury way. She had been constantly asking all 
sorts of questions of Ellen Gough, who told mo of it, about 
roads, and towns, and people in that distant part of the 
country : and this was my only reason for thinking she had 
taken herself away in that direction. Though it was but a 
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matter i re suspicion at the best, Btill I deoeiTed njt 

brother as to my real opioioo when he asked it of me: and 
this was a sin which I dow hnnibly ami truly repent of. Bat 
the thought of helping him, by bo little oven as a likely 
guess, to bring oar infamy home to our own doors, by act- 
ually briuglDg his degraded daughter back wiih him iniA 
my presence, in the face of the whole town — tbb tbonglit, I 
say, was too ma< eved that the day wbni 

she crossed our vould be tbe day of ny 

death, as well as rewell to home; and >»- _ 

der that coovicti im Joabua what my reilil 

opinion was. 

" I deserved t id I did suffer for iL 

"Two or thre< >nely Christraaa-day that 

I passed in ntter . onsc ia Dibbledean, I no 

oeived a letter from . er in London, telling mo 

to come up and see my brotDer mimediately, for he was la- 
ken dangerously ill. In the course of his inquiries (which 
he would pursue himself, although the lawyers, who knew 
better what ought to be done, were doing their utmost to 
help him), he had been misled by some false information, 
and had been robbed and ill-used in some place near the 
nver, and then turned out at night in a storm of snow and 
sleet. It is useless now to write abont what I snfiered from 
this fresh blow, or to speak of tbe awful time I passed by 
his bedside in London. Let it be enough to say, that he 
escaped out of the very jaws of death ; and that it was the 
end of February before he was well enough to be taken 
home to Dibbledean. 

" He soon got better in his own air — better as to bis 
body, but his mind was in a sad way. Every morning he 
used to ask if any news of Mary had come ? and when he 
heard there was none, he used to sigh, and then hardly say 
another word, or bo much as hold up bis head for the rest 
of the day. At one time, he showed a little anxiety now 
and then about a letter reaching its destination, and being 
duly received ; peevishly refusing to mention to me even so 
much as the address on it. But I guessed who it had been 
sent to easily enough, when his lanyers told me that he had 
written it in London, and had mentioned to them that it 
was going to some place beyond the seas. He soon seemed 
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to forget this thongh, and to forget every thing, except his 
regular qaestion about Mary, which he sometimes repeated 
in his dazed condition, even after I had broken it to him 
that she was dead. 

^ The news of her death came in the March month of the 
new year, 1828. 

^'All inquiries in London had failed up to that time in 
discovering the remotest trace of her. In Dibbledean we 
knew she could not be ; and elsewhere Joshua was now in 
no state to search for her himself, or to have any clear no- 
tions of instructing others in what direction to make inqui- 
ries for him. But in this month of March, I saw in the 
Bangbury paper (which circulates in our county besides its 
own) an advertisement calling on the friends of a young 
woman who had just died and left behind her an infant, to 
come forward and identify the body, and take some steps 
in respect to the child. The description was very ftill and 
particular, and did not admit of a doubt, to any one that 
knew her as well as I did, that the young woman referred 
to was my guilty and miserable niece. My brother was in 
no condition to be spoken to in this difficulty ; so I deter- 
mined to act for myself I sent by a person I could depend 
upon, money enough to bury her decently in Bangbury 
churcK-yard, putting no name or date to my letter. There 
was no law to oblige me to do more, and more I was deter- 
mined not to do. As to the child, that was the offspring 
of her sin ; it was the infamous father's business to support 
and own it, and not mine. 

^ When people in the town, who knew of our calamity, 
and had seen the advertisement, talked to me of it, I ad- 
mitted nothing, and denied nothing — I simply refused to 
speak with them on the subject of what had happened in 
our family. 

" Having endeavored to provide in this way for the pro- 
tection of my brother and myself against the meddling an<l 
impertinence of idle people, I believed that I had now suf- 
fered the last of the many bitter trials which had assailed 
me as the consequences of my niece's guilt : I was mistaken : 
the cup of my affliction was not yet full One day, hardly 
a fortnight after I had sent the burial-money anonymously 
to Bangbury, our servant came to me and said there was 
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a Stranger at the door who wiahed to see my brother, I 
was GO bent on it that he would take no denial. 
down, and t'ound waitings on the door-elep« a very rcspe 
able-looking, middle-aged man, 'whom I had e^rtainly nei 
set eyes on before »n my life, 

"I told him that I was Joshua's sister, and that I man- * 
aged my brother's affaira for him in the present state of his 
health. The stn -ed that he was very ani- 

ious to see Joshr not choose to expose the 

helpless cooditic r brother's intellevts had 

fallen, to a pers ew nothing; so I merely 

said, the intervi' i out of the question, but 

thai if he had Mr. Grice, he might, for 

the reasons I ha. leotion it to me. He hes- 

itated, and smileu as very much obliged to 

me^ and then, maniu^ >» is going to step in, added 

that I should probably be able to appi'eciate the friendly 
nature of the business on which he came, when ho informed 
me that he was confidentially employed by Mr. Arlhar Carr. 

** The instant he spoke it, I felt the name go to my heart 
like a knife — then my indignation got the better of me. I 
told him to tell Mr. Carr that the miserable creature whom 
his Tillainy had destroyed, had fled away from her home, 
had died away from her home, and was baried aw«y from 
her home; and with that I shut the door in his face. My 
agitation, and a sort of terror that I could not account for, 
80 overpowered me that I was obliged to lean against the 
wall of the passage, and was unable, for some minutes, to 
stir a step toward going up stairs. As soon as I got a little 
better, and began to think about what had taken place, a 
doubt came across me as to whether I might not have act- 
ed wrong. I remembered that Joshua's lawyers in Lon- 
don had made it a great point that this Mr. Carr shonld 
be traced ; and though, since then, our situation had been 
altered by my niece's death, still I felt uncertain and un- 
easy — I could hardly tell why — at what I had done. It 
was as if I had taken some responsibility on myself which 
ought not to have been mine. In short, I ran back to the 
door and opened it, and looked up and down the street. It 
was too late ; the strange man was out of sight, and I never 
set eyes on him again. 
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"This was in March, 1828, the same month in which the 
advertisement appeared. I am particular in repeating the 
date, because it marks the time of the last information I have 
to give, in connection with the disgraceful circumstances 
which I have here forced myself to relate. Of the child 
mentioned in the advertisement, I never heard any thing, 
from that time to this. I do not even know when it was 
bom. I only know that its guilty mother left her home in 
the December of 1827. Whether it lived after the date of 
the advertisement, or whether it died, I never discovered, 
and never wished to discover. I have kept myself retired 
since the days of my humiliation, hiding my sorrow in my own 
heart, and neither asking questions nor answering them." 

At this place Mat once more suspended the perusal of the 
letter. He had now read on for an unusually long time 
with unflagging attention, and with the same stem sadness 
always in his face, except when the name of Arthur Carr oc- 
carred in the course of the narrative. Almost on every oc- 
casion, when the finger by which he guided himself along 
the close lines of the letter, came to those words, it trembled 
a little, and the dangerous look grew ever brighter and 
brighter in his eyes. It was in them now, as he dropped the 
letter on bis knee, and, tuming round, took from the wall 
behind him, against which it leaned, a certain leather bag, 
already alladed to as part of the personal property that he 
brought with him on installing himself in Kirk Street He 
opened it, took out a feather fan, and an Indian tobacco- 
pouch of scarlet cloth ; and then began to search in the bot- 
tom of the bag, from which, at length, he drew forth a let- 
ter. It was tom in several places, the ink of the writing in 
it was faded, and the paper was disfigured by stains of grease, 
tobacco, and dirt generally. The direction was in such a 
condition, that the word " Brazils," at the end, was alone 
legible. Inside, it was not in a much better state. The date 
at the top, however, still remained tolerably easy to distin- 
guish : it was "I>ecember 26th, 1R27." 

Mat looked first at this, and then at the paragraph he had 
just been reading, in Joanna Grice's narrative. After that, 
be began to count on his fingers, clumsily enough — begin- 
ning with the year 1828 as Number One, and ending with 
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the can J^at, 1B51, as Namber Tw^ntf-three. "Twen- 
ly-three," repealed aloud lo bimself, " twcnt]r-ilire« fcmb: 
I sliall reuicubtT ihai." 

He lookeii down a Utile viuiaDtly, the next momeot, at tht 
otd toni letter again. Some of tfae lines, here and there^bad 
escaped stains and dirt Bufficieotly to be still easily legible ; 
and il was over tbese that his eves now wandered. The fim 
Words that can i thus : *' I am now, there- 

fore, in this bi ; than ever dedrons that 

all past difierei >uld be foi^tten, and" — 

here the beginn' was hidden by a stain, be- 

yond which, or* the lelter.the writing pro- 

ceeded : " In )an»el yon, if yoa can get 

continued em piu broad, to accept it, instead 

of coming back ''' nper made the nest words 

too fragmentary iv . le), * * • " any good news, 

be sure of hearing from me again. In the mean time, I sav 
it once more, keep away, if yon can. Yonr pi'csence could 
do no good ; and it is better for yon, at yonr age, to be 
spared the sight of such sorrow as that we are now suffer- 
ing." (After this, dirt and the fading of the ink made sev- 
eral sentences near the end of the page almost totally illegi- 
ble — the last three or four lines at the bottom of the letter 
alone remaining clear euough to be read with any ease.) 
* * * "the poor, lost, unhappy creature! But I shall find 
her, I know I shall find her ; and then, let Joanna say or do 
what she may, I will forgive my own Mary, for I know she 
will deserve her pardon. As for Aim, I feel confident that 
he may be traced yet ; and that I can shame him into mak- 
ing the atonement of marrying her. If he should refuse, 
then the black-hearted villain shall — " 

At this point. Mat abmptly stopped in his reading ; and, 
hastily folding up the letter, put it back in the b^ &g&iu, 
along with the feather fan and the Indian pouch. " I can't 
go on with that part of the story now, but the time may 
come — " He pursued the thought which thus expressed 
itself in him no further, but sat slill for a few minutes, with 
his head on his hand and his heavy eyebrows contracted by 
an angry frown, staring sullenly at the flame of the candle. 
Joanna Grice's letter still remained to be finished. He took 
it up, and looked back to the paragraph that he had last read. 
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"As for the child mentioned in the advertisement'' — 
those were the words to which he was now referring. **77i€ 
child?'*'* — There was no mention of its sex. "I should like 
to know if it was a boy or a girl," thought Mat 

Though he was now close to the end of the letter, he 
roused himself with difficulty to attend to the last few sen- 
tences which remained to be read. They began thus : 

*^ Before I say any thing in conclusion, of the sale of our 
business, of my brother's death, and of the life which I have 
been leading since that time, I should wish to refer, once for 
all, and very briefly, to the few things which my niece left 
behind her when she abandoned her home. Circumstances 
may, one day, render this necessary. I desire then to state, 
that every thing belonging to her is preserved in one of her 
boxes (now in my possession), just as she left it. When the 
letters signed ^A. C.' were discovered, as I have mentioned, 
on the occasion of repairs being made in the house, I threw 
them into the box with my own hand. They will all be 
found, more or less, to prove the justice of those first suspi- 
cions of mine, which my late brother so unhappily disregard- 
ed. In reference to money or valuables, I have only to men- 
tion that my niece took all her savings with her in her flight 
I knew in what box she kept them, and I saw that box open 
and empty on her table, when I first discovered that she was 
gone. As for the only three articles of jewelry that she had, 
her brooch I myself saw her give to Ellen Gough — her ear- 
rings she always wore — and I can only presume (never hav- 
ing found it anywhere) that she took with her, in her flight, 
her hair bracelet." 

"There it is again !" cried Mat, dropping the letter in as- 
tonishment, the instant those two significant words, ^' hair 
bracelet," caught his eye. 

He had hardly uttered the exclamation, before he heard 
the door of the house flung open, then shut to again with a 
bang. Zack bad just let himself in with his latch-key. 

" I'm glad he's oome," muttered Mat, snatching up the 
letter from the floor, and crumpling it into his pocket. 
"There's another thing or two I want to find out before I 
go any further, and Zaok's the lad to help me." 
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CHAPTER IX. 



UOBE DISCOTEBIES. 



■ 



Wras Zaok 
with legs crof 
the tun&l con 
one n<l«, i 
Tx»red wi 
teroua -na; 
bling iiuilt> Qi: 
noise and ridic 
the futility of arow^.^ 



lud saw his strange fiieod, 
pockets, sitting gmveljr in 
iween a brandy-bottle on 
id candlo on tfao other, he 
d about in his nsoftl bois- 
)onse seemed to be Irem- 
laiions. Mat bore alt Ibis 
.Ing that followed it abont 
L for Madonna in the 



brandy-bottle, with the most unniffled and exemplary pa- 
tience. Tlie aelf-conlrol which he thus exhibited did not 
pass without its reward. Zack got tired of making jokes 
which were received with the serenest inattention ; and, 
passing at once from the fanciful to the practical, astonished 
his fellow-lodger, by suddenly commuoicating a very nnez- 
pected and very important piece of news. 

" By-the-bye, Mat," he said, " we must sweep the place op^ 
and look as respectable as we can, before to-morrow night. 
My friend BIyth is coming to spend a quiet evening with 
us. I staid behind till all the visitors had gone, on purpose 
to aek him." 

" Do you mean he's coming to have a drop of grog 
and smoke a pipe along with us two ?" asked Mat, rather 
amazed ly. 

" I mean he's coming here, certainly ; but as for grog and 
pipes, be never touches either. He's the best and dearest 
fellow in the world ; but I'm ashamed to say he's spooney 
enough to like lemonade and tea. Smoking would make 
bim sick directly ; and, as for grog, I don't believe a drop 
ever passes his lips from one year's end to another. A 
weak head — a wretchedly weak head for drinking," con- 
cluded Zack, tapping his forehead with an air of bland 
Bacchanalian superiority. 

Mat seemed to have fallen into one of his thoughtful fits 
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again. He made no answer, but holding the brandy-bottle 
standing by his side up before the candle, looked in to see 
how much liquor was left in it. 

" Don't begin to bother your head about the brandy : yon 
needn't get any more of it for Blyth," continued Zack, no- 
ticing his friend's action. ^ I say, do you know that the 
best thing you ever did in your life was saving Valentine's 
picture in that way ? You have regularly won his heart by 
it. He was suspicious of my making friends with you be- 
fore; but now he doesn't seem to think there's a word in 
the English language that's good enough for you. He said 
he should be only too glad to thank you again, when I ask- 
ed him to come and judge of what you were really like in 
your own lodging. Tell him some of those splendid stories 
of yours. I've been terrifying him already with one or two 
of them at second-hand. Oh Lord ! how hospitably we'll 
treat him — won't we? Tou shall make his hair stand on 
end. Mat ; and I'll drown him in his favorite tea." 

*^ What does he do with them picters of his ?" asked Mat. 
"Sell 'em r 

" Of course !" answered the other, confidently ; " and gets 
enormous sums of money for them." Whenever Zack found 
ao opportunity of magnifying a friend's importance, he al- 
ways rose grandly superior to mere matter-of-fact restraints, 
and seised the golden moment without an instant of hesita- 
tion or a syllable of compromise. 

"Get lots of money, does he?" proceeded Mat. "And 
keeps on hoarding of it up, I dare say, like all the rest of you 
over here ?" 

^He hoard money !" retorted Zack. " You never made a 
worse guess in your life. I don't believe he ever hoarded 
sixpence since he was a baby. If Mrs. Blyth didn't look af- 
ter him, I don't suppose there would be five pounds in the 
house from one year's end to another." 

There was a moment's silence. (It wasn't because he had 
money in it, then, thought Mat, that he shut down the lid of 
that big chest of his so sharp. I wonder whether — ) 

" He's the most generous fellow in the world," continued 
Zack, lighting a cigar; "and the best pay : ask any of his 
trades-people." 

This remark suspended the conjecture that was just form- 
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ing in Six I mind. He gave op pursuing it quit« readilr, 
and wenl on at once with bis questions to Zack. Some ptn 
of the nddilional information tbat he desired to obtain from 
young Thorpe, ho had got already. Ue knew- now Lbai, 
when Mr. Blytb, on the day of the picture-show, shut dom 
the bureau so eharply on Mr. Gimble's approaching him, it 
was not, at any rate, because there was money in it. ^^ 

la be goin^ ly else in here along lrii^| 



he bring ? Why, yoa old 
a bring Madonna into our 
T the grog and pipes— do 

I ?" inquired Mat, rontem- 
bis fingers, as be put the 



him to-morrow 

" Any body t 
barbarian, you ' 
jolly bachelor 
you ?" 

" How old is 
platively snuffii 
question. 

"Still harping on my daughter!" shouted Zack, with a 
burst of laughter. "She's older than she looks, I can t*ll 
you that. You wouldn't guess her at more than eighteen 
or nineteen. But the fact is, she's actually twenty-tbree ; — 
steady there ! you'll be throngh the window if you don't wt 
quieter in your queer corner than that." 

(Twenty-three ! The very number he had stopped at, 
when he reckoned off the difference on his fingers between 
1828 and 1851, just l>efore young Thorpe came in.) 

" I suppose the next cool thing you will say, is that she's 
too old for you," Zack went on ; " or, perhaps, you may pre- 
fer asking another qnestion or two first. I'll tell you what, 
old Rough and Tough, the inquiBitive part of your character 
is beginning to be — " 

" Bother all this talking !" interrupted Mat, jumping up 
suddenly as he spoke, and taking a greasy pack of cards 
from the chimney-piece. "I don't ask no questions, and 
don't want no answers. liCt's havf a drop of grog and a 
tnm-to at Beggar my Neighbor. Sixpeuce a time. Come 
on !" 

They sat down at once to their cards and their brandy- 
nnd-watcr; playing nninterrnptedly for an hour or more. 
Zack won ; and^being additionally enlivened by the inspir- 
ing influences of grog — rose to a higher and higher pitch of 
exhilaration with every additional sixpence which bis good 
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lack extracted from his adversary's pocket. His gayety 
seemed at last to communicate itself eveu to the imperturba- 
ble Mat, who, in an interval of shuffling the cards, was heard 
to deliver himself suddenly of one of those gruff chuckles, 
which have been already described as the nearest approach 
he was capable of making toward a civilized laugh. 

He was so seldom in the habit of exhibiting any outward 
symptoms of hilarity, that Zack, who was dealing for the 
new game, stopped in astonishment, and inquired with great 
curiosity what it was his friend was ^^ grunting about." At 
first. Mat declined altogether to say ; then, on being press- 
ed, admitted that his mind was just then running on the 
"old woman'* Zack had spoken of, as having "suddenly 
fallen foul of him in Mr. Blyth's house, because he wanted to 
give the young woman a present :" which circumstance, Mat 
added, "so tickled his fancy, that he would have paid a 
crown piece out of his pocket only to have seen and heard 
the whole squabble all through from beginning to end." 

Zack, whose fancy was now exactly in the right condition 
to be " tickled " by any thing that " tickled " his friend, seized 
in high glee the humorous side of the topic suggested to him ; 
and immediately began describing poor Mrs. Peckover's per- 
sonal peculiarities in a strain of the most ridiculous exagger- 
ation. Mat listened, as he went on, with such admiring at- 
tention, and seemed to be so astonishingly amused by every 
thing he said, that, in the excitement of success, he ran into 
the next room, snatched the two pillows off the bed, fastened 
one in front and the other behind him, tied the patch-work 
counterpane over all for a petticoat, and waddled back into 
hia friend's presence, in the character of fat Mrs. Peckover, 
as she appeared on the memorable evening when she stopped 
him mysteriously in the passage of Mr. Blyth's house. 

Zack was really a good mimic ; and he now hit off all the 
peculiarities of Mrs. Pectover's voice, manner, and gait to the 
life — Mat chuckling all the while, rolling his huge head from 
side to side, and striking his heavy fist applaudingly on the 
table. Encouraged by the extraordinary effect his perform- 
ances produced, Zack went through the whole of his scene 
with Mrs. Peckover in the passage, from beginning to end ; 
following that excellent woman through all the various mazes 
of " rhodomontado " in which she then bewildered herself, 
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and imi g her terror when he threatened to ran ap stain 
and Bsk on BIytb it'Madoiina really had a bair bracel«t. with 
sQch amaziDg accnrac^ and humor, a£ made Mat declare that 
what he had just beheld for nothiog, woatd cnre him of ever 
paying money again to see any regular play-scliiig as long 
aa he lived. 

By the time young Thorpe bad reached the cHnmx oth'n 
iniproTlsed dra' iit, he had so tboroaghl; 

exbaoBtcd bimi ad to throw aside the pit- 

lows and the c<-< rfectly ready to Epcnd the 

rest of the eve lie newspaper. His frteDd 

did not intcrri d, except at the moment 

wbeu he sat df said, simply aod c^reletfi- 

ly enough, thi hould detect the original 

Mr& Peckover imitation, if ever be met 

with her in the sl. i young Thorpe merely re- 

plied that he was not very iiKeiy to do any thing of the 
soit ; because Mrs. Peckover lived at Rubbleford, where her 
husband had some situation, and where ehe herself kept a 
little dairy and muffin-shop, "She don't come to town above 
once a year," concluded Zack, as he lit a cigar ; ** and then 
the old beauty shops indoors all the time at Blytb's I" 

Mat listened to this answer attentively, but offered no far- 
ther remark. He went into the hack room, where the water 
was, and busied himself in washing up all the spare crockery 
of the bachelor household in honor of Mr. Blyth's expected 
visit. 

In process of time, Zack — on whom literature of any kind, 
high or low, always acted more or less as a narcotic — grew 
drowsy over his newspaper, let his grog get cold, dropped 
his cigar oat of bis mouth, and fell fast asleep in his chair. 
When he woke up, shivering, his watch had stopped, the can- 
dle was burning down in the socket, the fire was ont, and 
his fellow-lodger was not to be seen either in the front or the 
back room. Young Thorpe knew his friend's strange &nfiy 
for "going out over night" (as Mat phrased it) "to (»tch 
the morning the first thing in the fields " too well to be at 
all astonished at now finding himself alone. He moved 
away sleepily to bed, yawning out these words to himself: 
"I shall see the old boy back again as naual to-morrow 
morning as soon as I wake." 
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When the morning came, this anticipation proved to be 
fallacioas. The first objects that greeted Zack's eyes when 
he lazily awoke about eleven o'clock, were an arm and a let- 
ter, introdaced caatioasly through his partially opened bed- 
room door. Though by no means contemptible in regard to 
muscular development, this was not the hairy and herculean 
arm of Mat. It was only the arm of the servant of all-work, 
who held the barbarian lodger in such salutary awe that she 
had never been known to venture her whole body into the 
forbidden region of his apartments since he had first inhab- 
ited them. Zack jumped out of bed and took the letter. It 
proved to be from Valentine, and summoned him to repair 
immediately to the painter's house to see Mrs. Thorpe, who 
earnestly desired to speak with him. His color changed as 
he read the few lines Mr. Blyth had written, and thought of 
the prospect of meeting his mother face to face for the first 
time since he had left his home. He hurried on his clothes, 
however, without a moment's delay, and went out directly 
— now walking at the top of his speed, now running, in his 
anxiety not to appear dilatory or careless in paying obedi- 
ence to the summons that had just reached him. 

On arriving at the painter's house, he was shown into one of 
the parlors on the ground-floor ; and there sat Mrs. Thorpe, 
with Mr. Blyth to keep her company. The meeting between 
mother and son was characteristic on both sides. Without 
giving Valentine time enough to get from his chair to the 
door — without waiting an instant to ascertain what senti- 
ments toward him were expressed in Mrs. Thorpe's face — 
without paying the smallest attention to the damage he did 
to her cap and bonnet — Zack saluted his mother with the 
old shower of hearty kisses, and the old boisterously affec- 
tionate hug of his nursery and school-boy days. And she, 
poor woman, on her side, feebly faltered over her first word8 
of reproof— then lost her voice altogether, pressed into his 
hand a little paper packet of money that she had brought 
for him, and wept on his breast without speaking another 
word. Thus it had been with them long ago, when she was 
yet a young woman and he but a boy — thus, even as it was 
now in the latter and the sadder time I 

Mm Thorpe was long in regaining the self - possession 
which she had lost on seeing her son for the first time since 

13 
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lis High I home. Zack expressed bis tmntrition oter 

and over a n, and many times mteratcd his promtse to 
follow the pion Mr. BIyth bad propowd to him wIhmi thry 
met al the liirDpikc, before his mother became eslm enough 
to ppeak three words together without bursting into tetra. 
Wh«n ehe at last recovered herself sufficiently to be sble to 
address liim with some comuosure. she did not apeak, MB he 
had expected, of jiea or of hia future proft- 

^(.'Is, but of tfao hen inhabited, and of the 

stranger whom become his friend. Al- 

though Ha^s f Columbus " bad warmly 

predispOBcd Vp the painter was too coo- 

ecientions to account when he toM 

Zack's mother i row living, and what sort 

of companion hi idge with. Mrs. Thorpe 

was timid, and aiai.i imid people are ; and she 

now entreated him witu nervous eagerneRS to begin his proiu- 
- ised reform bv Ifavidii Kirk Street, and at once dropping bis 
dangerous intimacy with the vagabond stranger who lived 
there. 

Zack defended his friend to his mother, exactly as he bad 
already defended him to Valentine — bat without shaking 
her opinion, until he bethought himself of promising that in 
this matter, aa in all others, he would be finally guided by 
the opinion of Mr. BIyth. The assurance bo given, accom- 
panied as it was by the announcement that Valentine was 
about to form his own judgment of Mr. Marksman by visit- 
ing the house in Kirk Street that very night, seemed to quiet 
and satisfy Mrs, Thorpe. Her last hopes for her son's fu- 
ture, now that she was forced to admit the sad necessity of 
conniving at bis continued absence from home, rested one 
and all on Mr. BIyth alone. 

This first difficulty smoothed over, Zack asked, with no 
little apprehension and anxiety, whether his father's anger 
showed any symptoms of subsiding as yet. The qaestion 
was an unfortunate one. Mrs. Thorpe's eyes began to fill 
with tears again, the moment she he.ird it. The news she 
had now to tell her son, in answering his inquiries, was of a 
very melancholy and a very hopeless kind. 

The attack of palpitations in the heart which had seized 
Mr. Thorpe on the day of bis son's flight from Baregrove 
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Square, had been immediately and snocessfally relieved by 
the medical remedies employed; but it had been followed, 
within the last day or two, by a terrible depression of spir- 
its, under which the patient seemed to have given way en- 
tirely, and for which the doctor was unable to suggest any 
speedy process of cure. Few in number at all times, Mr. 
Thorpe^s words had now become fewer than ever. His us- 
ual energy appeared to be gone altogether. He still went 
through all the daily business of the religious societies to 
which he belonged, in direct opposition to the doctor's ad- 
vice ; but he performed his duties mechanically, and without 
any apparent interest in the persons or events with which 
he was brought in contact. He had only referred to his son 
once in the last two days ; and then it was not to talk of 
reclaiming him, not to ask where he had gone, but only to 
desire briefly and despairingly that his name might not be 
mentioned again. 

So far as Zack's interests or apprehensions were now con- 
cerned, there was consequently no fear of any new collision 
occurring between his father and himself When Mrs. 
Thorpe had told her husband (after receiving Valentine's 
answer to her letter) that their runaway son was ^^ in safe 
hands," Mr. Thorpe never asked, as she had feared he would, 
^ What hands?" And again, when she hinted that it might 
be perhaps advisable to assist the lad to some small extent, 
as long as he kept in the right way, and suffered himself to 
be guided by the ^ safe hands " already mentioned, still Mr. 
Thorpe made no objections and no inquiries, but bowed his 
head, and told her to do as she pleased : at the same time 
whispering a few words to himself, which were not uttered 
loud enough for her to hear. She could only, therefore, re- 
pe:ft the sad truth that, since his energies had given way, 
all his former plans, and all his customary opinions in refer- 
ence to his son, seemed to have undergone some disastrous 
and sudden alteration. It was only in consequence of this 
alteration, which appeared to render him as unfit to direct 
her how to act as to act himself, that she had ventured to 
undertake the responsibility of arranging the present inter- 
view with Zack, and of bringing him the small pecuniary 
assistance which Mr. Blyth had considered to be necessary 
in the present melancholy emergency. 
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The ^n of alt t)tr«Q particalsra — !DtPrrapt«d,u 

it constantly vaa, hy uimvailing latncmtations on one side, 
and by ueeleBS «lf-rei>r€iachcs on the other — Mcupied modi 
more time than either mother or son had imagint-J. It w» 
not till the clock in Mr. Blytli'a hall struck, that Mr«. Thorpe 
discovered how much longer her absence from home had 
United than she had intended it should, on leaving B«regrov« 
Square. She ro; trepidation — took ■ hni* 

ried leave of Vs >nug aliont his front gw 

den — sent the k could think of to the l» 

dies above stair >nce for home. Zack es- 

corted her to th re ; and, on taking lean, 

showed the sin >n in a very unexpected 

and desperate i offering to return home 

then and there f she wished it! Mr^ 

Thorpe's heart yearn at his word, but she re- 

membered the doctor's orders and the critical ccmdition of 
her husband's health ; and forced herself to confess to Zai-k 
that the favorable time for his return had not yet arrived. 
After this — with mutnal promises to communicate again 
soon through Valentine — they parted very sadly just at the 
entrance of Baregrove Square : Mrs. Thorpe hurrying Derr- 
ously to her own door, Zack returning gloomily to Mr. 
Blyth's honsa 

Meanwhile, how had Mat been occupying himself since he 
had Icfl his young friend alone in the lodging in Kirk Street? 

He had really gone out, as Zack had supposed, for one of 
those long night-walks of his, which usually took him well 
into the country before the first gray of daylight had spread 
far over the sky. On ordinary occasions, he only indulged 
in these oddly-timed pedestrian excursions because the ^t- 
less habits engendered by his vagabond life made him in- 
capable of conforming to civilized hours by spending the 
earliest part of the morning, like other pteople, inactively in 
bed. On this particular occasion, however, he had gone out 
with something like a special purpose ; for he had left Kirk 
Street, not so much for the sake of taking a walk, as for the 
sake of thinking clearly and at his ease. Mat's brain was 
never so fertile in expedients as when he was moving his 
limbs freely in the open air. 
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Hardly a chance word had dropped from Zack that night 
which had not either confirmed him in his resolution to pos- 
sess himself of Valentine's hair bracelet, or helped to sug- 
gest to him the manner in which his determination to obtain 
it might be carried out. The first great necessity imposed 
on him by his pr^ent design, was to deyise the means of 
secretly opening the painter's bureau ; the second was to hit 
on some safe method — should no chance opportunity occur — 
of approaching it unobserved. Mat had remarked that Mr. 
Blyth wore the key of the bureau attached to his watch- 
chain ; and Mat had just heard from young Thorpe that Mr. 
Blyth was about to pay them a visit in Kirk Street On the 
ovening of that visit, therefore, the first of the two objects — 
the discovery of a means of secretly opening the bureau — 
might, in some way, be attained. How ? 

This was the problem which Mat set off to solve to his 
own perfect satisfaction, in the silence and loneliness of a 
long night^s walk. 

In what precise number of preliminary mental entangle- 
ments he involved himself, before arriving at the desired 
solution, it would not be very easy to say. As usual, his 
thoughts wandered every now and then from his subject in 
the most irregular manner ; actually straying away, on one 
occasion, as far as the New World itself, and unintelligi- 
bly occupying themselves with stories he had heard, and 
conversations he had held in various portions of that widely- 
extended sphere, with vagabond chance-comrades from all 
parts of civilized Europe. How his mind ever got back from 
these past times and foreign places to present difficulties 
and future considerations connected with the guest who was 
expected in Kirk Street, Mat himself would have been puz- 
zled to telL But it did eventually get back, nevertheless ; 
and, what was still more to the purpose, it definitely and 
thoroughly worked out the intricate problem that had been 
set it to solve. 

Not a whispered word of the plan he had now hit on drop^ 
ped from Mat's lips, as turning it this way and that in his 
thoughts, he walked briskly back to town in the first fresh 
tranquillity of the winter morning. Discreet as he was, how- 
ever, either some slight practical hints of his present project 
most have oozed out through his actions when he got back 
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to Lonu ir his notion of the sort of hospitxble prefxra- 

tion whie ight to be made for the reception of Mr. Blnh, 
was more uarbarously and extravagantly eccentric Uun all 
the rest of bU notions pat together. 

Instead of going home at once, when he arrived at Kirk 
Street, be stopped at certain shops in the neighborhood to 
make some purchaees which evideull}' had reference to the 
guest of the er t things be bought were 

two or three lei of loaf-sagar. So far bis 

procecdiogs w" igible eoongh; but thej 

gradually heo i incompre)>etisibIe nrfaen 

he began to it vo or three etrsels, look- 

ing about him ; at every locksmith's aD>l 

iron-monger's _ i, waiting to observe all 

the people who be inside them, and then 

deliberately wa'i b this way he approach- 

ed, in course of time, a very nitny little row of houses, with 
some very ill-looking male and female inhabilnnts visible 
in detached positions, staring out of windows or lingering 
about public-house doors. 

Occupying the lower story of one of these houses was a 
small grimy shop, which, judging by the visible stock in 
trade, dealt on a much larger scale in iron and steel ware 
that was old and rusty, than in iron and steel ware that was 
new and bright. Before the counter no customer appeared ; 
behind it there stood alone a squalid, busby-browed, hump- 
backed man, as dirty as the dirtiest bit of iron about him, 
sorting old nails. Mat, who bad unintelligibly passed the 
doors of respectable iron-mongers, now, as unintelligibly, en- 
tered this doubtful and dirty shop ; and addressed himself 
to the unattractive stranger behind the counter. The con- 
ference in which the two immediately engaged was con- 
ducted in low tones, and evidently ended to the satisfaction 
of both ; for the squalid shopman began to whistle a tune 
as he resumed his sorting of the nails, and Mat muttered 
to himself, "That's all right," as he came out on the pave- 
ment again. 

His next proceeding — always supposing that it had refer- 
ence to the reception of Mr. BIylh — was still more myste- 
rious. He went into one of those grocer's shops which are 
dignified by the title of " Italian Warehouses," and boaght 
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a small lump of the very best refined wax ! After making 
this extraordinary purchase, which he put into the pocket 
of his trowsers, he next entered the public-house opposite 
his lodgings ; and, in defiance of what Zack had told him 
about Valentine's temperate habits, bought and brought 
away with him, not only a fresh bottle of brandy, but a 
bottle of old Jamaica rum besides. 

Toung Thorpe had not returned from Mr. Blyth's when 
Mat entered the lodgings with these purchases. He put 
the bottles, the sugar, and the lemons in the cupboard — 
cast a satisfied look at the three clean tumblers and spoons 
already standing on the shelf— relaxed so far from his usual 
composure of aspect as to smile — lit the fire, and heaped 
plenty of coal on, to keep it alight — then sat down' on his 
bear-skins — wriggled himself comfortably into the comer, 
and threw his handkerchief over his face ; chuckling gruffly 
for the first time since the past night, as he put his hand in 
his pockets, and so accidentally touched the lump of wax 
that lay in one of them. 

^ Now Fm all ready for the painter-man,'' growled Mat 
behind the handkerchief, as he quietly settled himself to go 
to sleep. 



CHAPTER X. 

TUE squaw's mixture. 



Like the vast majority of those persons who are favored 
by Nature with what is commonly termed ** a high flow of 
animal spirits," Zack was liable, at certain times and sea- 
sons, to fall from the heights of exhilaration to the depths 
of despair, without stopping for a moment, by-the-way, at 
any intermediate stages of moderate cheerfulness, pensive 
depression, or tearful gloom. After he had parted from his 
mother, he presented himself again at Mr. BIyth's house, in 
such a prostrate condition of mind, and talked of his delin- 
quencies and their eflect on his father's spirits, with such 
vehement bitterness of self reproach, as quite amazed Val- 
entine, and even alarmed him a little on the lad's account. 
The good-natured painter was no friend to contrite despera- 




tion ol id, and do believer in repentance, which eomld 

not loo I Fully forward to the future, as well aa eofTOV- 
ftilly bacK ai> the past. So he laid down bU bmsb.jiu't u 
he was about to begin varnishing the " Golden Age ;" and 
set himself to console Zack, by reminding him of »U (be 
credit and honor he might yet win, if he waa regalar in at- 
tending to hta new stadies — if he never flinched from work 
at the Britbh ^ rivale drawing-Bcbool to 

tvhich he was < trodnced — and if he end- 

ed as he well i g to his father his deter- 

mination to b« ving Mr, Thorpe a prire 

medal, won by V sou's band in the ScbouU 

of the Royal Ac 

A necessary ( jple whose Bpirit« are al- 

ways running tb t they are generally able 

to pass Jrom one to another with unusual 

facility. By the time fiack Dau exhausted Mr, BIyth's co- 
pious Mtoies of consolation, had partaken of an excellent and 
plentiful hot lunch, and had passed an hour up stairs with 
the ladies, he pi-edicted his own refonnation just as confi- 
dently as be had predicted his own ruin about two hours 
before ; and went away to Kirk Street, to see that his friend 
Mat was at home to receive Valentine that evening, stepping 
along as nimbly and swinging his stick as cheerfbtty, as if be 
had already vindicated himself to hia father by winning every 
prize medal that the Royal Academy could bestow. 

Seven o'clock had been fixed as the hour at which Mr. 
Blyth was to present himself at the lodgings in Eirk Street. 
He arrived punctual to the appointed time, dressed jauntily 
for the occasion in a short blue frock-coat, famous among all 
bis acquaintances for its smartness of cut and its fabulons 
old age. From what Zack had told him of Mat's lighter pe- 
culiarities of character, he anticipated a somewhat uncivil- 
ized reception from the elder of his two hosts ; and when he 
got to Kirk Street, he certainly found that his expectations 
were, npon the whole, handsomely realized. 

On mounting the dark and narrow wooden staircase of 
the tobacconist's shop, his nose was greeted by a composite 
smell of fried liver and bacon, b rand y-and- water, and cigar- 
smoke, pouring hospitably down to meet him through the 
crevices of the drawing-room door. When he got into the 
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room, the first object that stmck his eyes at one end of it 
was Zack, with his hat on, vigorously engaged in freshening 
up the dnsty carpet with a damp mop ; and Mat, at the oth- 
er, presiding over the frying-pan, with his coat off, his shirt- 
sleeves rolled np to his shoulders, a glass of steaming hot 
grog on the chimney-piece above him, and a long pewter 
toasting-fork in his hand. 

^ Here's the honored gaest of the evening arrived before 
Fve swabbed down the decks," cried Zack, jogging his 
firiend in the ribs with the long handle of the mop. 

^ How are yon, to-night ?" said Mat, with familiar ease, 
not moving from the frying-pan, but getting his right hand 
free to offer to Mr. Bly th by taking the pewter toasting-fork 
between his teeth. '* Sit down anywhere yon like ; anS just 
holler throagh the crack in the floor, under the bear-skins 
there, if you want any thing out of the bocker-shop, below." 
— (^ He means tobacco when he says bocker," interposed 
Zack, parenthetically.) ** Can you set your teeth in a baked 
tater or two ?" continued Mat, tapping a small Dutch oven 
before the fire with his toasting-fork. ** We've got you a lot 
of fizzin* hot liver and bacon to ease down the taters with 
what you call a relish. Nice and streaky, ain't it ?" Here 
the host of the evening stuck his fork into a slice of bacon, 
and politely passed it over his shoulder for Mr. Blyth to in- 
spect, as he stood bewildered in the middle of the room. 

"^ Oh, delicious, delicious !" cried Valentine, smelling as 
daintily at the outstretched bacon as if it had been a nose- 
gay. " Really, my dear sir — ^" He said no more ; for at 
that moment he tripped himself up upon one of some ten or 
a dozen bottle-corks which lay about on the carpet where he 
was standing. There is very little doubt, if Zack had not 
been by to catch him, that Mr. Blyth would just then have 
concluded his polite remarks on the bacon by measuring his 
full length on the floor. 

** Why don't you put him into a chair ?" growled Mat, 
looking round reproachfully from the frying-pan, as Valen- 
tine recovered his erect position again with young Thorpe's 
assistance. 

•* I was just going to swab up that part of the carpet when 
you came in," said Zack, apologetically, as he led Mr. Blyth 
to a chair. 

13* 
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"Oh u tnentioa it," answered Valentine, Uagltiiig. 
"It WM a ny awkn 

He Bti abruptly Again. Zack had ptac«d him \rith 

his back ne fire, against a tabic covered with s Urge and 
dirty cloin which flowed to the floor, and under which, while 
he was speaking, he had been gently endeavoring to inuna- 
ste his legs. Amazement bereft him of the power of speech 
when, on succet , he foand that his feet 

came in contact tck of empty bottles, oy*- 

ter- shells, and leaped nader the cable 

"Good graoioai doing no mischief;" ex- 

claimed Valentii ivalauche of oyster-shells 

clattered down bot, and a plamp bottle 

with' a broken r jt fi-om under the table- 

cloth, and conrti lie open floor. 

"Kick about, <„ :k about as much as yon 

pleaae," cried Zack, seating himself opposite Mr. Blyth, and 
bringing down a second avalanche of oyster-shells to enconr- 
age him. " The fact is, we are rather put to it for space 
here, so we keep the cloth always laid for dinner, and make 
a temporary lumber-room of the place gnder the table. 
Rather a new idea that, I think— not tidy perhaps, but origi- 
nal and ingenious, which is much better." 

" Amazingly ingenious !" said Valentine, who was now be- 
ginning to be amused as well as surprised by his reception in 
Kirk Street. " Rather untidy, perhaps, as you say, Zack ; 
but new, and not disagreeable, I suppose, when you're used 
to it. What I like about all this," continued Mr. Blyth, 
rubbing his bands cheerfully, and kicking into view another 
empty bottle, as he settled himself in bis chair—-" what I 
like about this is, that it's so thoroughly without ceremony. 
Do you know I really feel at home already, though I never 
was here before in ray life ?— Curious, Zack, isn't it ?" 

" Look out for the laters !" roared Mat, suddenly, from the 
fire-place. Valentine started, first at the unexpected shout 
jnst behind him, next at the sight of a big truculently-knob- 
bed potato which came flying over bis bead, and was dex- 
terously caught, and instantly deposited on the dirty table- 
cloth by Zack. " Two, three, four, five, six," continued Mat, 
keeping the frying-pan going with one hand, and tossing 
the baked potatoes with the other over Mr. Blyth's head in 
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qnick Buccession, for yourtg Thorpe to catch. " What do 
you think of our way of dishing up potatoes in Kirk Street?'' 
asked Zack, in great triumph. '^ It's a little sudden when 
you're not used to it," stammered Valentine, ducking his 
head as each edible missile flew over him — ** but it's free and 
easy — it's delightfully free and easy." "Ready there with 
your plates. The liver's a-coming," cried Mat, in a voice of 
martial command, suddenly showing his great red-hot per- 
spiring face at the table, as he wheeled round from the fire, 
with the hissing frying-pan in one hand, and the long toast- 
ing-fork in the other. " My dear sir, I'm shocked to see you 
taking all this trouble," exclaimed Mr. Blyth ; " do pray 
let me help you I" " No, I'm d — d if I do," returned Mat, 
with the most polite suavity and the most perfect good- 
humor. " Let him have all the trouble, Blyth," said Zack ; 
^Met him help you, and don't pity him. He'll make up for 
his hard work, I can tell you, when he sets in seriously to 
his liver and bacon. Watch him when he begins — he bolts 
his dinner like the lion in the Zoological Gardens." 

Mat appeared to receive this speech of Zack's as a well- 
merited compliment, for he chuckled at young Thorpe and 
winked grimly^at Valentine, as he sat down bare-armed to 
his own mess of liver and bacon. It was certainly a rare 
and even a startling sight to see this singular man eat. 
Lump by lump, without one intervening morsel of bread, he 
tossed the meat into his mouth rather than put it there — 
turned it apparently once round between his teeth — and 
then voraciously and instantly swallowed it whole. By the 
time a quarter of Mr. Blyth's plateful of liver and bacon and 
half of Zack's had disappeared. Mat had finished his frugal 
meal ; had wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, and the 
back of his hand on the leg of his trowsers ; had mixed two 
glasses of strong hot rum-and-water for himself and Zack ; 
and had set to work on the composition of a third tumbler, 
into which sugar, brandy, lemon-juice, rum, and hot water 
all seemed to drop together in such incessant and confusing 
little driblets, that it was impossible to tell which ingnMlicnt 
was uppermost in the whole mixture. When the tumbler 
was full, he set it down on the table, with an indicative 
bang, close to Valentine's plate. 

^ Just try a toothful of that to begin with," said Mat 
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" If yon like it, say Yea; if you don't, «ay No; snd fll 
make it belter next time." 

"You are very kind, very kind indeed," answered Mr. 
Blylb, eying the tumbler by his side witb some little dod- 
AiBiou and hesitation; "but r«ally, though I ebonld be 
shocked to appear ongratefnl, I'm afmid I must own — Zaci, 
you ought to have told yonr friend — " i 

" So I did," said Zack, sippiug his rnm-and-watcr with is- 
finite relish. 

"The fact is, my dear sir," continaed Valentine, "I bars 
the most wretched head in the world for strong liqaor of 
any kind — " 

" Don't call it strong liquor," interposed Mat, emphatically 
tapping the rim of bis guest's tumbler with his fore6nger. 

"Perhaps," pursued Mr. Blylb, with a polite smile,"! 
ought to have said grog." 

" Don't call it grog," retorted Mat, with two dispntationi 
taps on thu rim of the glass. 

" Dear me !" asked Valentine, amazedty, " what is it, then ?" 

" It's Squaw's Mixture," answered Mat, with three difitinct 
taps of asseveration. 

Mr. Blyth and Zack laughed, ander the impressioo that 
their queer companion was joking with thorn. Mat looked 
steadily and sternly from one to the other; then repeated, 
with the gruflest gravity, *' I tell yon, it's Sqoaw's Mixture." 

" What a very curious name 1 How is it made ?" asked 
Valentine. 

" Enough brandy to spile the water. Enough mm to spile 
the brandy-and- water. Enough lemon to spile the rum and 
brandy-antf- water. Enough sugar to spile every thing. 
That's ' Sqnaw's Mixture,' " replied Mat, with perfect calm- 
ness and deliberation. 

Zack began to laugh uproariously. Mat became more in- 
flexibly grave than ever. Mr. Blyth felt that he was grow- 
ing interested on the subject of the Squaw's Mixture. He 
stirred it diffidently with his Bpoon, and asked with great 
curiosity how his host first learned to make it. 

" When I was out, over there, in the Nor'-west," began 
Mat, nodding toward the particular point of the compass 
that he mentioned. 

" When he says Nor'-west, and wags his addled old head 
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like that at the chimney-pots over the way, he means North 
America,** Zack explained. 

•* When I was out Nor'- west,** repeated Mat, heedless of 
the interruption, ^' working along with the exploring gang, 
our stock of liquor fell short, and we had to make the best 
of it in the cold with a spurt of spirits and a pinch of sugar, 
drowned in more hot water than had ever got down the 
throat of e*er a man of the lot of us before. We christened 
the brew 'Squaw's Mixture,' because it was such weak stuff 
that even a woman couldn't have got drunk on it if she 
tried. Squaw means woman in those parts, you know ; and 
mixture means — what you've got afore you now. I knowed 
you couldn't stand regular grog, and that's why I cooked it 
up for you. Don't keep on stirring of it with a spoon like 
that, or you'll stir it away altogether. Try it." 

^Let me try it — let's see how weak it is," cried Zack, 
reaching over to Valentine. 

** Don't you go a-shoving of your oar into another man's 
rollocks," said Mat, dexterously knocking Zack's spoon out 
of his hand just as it touched Mr. Blyth's tumbler. *^Tou 
stick to f/aur grog ; I'll stick to my grog ; and he'll stick to 
Squaw's Mixture." With those words. Mat leaned his bare 
elbows on the table, and watched Valentine's first experi- 
mental sip with great curiosity. 

The result was not successful When Mr. Blyth put 
down the tumbler, all the watery part of the Squaw's Mix- 
ture seemed to have got up into his eyes, and all the spirit- 
uous part to have stopped short at his lungs. He shook his 
head, coughed, and faintly exclaimed, ''Too strong." 

** Too hot, you mean ?" said Mat. 

** No, indeed," pleaded poor Mr. Blyth, " I really meant 
too strong." 

"Try again," suggested Zack, who was far advanced to- 
ward the bottom of his own tumbler already. " Try again. 
Your liquor all went the wrong way last time." 

** More sugar," said Mat, neatly tossing two lumps into 
the glass from where he sat. ** More lemon " (squeezing one 
or two drops of juice, and three or four pips, into the mix- 
ture). **More water" (pouring in about a tea - spoonful, 
with a clumsy flourish of the kettle). ** Try again." 

** Thank you, thank you a thousand times. Really, do 




894 

yon k tftstes much nio«r now," said Mr.Bly th,beginiuDp 

cautiou ilh a spoonlal of the Squaw's llixinro at a lime. 
Mat's its Beamed to rise immonsvly at this annouDC*- 
ment. ho lit bia pipe, and took up his glass of grog; nod- 
ded to YaleDtine and young Thorpe, just as be bad nodded 
to the north-west point of the oonipatis a minule or tvo be- 



r good healths -," ad 
It. 

•d Mr. Blyth, gallantly lA- 
i time vilbout any intcr- 

ed in Zack, draining tis 
[at, it's quite bewildering 
qualities are waking np, 
.ex of Bociety. What do 
t? You're just the man 
could only be prevailed on 
iiritig your tawny old ann^ 



fore ; muttered " 
fiuiehed half hii, 

" All our goti 
tacking the Sqi 
mediate aasista 

"All our f" 
glass to the 
to see how y< 
now you're plu 
you say to givi-a « uai. — ^ 
to get on with the ladies, if yoi 
to wear your coat and give up 
in public," 

" Don't, my dear sir ! I particularly beg yon won't," cried 
Valentine, as Mat, apparently awakened to a sense of polite 
propriety by Zack's last hint, began to UDroll one of his 
tightly-tucked-up shirt- sleeves. " Pray consult your own 
comfort, and keep your sleeves as they were— pray do ! As 
an artist, I have been admiring your arms from the profes- 
sional point of view ever Rince we first sat down to table. I 
never remember, in all my long experience of the living 
model, having met with such a splendid muscular develop- 
ment as yours." 

Saying those words, Mr. Blyth waved his hand several 
times before his host's arms, regarding them with his eyes 
partially closed, and hi? head very much on one side, just 
as he was accustomed to look at his pictures. Mat stared, 
smoked vehemently, folded the objects of Valentine's admi- 
ration over his breast, and, modestly scratching his elbows, 
looked at yonng Thorpe with an expression of utter bewil- 
derment. "Yes! decidedly the most magnificent muscular 
development 1 ever remember stndying," reiterated Mr. 
Blyth, drumming with his fingers on the table, and concen- 
trating the whole of his critical acumen in one eye by total- 
ly closing the other. 
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*^ Hang it, Blyth !'' remonstrated Zack, ^ don't keep on 
looking at his arms as if they were a couple of bits of prize 
beef! You may talk about his muscular development as 
much as you please, but you can't have the smallest notion 
of what it's really equal to till you try it. I say, old Rough 
and Tough ! jump up, and show him how strong yon are. 
Just lifl him on your toe, like you did me." (Here Zack 
pulled Mat unceremoniously out of his chair.) ''Come 
along, Blyth ! Get opposite to him — give him hold of your 
hand — stand on the toe part of his right foot— don't wrig- 
gle about — stiffen your hand and arm, and — there ! — what 
do you say to his muscular development now ?" concluded 
Zack, with an air of supreme triumph, as Mat slowly lifled 
from the ground the foot on which Mr. Blyth was standing, 
and, steadying himself on his left leg, raised the astonished 
painter with his right nearly two feet high in the air. 

Any spectator observing the performance of this feat of 
strength, and looking only at Mat, might well have thought 
it impossible that any human being could present a more 
comical aspect than he now exhibited, with his black skull- 
cap pushed a little on one side, and showing an inch or so 
of his bald head, with his grimly-grinning face empurpled 
by the violent physical exertion of the moment, and with hb 
thick heavy figure ridiculously perched on one leg. Mr. 
Blyth, however, was beyond all comparison the more laugha- 
ble object of the two, as he soared nervously into the air on 
Mat's foot, tottering infirmly in the strong grasp that sup- 
ported him, till he seemed to be trembling all over, from\he 
tips of his crisp black hair to the fiying tails of his frock- 
coat. As for the expression of his round rosy face, with the 
bright eyes fixed in a startled stare, and the plump cheeks 
crumpled up by an uneasy smile, it was so exquisitely ab- 
surd, as young Thorpe saw it over his fellow-lodger's black 
skull-cap, that he roared again with laughter. '' Oh ! look 
np at him !" cried Zack, falling back in his chair. '' Look at 
his face, for Heaven's sake, before you put him down !" 

But Mat was not to be moved by this appeal. All the at- 
tention his eyes could spare during those few moments, was 
devoted, not to Mr. Blyth's face, but to Mr. Blyth's watoh- 
ehaiiL There hung the bright little key of the painter's 
bofean, dangling jauntily to and fro over his waistcoat-pock* 




et. £ ght foot of the Samson of Kirk Street h<Mated 

bim ti)i ', the key swung temptingly backward and for- 

ward beiwi^j ihem, " Come take mc t cocno Iflkf- me T it 
eei^med to say, aa Mat's eyes tiaed greedily on it eveiy tinw ' 
it dangled toward him. 

" Wonderful ! wonderful !" cried Mr, BIyih, looking cxoeea- 
ively relieved when he found himself saf«ly set doirn*oa the 
floor again. 

" That's notJ i things he can do," niil 

Zack. " Look If stomach downward on 

the car]>et ; ai waistband of yonr (row 

Berg will stand in his teeth," 

" Thank yon ' satisfied without risting 

the waistband qoioed Valentine, return- 

ing in a great L 

" The grog's g ibled Mat. " Do you find 

it slip down easy now f tte continued, handing tbe Squaw's 
Mixture in the friendliest manner to Mr. Blytb. 

"Astodisliiniily easy!" answered Valentino, drinking this 
time almost with tiic boldnfss of Zack himself. " Xttw, it's 
cooler, one tastes the sngar. Whenever I've tried to drink 
regular grog, I have never been able to get people to give it 
me sweet enough. The delicious part of this is that there's 
plenty of sugar in it. And, besides, it has the merit (which 
real grog has not) of being harmless. It tastes strong to in«, 
to be sure ; but then I'm not used to spirits. After what 
you say, however, of course it must be harmless — perfectly 
harmless, I have no doubt." Here he sipped again, pretty 
freely this time, by way of convincing himself of the inno- 
cent weakness of the Squaw's Mixtare. 

While Mr. Blyth had been Bpeaking, Mat's hands had been 
gradually stealing down deeper and deeper into the pookets 
of his trowsers, until his finger and thumb, and a certain 
plastic substance hidden away in the left-hand pocket came 
gently into contact, just as Valentine lefl ofi* speaking. 
"Let's have another toast," cried Mat, quite briskly, the in- 
stant the last word was out of his guest's mouth. " Come 
on, one of you, and give ns another toast," he reiterated, with 
A roar of barbarous joviality, taking up his glass in his right 
hand, and keeping his left still in his pocket. 

" Give you another toast, you noisy old savage !" repeated 
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•*ril give you ^r«, all at once! Mr. Blyth, Mrs. 
Blyth, Madonna, * Columbus,* and * The Golden Age ' — three 
excellent people and two glorious pictures ; let^s lump them 
mil together in a friendly way, and drink long life and success 
to them in beakers of fragrant grog !^ shouted the young 
gentleman, making perilously rapid progress through his 
second glass, as he spoke. 

** Do you know, Vm afraid I must change to some other 
place, if you have no objection,** said Mr. Bly th, after he had 
duly honored the composite toast just proposed. '^ The fire 
here, behind me, is getting rather too hot." 

^ Change along with me," said Mat. '' I don't mind heat, 
nor cold neither, for the matter of that.** 

Valentine accepted this offer with great gratitude. " By- 
the-bye, Zack,** he said, placing himself comfortably in his 
host's chair, between the table and the wall — '' f was going 
Urask a favor of our excellent friend here, when yon sug- 
gested that wonderful and matchless trial of strength which 
we have just had. You have been of such inestimable as- 
sistance to me already, my dear sir,** he continued, turning 
toward Mat, with all his natural cordiality of disposition 
DOW fully developed, under the fostering influence of the 
Sqnaw*s Mixture. '' You have laid me under such an inex- 
pressible obligation in saving my picture from destruction — ** 

^ I wish yon could make up your mind to say what yon 
want in plain words,** intemipted Mat. *' I*m one of your 
rongh-handed, thick-headed sort, / am. Fm not gentleman 
enough to understand parlarver. It don*t do me no good : 
it only worrits me into a perspiration.** And Mat, shaking 
down his shirt-sleeve, drew it several times across his fore- 
bead, as a proof of the truth of his last assertion. 

^ Quite right ! quite right !** cried Mr. Blyth, patting him 
on the shoulder in the most friendly manner imaginable. 
^ In plain words, then, when I mentioned, just now, how 
mnch I admired yonr arms in an artistic point of view, I was 
only paving the way for asking yon to let me make a draw- 
ing of them, in black and white, for a large picture that I 
mean to paint later in the year. My classical fiiruro compo- 
sitioa, you know, Zack — you have seen the sketch — Hercules 
bringing to Eurystheus the Erymanthian lK>ar — a glorious 
sabject ; and onr friend*s arms, and, indeed, his chest, too, if 
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he M-ou y c^nstiit to sit for it, would m«k« the vet; 

studies 1 muei: tvant for Hercules." 

" What on earth w he driving at ?" asked Mat, addradog 
himself to young Thorpe, after etaring at Valentine for a nah 
ment or two in a state of speechless amazement. 

''He wants to draw your armsKif course you will be onW 
too happy to let him-you can't understand any thing about 
it now-bnt you > n to ei^paBS the cigarv 

thank Blylh for Hercules of you-and t*!l ' 

him yon'll comi om whenever he likes." 

anirwered Zaol Be together ia his mosl 

ofi'-haud mann 

" What pair a it f" asked Mat, atill in 

a densely stape> 

" My painting-i otine. " Where yoaaaw 

the pictures, and Si. esterday." 

Mat considei-ed for a moment — then suddenly brightened 
upland betjan to look (jiiitc intelligent again. "I'll come," 
he said, " as soon as yon like — the sooner the better," clap- 
ping his fiat emphatically on the table, and drinking to Val- 
entine with bis heartiest nod. 

"That's a worthy, good-natured fellow!" cried Mr, Elyth, 
di'inking to Mat in return, with grateful enthusiasm. "The 
sooner the better, as you say. Come to-mon-ow evening." 

"All right. To-morrow evening," assented Mat His left 
hand, as he spoke, began to work stealthily round and round 
in his pocket, molding into all sorts of strange shapes, that 
plastic substance, which had lain hidden there ever since his 
shopping expedition in the morning. 

" I should have asked you to come in the day-time," contin- 
ued Valentine ; " but, as you know, Zack, I have the ' Gold- 
en Age' to varnish, and one or two little things to alter In 
the lower part of 'Columbus;' and then by the latter end 
of the week, I must leave home to do those portraits in the 
country which I told you of, and which are wanted before I 
thought they would be. You will come with our friend, 
of course, Z.ick ? I daro say I shall have the order for yon 
to study at the British Museum, by to-morrow. As for the 
Private Drawing Academy—" 

" Xo offense ; but I can't stand seeing you stirring up 
tliem grounds in the bottom of your glass any longer," Mat 
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broke in here ; taking away Mr. Blyth's tumbler as he spoke, 
throwing the sediment of sugar, the lemon-pips, and the lit- 
tle liqaor lefl to cover them, into the grate behind ; and then, 
hospitably devoting himself to the concoction of a second 
supply of that palatable and innocuous beverage, the Squaw's 
Mixture. 

" Half a glass," cried Mr. Bly th. " Weak — remember my 
wretched head for drinking, and pray make it weak." 

As he spoke, the clock of the neighboring parish church 
struck. 

" Only nine," exclaimed Zack, referring ostentatiously to 
the watch which he had taken out of pawn the day before. 
" Pass the rum, Mat, as soon as you've done with it — put the 
kettle on to boil — and now, my lads, we'll begin spending 

the evening in earnest !" 

m m m m m m m 

If any fourth gentleman had been present to assist in 
^spending the evening," as Zack chose to phrase it, at the 
small social soiree in Kirk Street ; and if that gentleman had 
deserted the festive board as the clock struck nine — had 
walked about the streets to enjoy himself in the fresh air — 
and had then, as the clock struck ten, returned to the society 
of his convivial companions, he would most assuredly have 
been taken by surprise, on beholding the singular change 
which the lapse of one hour had been sufficient to produce 
in the manners and conversation of Mr. Valentine Bly th. 

It might have been that the worthy and simple-hearted 
gentleman had been unduly stimulated by the reek of hot 
grog, which, in harmonious association with a heavy mist of 
tobacco-smoke, now filled the room ; or it might have been 
that the second brew of the Squaw's Mixture had exceeded 
half a glassful in quantity, had not been diluted to the req- 
uinite weakness, and had consequently got into his head; 
but, whatever the exciting cause might be, the alteration 
that had taken place since nine o'clock, in his voice, looks, 
and manners, was remarkable enough to be of the nature 
of a moral phenomenon. He now talked incensantly about 
nothing but the fine arts; he differed with both his compan- 
ions, and loilily insisted on his own superior sagacity, when- 
over either of them ventured to speak a word ; he was by 
tnms as noisy as Zack, and as gruff as Mat ; his hair waa 
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crumple wa over bis forehead, hie eyes were dimmed, hie 
shivl-coluu- wtts turned rakistily over his cravat : in short, be 
waa not the genuine Valentine BIyth at all — he was only ■ 
tipsy counterfeit of him. 

As for young Thorpe, any elighl Bteadiness of brain whit^ 
be might oaturally po&se»t, he had long since parted with, 
as a matter of course, for the rest of the evening. Mat aloiw 
i-emaiDed uncha at, reckless of the blsziai; 

fire behind bin eft band of bis dropping 

Btealthily ever] ito his pocket; smoking, 

di-inking, and bi ompauions, jiist as gruffly 

self-possessed aa 

"There's ten u the clock struck. "I 

said we should ten. So we are." 

Zack nodded i and stared hard at one of 

tbe empty botties ■ bicb bad rolled oat from 

the temporary store-room under the table. 

" Uold your tongues, both of you !" cried Mr. BIyth. " I 
insist on clearing up that disputed point about whether art- 
ists are not just as hardy and strong as other men. Pm an 
artist myself, and I aay they are, I'll agree with you in 
every thing else ; for you're the two best fellows in the 
world ; but if you say a word against artists, I'm your ene- 
my for life. You may talk to me by the hour together about 
admirals, generals, and prime ministers — I mention the glori- 
ous names of Michael Angelo and Raphael, and down goes 
your argument directly. When Michael Angelo's nose was 
broken, do you think be minded it ? Look in hb Life, and 
see if he did — that's ail! Ha! ha! My painting-room is 
forty feet long (now this is an important proof). While I 
was painting ' Columbus ' and the ' Golden Age,' one was at 
one end — north ; and tbe other at the other — sonth. Very 
good. I walked backward and forward between those two 
pictures incessantly ; and never sat down all day long. 
This is a fact — and the proof is, that I worked on both of 
them at once, A touch on 'Columbus' — a walk into the 
middle of tbe roflm, to look at the effect — ^lum round — walk 
up to ' The Golden Age ' opposite — a touch on ' The Golden 
Age' — another walk into the middle of the room to look at 
tbe effect — another turn round — and back again to 'Colum- 
bus,' Fifteen miles a day of indoor exercise, according to 
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the calcalation of a mathematical friend of mine ; and not 
including the number of times I had to go up and down my 
portable wooden steps to get at the top parts of *' Columbus.' 
Isn't a man hardy and strong who can stand that? Ha! 
ha ! Just feel my legs, Zack. Are they hard and muscu- 
lar, or are they not ?" 

Here Mr. Blyth, rapping young Thorpe smartly on the 
head with his spoon, tried to skip out of his chair as nimbly 
as usual ; but only succeeded in floundering awkwardly into 
an upright position, after he had knocked down his plate 
with all the greasy remains of the liver and bacon on it. 
Zack roused himself from muddled meditation with a start; 
and, under pretense of obeying his friend's injunction, pinch- 
ed Valentine's leg with such vigorous malice, that the paint- 
er fairly screamed again under the infliction. All this time 
Mat sat immovably serene in his place next to the fire. He 
just kicked Mr. Blyth's broken plate, with the scraps of liver 
and bacon, and the knife and fork that had fallen with them, 
into the temporary store-room under the table, and then 
poshed toward him another glass of the Squaw's Mixture, 
quietly concocted while he had been talking. 

The effect on Valentine of this hospitable action proved to 
be singularly soothing and beneficial He had been getting 
gradually more and more disputatious for the last ten min- 
ates ; but the moment the steaming glass touched his hand, 
it seemed to change his mood with the most magical celer- 
ity. As he looked down at it, and felt the fragrant rum 
steaming softly into his nostrils, his face expanded ; and 
while his left hand unsteadily conveyed the tumbler to his 
lips, his right reached across the table and fraternally ex- 
tended itself to Mat. '^ My dear friend," said Mr. Blyth, af- 
fectionately, ^ how kind you are ! Pray how do you make 
the Squaw's Mixture ?" 

** I say. Mat, leave off smoking, and tell us something," 
interposed Zack. ^^Bowl away at once with one of your 
tremendous stories, or Blyth will be bragging again about 
his rickety old legs. Talk, man ! Tell us your famous sto- 
ry of how you lost your scalp." 

Mat laid down his pipe, and for a moment looked very at- 
tentively at Mr. Blyth — then, with the most uncharacteristic 
rsadioess and docility, began his story at once, withont re- 
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i]u!rin| Aer word of p<rrstiitsion. In gcn^ml, the v»fy 

reverse edioua whea he rflnted any experiences of liu 

own, he seemed, on this occasion, perversely bent on letting 
hifl narrative ooze out to the most interminable length. !n- 
fil«ad of adhering to the abridged account of bis terrible ad- 
venture, which he had given Zaek when they first talked 
together on Blsctrrim™ Rridirf>. he now dwelt drowsily on 
the minutest pf irderous chase that bad so 

nearly coat him ng them one after the olh- 

er in the same e which never changed its 

tone in the slig went on. After abont ten 

minutes' endiir ive-infliction which he had 

himself provok was just beginning to feel 

a sensation of i ng over him, when a sonnd 

of lusty snorins : startled him into instant 

wakefulness. He loo- .. There was Mr. Blyth plac- 

idly and profoundly asieep, with his mouth wide open, and 
his head resting against tfae wall. 

"Stop !" whispered Mat, as Zack seized on a half-sqoeezed 
lemon and took aim at Valentine's mouth. " Don't wake 
him yet. What do you say to some oysters?" 

" Give us a dish, and I'll show yon," returned young 
Thorpe. "Sally's in bed by this time — I'll fetch the oysters 
myself from over the way. But, I say, I must have a friend- 
ly shot with something or other at dear old Blytb's gaping 
mouth." 

"Try him with an oyster, when you come back," said Mat, 
producing from the cupboard behind him a lai^ yellow pie- 
dish. " Go on ! I'll see yon down stairs, and leave the can- 
dle on the landing, and the door on the jar, so as yon can 
get in quietly. Steady, young 'nn ! and mind the dish when 
yon cross the road." With these words Mat dismissed Zack 
from the street door to the oyster-shop, and then returned 
immediately to his guest up stairs. 

Valentine was still fast asleep, and snoring vehemently. 
Mat's hand descended again into his pocket, re-appearing, 
however, quickly enough on this occasion, with the piece of 
wax which he had purchased that morning. Steadying bis 
arms coolly on the table, he detached the little chain which 
held the key of Mr. Blyth's bureau from the watch-guard to 
which it was fastened, took off on his wax a perfect impres- 
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Bion of the whole key from the pipe to the handle, attached 
it again to the sleeper's watch-guard, pared away the rough 
ends of the piece of wax till it fitted into an old tin tobac- 
co-box which he took from the chimney-piece, pocketed this 
box, and then quietly resumed his original place at the table. 

** Now,'' said Mat, looking at the unconscious Mr. Blyth, 
after he had lit his pipe again, ^' now, painter-man ! wake up 
as soon as you like." 

It was not long before Zack returned. A violent bang of 
the street door announced his entry into the passage — a con- 
fused clattering and stumbling marked his progress up stairs 
— a shrill crash, a heavy thump, and a shout of laughter in- 
dicated his arrival on the landing. Mat ran out directly, 
and found him prostrate on the floor, with the yellow pie- 
dish in halves at the bottom of the stairs, and dozens of 
oyster-shells scattered about him in every direction. 

** Hurt ?" inquired Mat, pulling him up by the collar, and 
dragging him into the room. 

"Not a bit of it," answered Zack. "I've woke Blyth, 
though (worse luck !) and spoiled our shot with the oyster, 
haven't I ? Oh Ix>rd ! how he stares !" 

Valentine certainly did stare. lie was standing up, lean- 
ing against the wall, and looking about him in a woefully 
dazed condition. Either his nap, or the alarming manner in 
which he had been awakened from it, had produced a de- 
cided change for the worst in him. As he slowly recovered 
what little sense he had left to make use of, all his talka- 
tiveness and cordiality seemed to desert him. He shook his 
head mournfully; refused to eat or drink any thing; de- 
clared, with sullen solemnity, that his digestion was " a per- 
fect wreck in consequence of his keeping drunken society ;" 
and insisted on going home directly, in spite of every thing 
that Zack could say to him. The landlord, who had been 
brought from his shop below by the noise, and who thought 
it very desirable to take the first opportunity that oflered 
of breaking up the party before any more grog was con- 
sumed, ofliciously ran down stairs and called a cab— the re- 
sult of this manceuvre proving, in the sequel, to be what the 
tobacconist desired. Tlie moment the sound of wheels was 
heard at the door, Mr. Blyth clamored peremptorily for his 
hat and coat ; and, after some little demur, was at last help- 




«d intc cab in tlie moet IHondly and aitcntire n 

by Ma. seIC 

" Ju the lights oat up et&in, and tbe yonng 'nn ii 

lied, w i" said Mat to bis )anillun],n« they stood togeth- 

«r on tL.^ du0r-8lep. " I'm going to blow some of tbe ataoke 
ont of me by taking a turo in the fresh nir." 

H« walked away briskly, as be said tbe last words; bat 
when be got t -cet, iuetead of proceeding 

northward to and the cool night-bre^K 

that was bl vereely tnrned southward 

toward the aud courts in tbe whole 

neighboiiiobu. 

Stepping al ho directed his course to- 

ward that par and vile hoiues wluch be 

had already vi ay, and stopped, as belbre, 

at tbe eecond-Ui was shut np for the night, 

bat a dim bght, as ot one tanmng candle, glimmered through 
the circular holes in the tops of the shutters ; and when Mat 
knocked at the door with his knuckles, it was opened im- 
mediately by the same humpbacked ahopman with whom be 
had conferred in the morning. 

" Got it ?" asked the hunchback, in a cracked qnemlons 
voice, tbe moment the door was ajar. 

"All right," answered Mat, in bis grnffest bass tones, 
handing to the little man tbe tin tobacco-box. 

"We said to-morrow evening, didn't we?" continued tbe 
squalid shopman. 

" Not later than six," added Mat. 

*' Not later than six," repeated the other, ahutUng the 
door softly as his customer walked away — northward thb 
time — to seek the fresh air in good earnest. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE OAKDE!{ DOOB 



" Hn or mise, I'll chance it to-night." Those words were 
the first that issned from Mat's lips on tbe morning after 
Mr. BIyth's visit, as he stood alone amidst the festive relics 
of tbe past evening, in tbe front room at Kirk Street. " To- 
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night,'' he repeated to hiioBelf, as he pulled off hb coat and 
prepared to make his toilet for the day in a pail of cold wa- 
ter, with the assistance of a short bar of wholesome yellow 
soap. 

ThoQgh it was still early, his mind had been employed for 
Bome hours past in considering how the second and only diffi- 
culty, which now stood between him and the possession of 
the hair bracelet, might best be overcome. Having already 
procured the first requisite for executing his design, how 
was he next to profit by what he had gained? Knowing 
that the false key would be placed in his hands that even- 
ing, how was he to open Mr. Blyth's bureau without risk- 
ing discovery by the owner, or by some other person in the 
house? 

To this important question he had as yet found no better 
answer than was involved in the woi*ds he had just whis- 
pered to himself, while preparing for his morning ablutions. 
As for any definite plan by which to guide himself, he was 
desperately resigned to trust for the discovery of it to the 
first lucky chance which might be brought about by the 
events of the day. *^ I should like though to have one good 
look by daylight round that place they call the painting- 
room," thought Mat, plunging his &ce into two handfuls of 
hissing soap-suds. 

He was still vigorously engaged over the pail of cold wa- 
ter, when a loud yawn, which died away gradually into a 
dreary howl, sounded from the next room, and announced 
that Zack was awake. In another minute the young gentle- 
man appeared gloomily, in his night-gown, at the folding- 
doors by which the two rooms communicated. His eyes 
looked red - rimmed and blinking, his cheeks mottled and 
sodden, his hair tangled and dirty. He had one hand to his 
forehead, and groaning, with the comers of his mouth lam- 
entably drawn down, exhibited a shocking and salutary pic- 
ture of the consequences of excessive conviviality. 

^ Oh Lord, Mat !" he moaned, *^ my head^s coming in two." 

^ Souse it in a pail of cold water, and walk off what you 
can't get rid of, after that, along with me," suggested his 
friend. 

Zaok wisely took this advice. As they left Kirk Street 
for their walk, M^ managed that they should shape their 
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course so aa to pass ValoDtinc's honse ou their w»f to tbe 
fields. As be had anticipated, young Thorpe propoaed lo 
call in for a mimile, to see how Mr. BIyth was after the 6* 
tivilies of the past night, and to ascertain if he still remained 
in the same mind about making the drawing of Mu's artu 
that evening. 

" I snapcct you didn't brew the Squaw's Mixture half u 
weak as you to! d Zack, elyly, when Ihey 

rang at the belL d Joke for once in a war. 

Bnt really, Blytl td-hearled fellow, it seems 

too bad — in shot . ncx l lime, that's all !" 

Mat gruffly re a^sI intontioa of deceiving 

their gueat as I the liquor he had dronL 

They went int >m, and found Mr. Bljih 

there, pale and ully preparing to varnish 

" The Golden Age, ,. ■embling hand, and a very 

hiadachy coniiaciiou ot the eyebrows. 

"Ah,Zack, Zack! I ought to lecture you about last nigfat," 
said Valentine ; " but I have no right to say a word, tor I 
was much the worst of the two. I'm wretchedly ill this 
morning, which is just what I deserve, and heartily ashamed 
of myself, which is only what I ought to be. I-ook at my 
hand ! It's all in a tremble, like an old man's. Not a thim- 
bleful of spirits shall ever pass my lips again: I'll stick to 
lemonade and tea for the rest of my life. No more Squaw's 
Jlixture for me/ Not, my dear sir," continued Valentine, 
addressing Mat, who had been quietly stealing a glance at 
the bureau, wiiile the painter was speaking to young Thorpe; 
"not, my dear sir, that I think of blaming you, or doubt 
for a moment that the drink you kindly mi.Ted for me would 
have been considered quite weak and harmless by people 
with stronger heads than mine. It was all my own fault, 
my own want of proper thoughtfninees and caution. If I 
misconducted myself East night, as I am afraid I did, pray 
make allowances — " 

" Nonsense !" cried Zack, seeing that Mat was beginning 
to fidget away from Valentine, instead of returning an an- 
swer. "Nonsense! you were glorious company. We were 
three choice spirits, and you were Number One of the social 
Trio. Away with melancholy 1 Do you still keep in the 
same mind about drawing Mat's arms? He will be delight- 
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od to come, and so shall I ; and weMl all get virtuoasly up- 
roarious this time on toast-and-water and tea.'' 

" Of course I keep in the same mind," returned Mr. Blyth. 
^ I had my senses about me, at any rate, when I invited you 
and your friend here to-night. Not that I shall be able to 
do much, I am afraid, in the way of drawing — for a letter 
lias come this morning to hurry me into the country. An- 
other portrait-job has turned up, and I shall have to start to- 
morrow. However, I can get in the outline of your friend's 
arms to-night, and leave the rest to be done when I come 
back. — Shall I take that sketch down for you, my dear sir, 
to look at close ?" continued Valentine, suddenly raising his 
voice, and addressing himself to Mat. " I venture to think 
it one of my most conscientious studies from actual na- 
ture." 

While Mr. Blyth and Zack bad been whispering together, 
Mat had walked away from them quietly toward one end 
of the room, and was now standing close to a door lined in- 
side with sheet-iron, having bolts at top and bottom, and 
leading down a flight of steps from the studio into the back 
garden. Above this door hung a large chalk sketch of an 
old five-barred gate, being the identical study from nature 
which, as Valentine imagined, was at that moment the spe- 
cial object of interest to Mat. 

** No, no ! don't trouble to get the sketch now," said 
Zack, once more answering for his friend. '' We are going 
out to get freshened up by a long walk, and can't stop. 
Now, then. Mat, what on earth are you staring at — the gar- 
den door, or the sketch of the five-barred gate ?" 

**The picter,in course," answered Mat, with unusual quick- 
ness and irritability. 

^It shall be taken down for you to look at close to- 
night," said Mr. Blyth, delighted by the impression which 
the five-barred gate seemed to have produced on the new 
visitor. 

On leaving Mr. Blyth's, young Thorpe and his companion 
tamed down a lane partially built over, which led past Val- 
entine's back garden wall. Tins was their nearest way to 
the fields and to the high-road into the country beyond 
Before they had taken six steps down the lane, Mat, who 
had been inoompTeheDsibly stolid and taciturn inside the 
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house, became j ist as incomprehensibly corioDS and Ulka- 
tive all on a suddeQ outside it. 

Ill the first place, be insisted on monoting some pUnke 
lying under Vakntine's wall (to be used for the new booses 
that were being built in the lane), and peepiug over t« k« 
what sort of garden the painter had. Zack suatniarity pull- 
ed liim down from hia olAirstinn hv the cosl-tails, but not 
before bis quick let the garden ; had aa- 

cen-.k'd tlie atept o the studio ; and bad 

risen above them n handle of the door by 

wbioh they wem le painting-room. 

In the seconf 1 been prevailed on to 

fltai-t fairly for n to oi^k questions with 

the same pertini s which be had already 

displayed on the show, lie set out with 

wanting to know wnemei- mere were to be any strange Ti»- 
itors at Mr. Blyth's that evening ; and then, on being re- 
minded that Valeutioo had exprtsslj said at parting, " No- 
body but ourselves," asked if they were likely to see the 
painter's wife down stairs. After the inquiry had of neces- 
sity been answered in the negative, he went on to a third 
question, and desired to know whether "the young woman" 
(as be persisted in calling Madonna) might be expected to 
stay up stairs with Wrs. Blyth, or to show herself occasion- 
ally in the painting-room. Zack answered this inquiry also 
in the negative — with a running accompaniment of bad 
jokes, as usual. Madonna, except under extraordinary cir- 
cumstances, never came down into the studio in the even- 
ing, when Mr, Biyth had company there. 

Satisfied on these points. Mat now wanted to know at what 
time Mr. Blyth and his family were accustomed to go to bed ; 
and explained, when Zack expressed astonishment at the in- 
quiry, that he had only asked this question in order to find 
out the hour at which it would be proper to take leave of 
their host that night. On hearing this, young Thorpe an- 
swered as readily and carelessly as usual, that the painter's 
family were early people, who went to bed before eleven 
o'clock ; adding that it was, of course, particularly necessa- 
ry to leave the studio in good time on the occasion referred 
to, because Valentine would most probably start for the 
country next day by one of the morning trains. 
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Mat's next question was preceded by a silence of a few 
minates. Possibly he was thinking in what terms he might 
best pat it. If this were the case, he certainly decided on 
using the briefest possible form of expression, for when he 
spoke again, he asked in so many words, what sort of a wom- 
an the painter's wife was. 

Zack characteristically answered the inquiry by a torrent 
of his most superlative eulogies on Mrs. Blyth; and then, 
passing from the lady herself to the chamber that she inhab- 
ited, wound up with a magnificent and exaggerated descrip- 
tion of the splendor of her room. 

Mat listened to him attentively ; then said he supposed 
Mrs. Blyth must be fond of curiosities, and all sorts of 
^knickknack things from foreign parts." Toung Thorpe 
not only answered the question in the afSrmative, but add- 
ed, as a private expression of his own opinion, that he be- 
lieved these said curiosities and ^ knickknacks " had helped, 
in their way, to keep her alive by keeping her amused. From 
this, he digressed to a long narrative of poor Mrs. Blyth's 
first illness ; and having exhausted that sad subject at last, 
ended by calling on his friend to change the conversation to 
some less mournful topic. 

But just at this point, it seemed that Mat was perversely 
determined to let himself lapse into another silent fit. He 
not only made no attempt to change the conversation, but 
entirely ceased asking questions ; and, indeed, hardly uttered 
another word of any kind, good or bad. Zack, after vainly 
trying to rally him into talking, lit a cigar in despair, and 
the two walked on together silently — ^Mat having his hands 
in his pockets, keeping his eyes bent on the ground, and al- 
together burying himself, as it were, from the outer world, 
in the innermost recesses of a deep brown study. 

As they returned, and got near Kirk Street, Mat gradually 
began to talk again, but only on indifferent subjects ; asking 
no more questions about Mr. Blyth, or any one else. They 
arrived at their lodgings at half-past five o'clock. Zack went 
into the bedroom to wash his hands. While he was thus en- 
gaged. Mat opened that leather bag of his which has been 
mlready described as lying in the comer with the bear-skins, 
and taking out the feather-fan and the Indian tobacco-pouch, 
wrapped them up separately in paper. Having done this, he 
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called to Zack; and, saying that be was aWat to steporer 
to the Bhaving-shop to get bis face scraped clean before go- 
ing to Mr. Btylh'e, leit the house with hia two packages in 
hia hand. 

"If the worst comes to the worst, Til chaoce it to-niphl 
with the garden door," said Mat to bimsell', as he took tiie 
first turning that led toward the secoud-baDd iron-shop, 
" This will do to get rid of the painter-man with. And this 
will send Zack aller bim," he added, putting fir«t the fan aod 
then the tobacoo - poach into separate pockets of his coat. 
A canning smile hovered about bis lips for a moment, as he 
disposed of his two packages in this manner ; bat it passed 
away again almost immediately, and was succeeded by a 
curious contvactioo and twitching of the upper part of his 
face. He began muttering once again that name of " I^Eary," 
which had betn often on his lips lately ; and quickened his 
pace mechanically, as it was always his habit to do wbes 
any thing vexed or disturbed him. 

When he reached the shop, the hunchback was at the 
door, with the tin tobacco-bos in bis hand. On this occa- 
sion, not a single word was exchanged between the twa 
The squalid shopman, as the customer approached, rattled 
something signiticantly inside the box, and then handed it 
to Mat; and Mat put his finger and thumb into his waist- 
coat-pocket, winked, nodded, and handed some money to the 
squalid shopman. The brief ceremony of giving and taking 
thus completed, these two originals turned away from each 
other without a word of farewell ; the hunchback returning 
to the counter, and his customer proceeding to the shaving- 
shop. 

Mat opened the box for an instant, on his way to the bar- 
ber's; anil, taking out the false key (which, though made 
of baser metal, was almost as bright as the original), put it 
carefully into hia waistcoat-pocket. He then stopped at an 
oil and candle shop, and bought a wax-taper and a box of 
matches. "The garden door's safest: I'll chance it with the 
garden door," thought Mat, as he sat down in the shaving- 
shop chair, and ordered the barber to operate on his chin. 

Punctually at seven o'clock Mr. Blyth's visitors rang at 
bis bell. 

When they entered the studio, they found Valentine all 



HIDS-AND-8ESK. 311 

ready for them, with his drawing-board at his side, and his 
cartoon-sketch for the proposed new picture of '* Hercules 
bringing to King Eurystheus the Erymanthian Boar," lying 
rolled up at his feet. He said he had got rid of his head- 
ache, and felt perfectly well now ; but Zack observed that 
he was not in his usual good spirits. Mat, on his side, 
observed nothing but the garden door, toward which he 
lounged carelessly as soon as the first salutations were over. 

**Thi8 way, my dear sir," said Valentine, walking after 
him. *' I have taken down the drawing you were so good 
as to admire this morning, as I said I would. Here it is on 
this painting-stand, if you would like to look at it." 

Mat, whose first glance at the garden door had assured 
bim that it was bolted and locked for the night, wheeled 
round immediately ; and, to Mr. Blyth's great delight, in- 
spected the sketch of the old five-barred gate with the most 
extraordinary and flattering attention. " Wants doing up, 
don't it?" said Mat, referring to the picturesquely-ruinous 
original of the gate represented. *' Tes, indeed," answered 
Valentine, thinking he spoke of the creased and ragged con- 
dition of the paper on which the sketch was made ; *' a mor- 
sel of paste, and a sheet of fresh paper to stretch it on, would 
make quite another thing of it." Mat stared. *' Paste and 
paper for a five-barred gate? A nice carpenter you would 
make !" he felt inclined to say. Zack, however, spoke at 
that moment; so he left the sketch, and wisely held his 
tongue. 

** Now, then, Mat, strip to your chest, and put your arms 
in any position Blyth tells you. Remember, you are going 
to be drawn as Hercules ; and mind you look as if you were 
bringing the Erymanthian boar to King Eurystheus for the 
rest of the evening," said young Thorpe, composedly warm- 
ing himself at the fire. 

While Mat awkwardly, and with many expressions of as- 
tonishment at the strange piece of service required from 
him by his host, divested himself of his upper garments, Val- 
entine unrolled on the fioor the paper cartoon of his classical 
composition ; and, having refreshed his memory from it, put 
his model forthwith into the position of Hercules, with a 
ehair to hold instead of an Erymanthian boar, and Zack to 
look at aa the only available representative of King Eurys- 
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tliens. This done, Mr. Blyth n-asted some liule time, u 
□HDul, bbfore he begao to work, in looking for hie dr»iDg 
materials. In the course of fais search over the littered an- > 
dio table, he acoidentally laid his hand oo two eorelopei | 
with incioBures, which, after examioiDg the addressee he , 
gave immediately to young Thorpe. 

" Here, Zack," li« «»lil " tlimu. heloog to you. ITie large 
envelope coutai) i to draw at the British 

Mii^enm. The i terofiatroduciion inside, 

presenting you, ' unendatioiie, to my friend, 

Mr. Straiher, a V |l,aud the Curator of an 

escellent private tly. Tou had better call 

to-morrow befo! ather will go with you to 

the Museum, aD< begiu,aud will iotrodnce 

you to his drawi itne evening. Pray, pray, 

Zaek, be steady ana can-iui. . ember all you have prom- 
ised your mother and me; and show us that yon are now 
really determined to Btndy the Art in good earnest." 

Zack expressed great gratitude for his friend's kindness, 
and declared, with the utmost fervor of voice and manner, 
that he would repair all his past faults by unflagging future 
industry as a student of Art. After a little longer delay, 
Valentine at last collected his drawing materials, and &irly 
began to work; Mat displaying from the first the most ex- 
traordinary and admirable steadiness as a model. But while 
the work of the studio thus proceeded with all the smooth- 
ness and expedition that could be desired, the incidental 
conversation by no means kept pace with it. lu spite of all 
that young Thorpe could say or do, the talk lagged more 
and more, and grew duller and duller. Valentine was evi- 
dently out of spirits, and the Hercules of the evening had 
stolidly abandoned himself to the most inveterate silence. 
At length Zack gave up al] further effort to be sociable, and 
left the painting-room to go up stairs and visit the ladies. 
Mat looked after him as he quitted the studio, and seemed 
about to speak — then glancing aside at the bureau, checked 
himself suddenly, and did not utter a word. 

Mr. BIylh's present depression of spirits was not entirely 
attributable to a certain ominous reluctance to leave home, 
which he had been vainly trying to shake off since the morn- 
ing. He had a secret reason for his uneasiness which hap- 
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pened to be intimately connected with the model, whose 
Herculean chest and arms he was now busily engaged in 
drawing. 

The plain fact was, that Mr. Blyth's tender conscience 
smote him sorely, when he remembered the trust Mrs. Thorpe 
placed in his promised supervision over her son, and when 
he afterward reflected that he still knew as little of Zack's 
strange companion, as Zack did himself. His visit to Kirk 
Street, undertaken for the express purpose of guarding the 
lad's best interests by definitely ascertaining who Mr. Mat- 
thew Marksman really was, had ended in — what he was now 
ashamed to dwell over, or even to call to mind. **Dear, 
dear me !'' thought Mr. Blyth, while he worked away silent- 
ly at the outline of his drawing, ^ I ought to find out wheth- 
er this very friendly, good-natured, and useful man is fit to 
be trusted with Zack ; and now the lad is out of the room, I 
might very well do it. Might ? I will !'* And, acting im- 
mediately on this conscientious resolve, simple-hearted Mr. 
Blyth actually set himself to ask Mat the important question 
of who he really was ! 

Mat was candor itself in answering all inquiries that re- 
lated to his wanderings over the American continent. He 
confessed with the utmost frankness that he had been sent 
to sea, as a wild boy whom it was impossible to keep steady 
at home ; and he quite readily admitted that he had not in- 
troduced himself to Zack under his real name. But at this 
point his communicativeness stopped. He did not quibble 
or prevaricate ; he just bluntly and simply declared that he 
would tell nothing more than he had told already. 

^ I said to the young 'un,'' concluded Mat, *^ when we first 
come together, * I haven't heard the sound of my own name 
for better than twenty year past ; and I don't care if I never 
hear it again.' That's what I said to him. That's what I 
say to you. Fm a rough 'un, I know; but I haven't broke 
out of prison, or cheated the gallows — " 

** My dear sir," interposed Valentine, eagerly and alarm- 
edly, " pray don't imagine any such offensive ideas ever en- 
tered my head ! I might perhaps have thought that family 
troubles—" 

"That's it," Mat broke in quickly. "Family troubles. 
Drop it there ; and you'll leave it right" 

14* 




lis flaoiiel 1 
' the msny ferveut expire- 
in by ihe painler, bat ap- 
i array himself in his coat 
on, he put his hand in one 
at Valentine. Just then, 
I the tray; upon which be 
liked away one*? again lo 

I the departing hoase-maid, 



Before Mr, Blyth conid make any attempt to shifl the 
conversation to some lees delicate topic, he was inteTrnplFi] 
(to his owe great relief) by the return of young Thorpe w 
the Btudia 

Zack announced the approaching arrival of the snpper- 
tray, and warned " Hercules " to cover ap his neck and shoul- 
ders immediate^ nnlnsH he wished to frighten the house- 
maid out of her it Mr. Blyth laid aside his 
drawing-board, ■■ 
listening the wl 
sions of gratitn> 
pearing to be in 
again. Ab soon 
of the pockets, 
however, the ser. 
turned round inipain-iiviy,a..^ 
the lower end of the room. 

When the door had closed C 
he returned to Mr. Blyth with the feather fan in his hand ; 
and saying, in his usual downright way, that he had heard 
from Zack of Mrs. BIylh's invalid condition, and of her fond- 
ness for curiosities, bluntly asked the painter if he thought 
his wife would like such a fan as that now produced. 

"I got this plaything for a woman in the Old Country, 
many a long year ago," said Mat, pressing the fan roughly 
into Mr. BIylh's hands. " When I come back, and thought 
for to give it her, she was dead and gone. There's not an- 
other woman in England as cares about me, or knows about 
nie. If you're too proud to let your wife have the thing, 
throw it into the fire. I haven't got nobody to give it to; 
and I can't keep it by me, and won't keep it by me, no 
longer," 

In the utterance of these words there was a certain rough 
pathos and bitter reference to past calamity which touched 
Valentine in one of his tender places. His generous instincts 
overcame his prudent doubts in a moment ; and moved him, 
not merely to accept the present, but also to predict warmly 
that Mrs. Blyth would be delighted with it. 

" Zack," he said, speaking in an undertone to young 
Thorpe, who had been listening to Mat's last speech, and ob- 
serving his production of the fan, in silent curiosity and sar- 
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prisG — '' Zack, Fii run up stairs with the fan to Lavvie at 
once, so as not to seem careless about your friend's gifl. 
Mind you do the honors of the supper-table with proper hos- 
pitality while I am away.'' 

Speaking these words, Mr. Bly th bustled out of the room 
as nimbly as usual. A minute or two after his departure, 
Mat put his hand into his pocket once more ; mysteriously 
approached young Thorpe, and opened before him the paper 
containing the Indian tobacco-pouch, which was made of 
scarlet cloth, and was very prettily decorated with colored 
beads. 

** Do you think the young woman would fancy this for a 
kind of plaything ?" he asked. 

Zack, with a shout of laughter, snatched the pouch out of 
hi^ hands, and began to rally his friend more unmercifully 
than ever. For the first time Mat seemed to be irritated by 
the boisterous merriment of which he was made the object, 
and cut his tormentor short quite fiercely with a frown and 
an oath. 

** Don't lose your temper, you amorous old savage !" cried 
Zack, with incorrigible levity. 'Til take your pouch up 
fltairs to the Beloved Object ; and, if Blyth will let her have 
it, I'll bring her down here to thank you for it herself!" 
Saying this, young Thorpe ran laughing out of the room 
with the scarlet pouch in his hand. 

Mat listened intently till the sound of Zack's rapid foot- 
steps died away up stairs — then walked quickly and softly 
down the studio to the garden door — gently unlocked it — 
gently drew the bolts back — ^gently opened it, and ascertain- 
ed that it could also be opened from without merely by 
turning the handle — then, quietly closing it again, left it, to 
all appearance, as fast for the night as before ; provided no 
one went near enough, or had sufficiently sharp eyes, to ob- 
serve that it was neither bolted nor locked. 

^ Now for the big chest !" thought Mat, uking the false 
key out of his pocket, and hastening back to the bureau. 
" If Zack or the painter-man come down before I've time to 
get at the drawer inside, I've made sure of my second chance 
with the garden door." 

He had the key in the lock of the bureau as this thought 
passed through his mind. He was just about to turn it, 




when the Boand of rapidly - descending footetepB upoo the 
Btairs Btrncli on his quick ear. 

" Too late V muttered Mat. " I mast chance it, after all, 
■with the garden door." 

Putting the key into bis pocket again as he said this, ho 
walked back to the fira-plaee. The moment after he got 
there Mr. BIyth I ' ' "' ' 'i. 

"I am quite • should have been bo nn- 

oeremonionsly 1 ralenttne, whose naturally 

courteous natur. o be jast as scrapnloDsly 

polite in his be*> gu<^st, as if Mat had been 

a civilized ger st refined feeling and the 

most exalted n rry you should have been 

left, through Z wiihont any body to &*k 

you to take a lit ined Valentine, turning to 

the table. " Mrs. Biyin, my aear sir (do take a sandwich '.\, 
desires me to evpress her best thanks for vonr very pretir 
present (that is the brandy in the bottle next to yon). She 
admires the design (sponge-cake? Ah! yoa don't care 
about sweets), and thinks the color of the centre feathers— " 

At this moment the door opened, and Mr. Blyth, abruptly 
closing his lips, looked toward it with an expression of the 
blankest astonishment ; for he beheld Madonna entering the 
painting-room in company with Zack. 

Valentine had been persuaded to let the deaf and dumb 
girl accept the Bcarlet pouch by his wife; but neither she 
nor Zack had said a word before him up stairs about taking 
Madonna into the studio. When the painter was well out 
of ear-shot, young Thorpe had confided to Mrs, Elyth the 
new freak in which he wanted to engage ; and, signing un- 
scrupulously to Madonna that she was wanted in the studio, 
to be presented to the " generons man who had given her 
the tobacco-pouch," took her out of the room without stop- 
ping to hear to the end the somewhat faint remonstrance by 
which his proposition was met. To confess the truth, Mrs. 
Blyth — seeing no great impropriety in the girl's being intro- 
duced to the stranger, while Valentine was present in the 
room, and having, moreover, a very strong curiosity to hear 
all she could about Zack's odd companion — was secretly 
anxious to ascertain what impressions Madonna would bring 
away of Mat's personal appearance and manners. And thus 
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it was that Zack, by seizing his opportunity at the right 
moment, and exerting a little of that cool assurance in which 
be was never very deficient, now actually entered the paint- 
ing-room in a glow of mischievous triumph with Madonna 
on his arm. 

Valentine gave him a look as ho entered which he found 
it convenient not to appear to see. The painter felt strong- 
ly inclined, at that moment, to send his adopted child up 
stairs again directly ; but he restrained himself out of a feel- 
ing of delicacy toward his guest — for Mat had not only seen 
Madonna, but had hesitatingly advanced a step or two to 
meet her, the instant she came into the room. 

Few social tests for analyzing female human nature can be 
more safely relied on than that which the moral investigator 
may easily apply, by observing how a woman conducts her- 
self toward a man who shows symptoms of confusion on ap- 
proaching her for the first time. If she has nothing at all in 
her, she awkwardly forgets the advantage of her sex, and 
grows more confused than he is. If she has nothing but 
brains in her, she cruelly abuses the advantage, and treats 
him with quiet contempt. If she has plenty of heart in her, 
•he instinctively turns the advantage to its right use, and 
forthwith sets him at his ease by the timely charity of a 
word or the mute encouragement of a look. 

Now Madonna, perceiving that the stranger showed evi- 
dent signs, on approaching her, of what appeared like con- 
fusion to her apprehension, quietly drew her arm out of Zack*s, 
and, to his unmeasured astonishment, stepped forward in 
front of him — looked up brightly into the grim, scarred face 
of Mat— dropped her usual courtesy — wrote a line hurriedly 
on her slate — then offered it to him with a smile and a nod, 
to read if he pleased, and to write on in return. 

** Who would ever have thought it?'* cried Zack, giving 
vent to his amazement ; ^ she has taken to old R6ngh and 
Tough, and made him a prime favorite at first sight !*' 

Valentine was standing near, but he did not appear to 
hear this speech. He was watching the scene before him 
closely and curiously. Accustomed as he was to the in- 
nocent candor with which the deaf and dumb girl always 
ibowcd her approval or dislike of strangers at a first inter- 
Tiew— as also to her apparent perversity in often displaying 
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a decided for the very people whose looks and nnn- 

ners bad been j. tviously considered certain to displease ber 
— -he was uow most as much surprised as Znck, wfaeti Iw 
witnessed ber reception of Mst. It was an infallible eign 
of Madonna's approval, if she followed np an introduction by 
handing her slate of her own accord lo a stranger. When 
she was preaentt d to people whom she dielikeJ, i»be invftH- 
ably kept it by 1 formally asked for. 

Eccentric in e' was conBistenlly eeeen- 

tric even in his i m who are bashful in a 

young lady's pi blushing. Mat's color 

sank instead o , similarly affected, be- 

tray their burd Sdgeting incessantly. — 

]Uat was as stii eyes wandered heavily 

and vacantly o\ ig with her soft brown 

hair, then resting ... :r face, then descending 

to the gay pink ribbon on ner oreast, and to her crisp black 
silk apron with its smart locc pockets — then dropping at 
last to her neat little shoes, and lo the ihiii bright line of 
white stocking that just separated them from the hem of 
her favorite gray dress. He only looked up again, when 
she touched his hand and put her slate-pencil into it. At 
that signal he raised his eyes once more, read the line she 
had written to thank him for the scarlet pouch, and tried 
to write something in return. But his hand shook, and his 
thoughts seemed to fail him. He gave her b.ick the slate 
and pencil, looking her full in the eyes as he did so. A cu- 
rious change came over his face at the same time — a change 
like that which had altered him so remarkably in the ho- 
sier's shop at Dibbledean. 

" Zack might, after all, have made many a worse friend 
than this man," thought Mr, Blyth, still attentively observ- 
ing Mat. "Vagabonds don't behave in the presence of 
young girls as he is behaving now." 

With this idea in his mind, Valentine advanced to help 
his guest by showing Mat how to communicate with Ma- 
donna. The painter was interrupted, however, by young 
Thorpe, who, the moment he recovci-ed from his first sensa- 
tions of surprise, began to talk nonsense again at the top 
of his voice, with the mischievous intention of increasing 
Mat's embarrassment. 
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While Mr. Blyth was attempting to silence Zack by lead- 
ing him to the supper- table, Madonna was trying her best to 
re-assure the great bulky sun-burned man, who seemed to be 
absolutely afraid of her ! She moved to a stool, which stood 
near a second table in a comer by the fire-place ; and sitting 
down, produced the scarlet pouch, intimating by a gesture 
that Mat was to look at what she was now doing. She 
then laid the pouch open on her lap, and put into it several 
little work-box toys, a Tonbridge silk-reel, an ivory needle- 
case, a silver thimble with an enameled rim, a tiny pair of 
scissors, and other things of the same kind — which she took 
first from one pocket of her apron and then from another. 
While she was engaged in filling the pouch, Zack, standing 
at the supper-table, drummed on the floor with his foot to 
attract her attention, and interrogatively held up a decanter 
of wine and a glass. She started as the sound struck on 
her delicate nerves ; and, looking at youni; Thorpe directly, 
signed that she did not wbh for any wine. The sudden 
movement of her body thus occasioned, shook off her lap a 
little mother-of-pearl bodkin-case, which lay more than half 
oat of one of the pockets of her apron. The bodkin-case 
rolled ander the stool without her seeing it, for she was 
looking toward the supper-table: without being observed 
by Mat, for his eyes were following the direction of her's: 
without being heard by Mr. Blyth, for Zack was, as usual, 
chattering and making a noise. 

When she had put two other little toys that remained in 
her pockets into the pouch, she drew the mouth of it tight, 
passed the loops of the loose thongs that fastened it over 
one of her arms, and then, rising to her feet, pointed to it, 
and looked at Mat with a very significant nod. The action 
expressed the idea she wbbed to communicate, plainly 
enough : " See," it seemed to say, ** see what a pretty work- 
bag I can make of your tobacco-pouch I" 

But Mat, to all appearance, was not able to find out the 
meaning of one of her gestures, easy as they were to inter- 
pret. His senses seemed to grow more and more perturbed 
the longer he looked at her. As she courtesied to him 
again, and moved away in despair, he stepped forward a lit- 
tle, and suddenly and awkwardly held out his hand. ^ The 
big man seems to be getting a little less afraid of me,*^ 
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thought ynn&, Inmiog directly, xnd meeting his clmuf 

advance toward her with a smile. But tbe instant be tonk 
her hand, her lips closed, and she shivered throui^h her vbnle 
body as if dead fiogers had touched her. *'Ob !" she tboagfat 
now, " how cold his hand is ! how cold his hand is !" 

"If I hadn't felt her warm to touch, I sboutd hare been . 
<1 reaming to-night that Vd seen Sfary's gboet." Thia WM 
xhe };rim fancy ibled Mat's mind, U tbA | 

^'e^y same momt-i i was thinking how cold \ 

his hand wa». 1 patiently from some win* | 

ofTered to him je U>d, looking vacantly into 

the fire, drew hi times over his eyea and 

forehead. | 

The chill fron a hand stilt lingered iaij j 

about Madonna's i her anxiou&, though abe \ 

hardly knew why, .« . co. She advanced hastily 

to Valentine, and made tbe sign wiiich indicated Mrs. Blyth, 
by laying her hand on her heart ; she then pointed np staira. 
Valentini', undLTslaiidiiiK what she wanted, jrave her leave 
directly to return to his wife's room. Before Zack could 
make even a gesture to detain her, she had slipped out of 
the studio, after not having remained in it much longer than 

"Zack," whispered Mr. Blyth, as the door closed, "I am 
any thing but pleased with you for bringing Madonna down 
stairs. You have broken through all rate in doing so; and, 
besides that, you have confused your friend by introducing 
her to him without any warning or preparation." 

"Oh, that doesn't matter," interrupted young Thorpe, 
" He's not the sort of man to want warning about any thing. 
I apologize for breaking rules; but as for Mat — why, bang 
it, Blyth, it's plain enough what has been wrong with him 
since supper came in! He's fairly knocked up with doing 
Hercules for you. Ton have kept the poor old Guy for 
near two hours standing in one position, without a rag on 
his back ; and then you wonder — " 

" Bless ray soul ! that never occurred to me. I'm afraid 
you're right," exclaimed Valentine. "Do let us make him 
take something hot and comfortable ! Dear, dear me ! how 
ought one to mix grog ?" 

Mr. Blyth had been for some little time past trying his 
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best to oomponnd a species of fiery and potential Squaw's 
Mixture for Mat. He had begun the attempt some minutes 
before Madonna left the studio, having found it useless to 
offer any explanations to his inattentive guest of the mean- 
ing of the girl's signs and gestures with the slate and to- 
bacco-pouch. He had persevered in his hospitable endeavor 
all through the whispered dialogue which had just passed 
between Zack and himself; and he had now filled the glass 
nearly to the brim, when it suddenly occurred to him that 
he had put sherry in at the top of the tumbler, after having 
begun with brandy at the bottom; also that he had alto- 
gether forgotten some important ingredient which he was, 
just then, perfectly incapable of calling to mind. 

^Here, Mat!" cried Zack. ''Come and mix yourself 
something hot Blyth's been trying to do it for you, and 
can't." 

Mat, who had been staring more and more vacantly into 
the fire all this time, turned round again at last toward his 
friends at the supper-table. He started a little when he 
saw that Madonna was no longer in the room — then looked 
aside from the door by which she had departed, to the bu- 
reau. He had been pretty obstinately determined to get 
possession of the hair bracelet from the fir^t; but he was 
doubly and trebly determined now. 

^ It's no use looking about for the young lady," said Zack ; 
** yon behaved so clumsily and queerly, that you frightened 
her out of the room." 

"No! no! nothing of the sort," interposed Valentine, 
good-naturedly. "Pray take something to warm you. I 
am quite ashamed of my want of consideration in keeping 
you standing so long, when I ought to have remembered 
that you were not used to being a painter's model. I hope 
I have not given you cold — " 

" Given me cold ?" repeated Mat, amazedly. He seemed 
about to add a sufficiently indignant assertion of his supe- 
riority to any such civilized bodily weakness as a liability 
to catch cold — but just as the words were on his' lips, he 
looked fixedly at Mr. Blyth, and checked himself. 

" I am afraid you must be tired with the long sitting you 
have so kindly given me," added Valentine. 

"No," answered Mat, after a moment's consideration; 
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Only sleepy, Fd beet go home. Wfau's 



ly againRt your will," said 
will only thank yon most 
iiig to me, and eay that 1 
r«iurB from the country, 
the morning by an eattr 
^ady, and remtmber yovr 
11 ou Mr. Strather in good 
I your work, Zack — for all oat 
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"not tired, 
o'clock?" 

A reference to yoang Thorpe's watch showed that it ma 
ten minutes past ten. Mat held out hia hand directly to 
take leave; but Valentine positively refused to let him de- 
part until he had helped himself to somethiug from the sap- 
per-table, Hearinir this, he ooured out a glass of brandy 
and drank it off, baud oucc more, and said 

good -night. 

» Well, I won 
Mr. BIyth, rathe, 
heartily for yoUi 
hope to see yo' 
Good-bye, Zack. 
train. Pray, m] 
mother and your piw 
tinif to-morrow, and slicfe t 
sakes, stick to your work !" 

As they left the studio, Mat cast one parting glance at tbe 
garden door. Would the servant, who had most likely bolt- 
ed and locked it early in the evening, go near it again before 
she went to bed ? Would Mr. BIytb walk to the bottom of 
the room to see that the door was safe, afler he bad raked 
the fire out? Important questions these, which only the 
events of the night could answer. 

A little way down Kirk Street, at tbe end by which Zack 
and his friend entered it on returning from Mr. Blyth's, stood 
the local theatre — all ablaze with dazzling gas, and all astir 
with loitering blackguards. Young Thorpe stopped, as he 
and his companion passed under the portico, on the way to 
their lodgings farther up the street. 

"It's only halfpast ten, now," he said. "I shall drop in 
here, .ind see the last scenes of the pantomime. Won't you 

" No," said Mat ; " I'm too sleepy. I shall go on home." 
They separated. While Zack entered the theatre. Mat 
proceeded steadily in the direction of the tobacco-shop. As 
soon, however, as he was well out of the glare of gas from 
the theatre door, he crossed the street ; and, returning quick- 
ly by the opposite side of the way, took the road that led 
him back to Valentine's bouse. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE HAIB BBACELBT. 

Mb. Bltth*8 spirits sank apace, as he bolted and locked 
the front door, when his guests had left him. He actually 
sighed as he now took a turn or two alone up and down the 
studio. 

Three times did he approach close to the garden door, as 
he walked slowly from end to end of the room. But he 
never once looked up at it. His thoughts were wandering 
after Zack, and Zack's friend, and his attention was keeping 
them company. '^ Whoever this mysterious Mat may be," 
mused Valentine, stopping at the fourth turn, and walking 
np to the fire-place ; *' I don't believe there's any thing bad 
aboat him ; and so I shall tell Mrs. Thorpe the next time I 
see her." 

He set himself to rake out the fire, leaving only a few red 
embers and tiny morsels of coal to flame up fitfully from 
time to time in the bottom of the grate. Having done this, 
he stood and warmed himself for a little while, and tried to 
whistle a favorite tune. The attempt was a total failure. 
He broke down at the third bar, and ended lamentably in 
another sigh. 

^ What can be the matter with me ? I never felt so mis- 
erable about going away from home before." Puzzling him- 
self uselessly with such reflections as these, he went to the 
supper-table and drank a glass of wine, picked a bit of a 
sandwich, and unnecessarily spoiled the appearance of two 
sponge-cakes, by absently breaking a small piece off each of 
them. He was in no better humor for eating or drinking 
than for whistling ; so he wisely determined to light his can- 
dle forthwith and go to bed. 

Aft«r extinguishing the lights that had been burning on 
the sapper-table, he cast a parting glance all round the room, 
and was then about to leave it, when the drawing of the old 
five-barred gate, which he had taken down for Mat to look 
at, and bad placed on a painting-stand at the lower end of 
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the fitndio, canglit liia eye. He advanced ton^ard it direct 
ly — stopped hall-way — hesitated — yawned — shirer«d a IHtlt 
— thought to himself thai il was not worth uhiie to troablt 
about hanging the drawing np over the garden door tliit 
night — and so, yawning again, tamed on his heel and \*& 
the studio. 

" "liR* up stairs. About ten 



IS bedroom, they left 
I tho garret'floor, Paitr, 
(s«d the pa tot iDg- room, to 
v out, and the fire ufe for 
00 with ibe be4tt>oin cao- 
lie staira as for as the 6nt 
bethought henKlf of the 
enperin lend e nee of which 
,T..rtment in the household. 



Mr. Blyth'8 Iw" -—">"•- -1- 
ules after Ibeir t 
the kitchen for ' 
the house-maid, 
look in, and see i 
the night. Po' 
die; and, aflei 
landing from i 
garden door, th 
was properly a ttacneu lu — 

" I Bay, did you lock the garden door?" eaid Polly to I^l- 
ty through the banisters. 

"Yea; I did it when I took up master's tea," said Patty 
to Polly, appearing lazily in the hall, after one sleepy look 
round the fast-darkening studio. 

" Hadn't you better see to it again, to make sure F" sug- 
gested the cautious cook. 

" Hadn't you f It's your place," retorted the careless 
house-maid. 

" Hush !" whispered Valentine, suddenly appearing va the 
landing above Polly, from his bedroom, arrayed iu his flan- 
nel dressing-gown and night-cap " Don't talk here, or you'll 
disturb your mistress. Go up to bed, and talk there. Good- 
night !" 

" Good-night, sir," answered together the two faithful fe- 
male dependants of the house of Blyth, obeying their mas- 
ter's order with simpering docility, and deferring to a future 
opportunity all further considerations connected with the 
garden door. 

The fire was fading out fast in the studio grate. Now and 
then, at long intervals, a thin tongue of flame leaped up faint- 
ly against the ever-invading gloom, flickered for an instant 
over the brighter and more prominent objects in the room, 
then dropped back again into darkness. The profound si- 
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lence was only interrupted by those weird honse-noises 
which live in the death of night and die in the life of day ; 
by that sudden crackling in the wall, by that mysterious 
creaking in the furniture, by those still small ghostly sounds 
from inanimate bodies, which we have all been startled by, 
over and over again, while lingering at our book after the 
rest of the family are asleep in bed, while waiting up for a 
friend who is out late, or while watching alone through the 
dark hours in a sick-chamber. Excepting such occasional 
night-noises as these, so familiar, yet always so strange, the 
perfect tranquillity of the studio remained undisturbed for 
nearly an hour after Mr. Blyth had left it. No neighbors 
came home in cabs, no bawling drunken men wandered into 
the remote country fastnesses of the new suburb. The night- 
breese, blowing in from the fields, was too light to be audi- 
ble. The watch-dog in the nnrseryman^s garden hard by 
was as quiet on this particular night as if he had actually 
barked himself dumb at last. Outside the house, as well as 
inside, the drowsy reign of old primeval Quiet was undisturb- 
ed by the innovating vagaries of the rebel, Noise. 

Undisturbed, till the clock in the hall pointed to a quarter 
past eleven. Then there came softly and slowly up the iron 
stairs that led from the back garden to the studio a sound 
of footsteps. When these ceased, the door at the lower end 
of the room was opened gently from outside, and the black 
balky figure of Mat appeared on the threshold, lowering out 
gloomily against a background of starry sky. 

He stepped into the painting-room, and closed the door 
quietly behind him; stood listening anxiously in the dark- 
ness for a moment or two ; then pulling from hb pocket the 
wax-taper and the matches which he bad bought that, after- 
noon, immediately provided himself with a light. 

While the wick of the taper was burning up, he listened 
again. Except the sound of his own heavy breathing, all 
was quiet around him. lie advanced at once to the bureau, 
starting involuntarily as he brushed by Mr. Blyth's lay fig- 
ure with the Spanish hat and the Roman toga ; and cursing 
it under his breath for standing in his way, as if it had been 
a living creature. The door leading from the studio into the 
pasaage of the house was not quite closed; but he never 
noticed this as he passed to the bureau, though it stood close 



by the light of his taper (• 

ag&io) — when a iunt eonnd 
osnght bis ear. 

At the same instant, a ihii 
on him through the narrow cl 
door and the door-post. It in 
the Bound of Bof\ly-Hdvancing 
more distinct from the stone p. 
of the house. 

He had the presence of min 
thrust the hair bracelet into hi 
softly from the bureau (which 
door-post) to the wall (which 
post); BO that the door itself mi( 
thus keep him concealed from tl 
ing the room. He had the prei 
precautions Inntantly; but he hi 
suppress the involuntary oxclan 
lips at the moment when the thi 
flashed into his cj-es. A violent 
ed the muscles of hia throaL I 
of suppressed rage against him: 
voice had turned traitor nod bol 

The light came closn- •'■- ■" 
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the deaf and dumb girl whom he now saw walking into the 
Btndio. 

She had been taking her working materials out of the to- 
bacco-pouch in her own room before going to bed, and had 
then missed her mother-of-pearl bodkin-case. Suspecting 
immediately that she must have dropped it in the studio, and 
fearing that it might be trodden on and crushed if she lefl 
it there until the next morning, she had now stolen down 
stairs by herself to look for it. Her hair, not yet put up for 
the night, was combed back from her face, and hung lightly 
down in long silky folds over her shoulders. Her complex- 
ion looked more exquisitely clear and pure than ever, set off 
MB it was by the white dressing-gown which now clothed 
her. She had a pretty little red-and-blue china candlestick, 
given to her by Mrs. Blyth, in her hand ; and, holding the 
light above her, advanced slowly from the studio door-way, 
with her eyes bent on the ground, searching anxiously for 
the missing bodkin-case. 

Mat^s resolution was taken the moment he caught sight of 
her. He never stirred an inch from his place of concealment 
until she had advanced three or four paces into the room, 
and had her back turned full upon him. Then quietly step- 
ping a little forward from the door, but still keeping well 
behind her, he blew out her caYidle just as she was raising it 
over her head and looking down intently on the floor in 
front of her. 

He had calculated, rightly enough, on being able to exe- 
cute this manceuvre with impunity from discovery, knowing 
that she was incapable of hearing the sound of his breath 
when he blew her candle out, and that the darkness would 
afterward not only effectually-shield him from detection, but 
also oblige her to leave him alone in the room again while 
^he went to get another light. He had not calculated, how- 
ever, on the serious effect which the success of his stratagem 
would have upon her nerves, for he knew nothing of the 
horror which the loss of her sense of hearing caused her al- 
ways to feel when she was lefl in darkness ; and he had not 
Ktopped to consider that, by depriving her of her light, he 
was depriving her of that all-important guiding sc^nse of 
sight, the loss of which she could not supply in the dark, as 
uthers ooald, by the exercise of the ear. 
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lence and solitade stole over him, his power of thinking, his 
cnnning and resolution began to return. Listening yet a 
little while, and hearing no sound of any disturbance among 
the sleepers in the house, he ventured to light one of his 
matches ; and, by the brief flicker that it afforded, picked his 
way noiselessly through the lumber in the studio, and gain- 
ed the garden door. In a minute he was out again in the 
open air. In a minute more, he had got over the garden 
wall, and was walking freely along the lonely road of the 
new suburb, with the hair bracelet saft^ in his pocket. 

At first he did not attempt to take it out and examine it. 
He had not felt the slightest scruple beforehand ; he did not 
feel the slightest remorse now, in connection with the brace- 
let, and with his manner of obtaining possession of it. Cal- 
lous, however, as he was in this direction, he was sensitive 
in another. There was both regret and repentance in him, 
aa he thought of the deaf and dumb girl, and of the parox- 
ysm of terror he had caused her. How patiently and pret- 
tily she bad tried to explain to him her gratitude for his 
gift, and the use she meant to put it to ; and how cruelly he 
* bad made her suffer in return I *' I wish I hadnH frightened 
her Bo,^ said Mat to himself, thinking of this in his own 
rough way, as he walked rapidly homeward. *' I wish I 
hadn't frightened her so.^ 

But his impatience to examine the bracelet got the better 
of hia repentance, as it had already got the better of every 
other thought and feeling in him. He stopped under a gas- 
lamp, and drew his prize out of his pocket. He could see that 
it was made of two kinds of hair, and that something was en- 
graved on the flat gold of the clasp. But his hand shook, his 
eyes were dimmer than usual, the light was too high above 
him, and try as he might he could make out nothing clearly. 

He put the bracelet into his pocket again, and, muttering 
to himself impatiently, made for Kirk Street at his utmost 
speed. His landlord's wife happened to be in the passage 
when he opened the door. Without the ceremony of a An- 
gle preliminary word, he astonished hor by taking her can- 
dle out of her hand, and instantly disappearing up stairs 
with it. Zack had not come from the theatre — he had the 
lodgings to himself— ho could examine the hair bracelet in 
perfect freedom. 

15 
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Ilia first look was at the clasp. By holding it closo to tlw 
flanie of the camUe, he succeeded in reading the letten en- 
graved OH it. 

" M. G, In memory of S, G," 

" Mary Grice. In memory of Sutaa Grire." Mat's 
band closed fast on the bracelet — and dropped heavily on 
bin knee, as lie uttered those words. 

The pantomime which Zack had gone to see was so 
lengthoDod out hy encores of incidenta! songs atid dmom, 
that it was not over till close on midnight. When be left I 
the theatre, the physical consequences of breathing a vitiated ' 
atmosphere made themselves fell immediately in the regions j 
of his month, throat, and stomach. Those ardent aspirations ' 
in the direction of shell-fish and malt liquor, which it is es- 
pecially the mission of the English drama to create, orer* 
came him as he issued into the fresh air, and took him to the 
local oystei^shop for refreshment and change of scene. 

Having the immediate prospect of the private Di&wing 
Academy vividly and menacingly present before his eyea, 
Zack thought of the future for once in his life, and astonish- 
ed the ministering vassals of the oyster-shop (with all of 
whom be was on terms of intimate friendBhip), by enjoying 
himself with exemplary moderation at the festive board. 
When he had done supper, and was on his way to bed at 
the tobacconist^s across the road, it is actually not too mnch 
to say that he was sober and subdued enough to have borne 
inspection by the President and Council of the Royal Acad- 
emy as a model student of the Fine Arts. 

It was rather a surprise to him not to hear his friend snor- 
ing when he let himself into the passage, but his sui-prise rose 
to blank astonishment when he entered the front room, and 
saw the employment on which his fellow-lodger was engaged. 

Mat was sitting by the table, with his rifle laid across his 
knees, and was scouring the barrel bright with a piece of 
sand-paper. By bis side was an unsnuffcd candle, an empty 
bottle, and a tumbler with a little raw brandy left in the 
bottom of it. Ills face, when he looked up, showed that he 
had been drinking bard. Tlicre was a stare in bis eyes that 
was at once fierce and vacant, and a hard, fixed, unnatural 
smile on his lips which Zack did not at all like to see. 
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" Why, Mat, old boy I" he said, soothingly, " yoa look a 
little out of sorts. What's wrong ?" 

Mat scoured away at the barrel of the gun harder than 
ever, and gave no answer. 

'' What in the name of wonder can you be scouring your 
rifle for to-night ?" continued young Thorpe, " You have 
never yet touched it since you brought it into the house. 
What can you possibly want with it now ? We don't shoot 
birds in England with rifle-bullets." 

'^ A rifle-bullet will do for my game, if I put it up,'* said 
Mat, suddenly and fiercely fixing his eyes on Zack. 

^'What game does he mean?" thought young Thorpe. 
^ He's been drinking himself pretty nearly drunk. Can any 
thing have happened to him since we parted company at 
the theatre ? — I should like to find out ; but he's such an 
old savage when the brandy's in his head, that I don't half 
like to question him — " 

Here Zack's reflections were interrupted by the voicd of 
his eccentric friend. 

"Did you ever meet with a man of the name of Carr?" 
asked Mat. He looked away from young Thorpe, keeping 
his eyes steadily on the rifle, and rubbing hard at the barrel 
as he put this question. 

" No," said Zack. " Not that I can remember." 

Mat Icfl ofi* cleaning the gun, and began to fumble awk- 
wardly in one of his pockets. Afler some little time, he pro- 
duced what appeared to Zack to be an inordinately long 
letter, written in a cram|)ed hand, and superscribed appar- 
ently with two long lines of inscription, instead of an ordi- 
nary address. Opening this strange-looking document. Mat 
guided himself a little way down the lines on the first page 
with a very unsteady forefinger — stopped, and read some- 
what anxiously and with evident difficulty — then put the 
letter back in his pocket, dropped his eyes once more on 
the gun in his lap, and said, with a strong emphasis on the 
Christian name, 

"" Arthur Qzrrr 

•*No,*' returned Zack. "I never met with a man of that 
name. Is he a friend of yours ?" 

Mat went on scouring the rifle-barrel. 

Toang Thorpe said nothing more. He had been a little 
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ering thu^ Mat was sltU 
f bis rifle. After the si- 
ne minutes, he suddenly 
iiKl-papor, arirl spoke again. 
Zack," be said, familiarly smacking the stock of his rifle, 
" me and you had some talk once about going away to the 
wild country over the waters together. I'm ready to sail 
when you are, if — " He had glanced up at young Thorpe 
with his vacant bloodshot eyes ae he spoke the last words. 
But he checked himself almost at the same moment, and 
looked away again quickly at the gun. 

" If what ?" asked Zack. 

" If I can lay my hands first on Arthur Carr," answered 
Mat, with very unusual lownesa of tone. " Only let me do 
that, and I shall be game to tramp it at an bourns notice. 
He may be dead and buried for any thing I know — " 

"Then what's the use of looking after him?" interposed 
Zack. 

" The use is, I've got it into my head that he's alive, and 
that I shall find him," returned Mat. 

" Well ?" said young Thorpe, eagerly. 

Mat became silent again. His head drooped slowly for- 
ward, and his body followed it till he rested his elbows on 
the gun. Silting in this crouched-up position, he abstract- 
edly began to amuse himself by snapping the lock of the 
rifle. Zack, suspecting that the brandy he had swallowed 
was beginning to stupefy him, determined, with characteris- 
tic reck less n esc, to rouse him into talking at any hazard. 
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**What the devil is all this mystery about?" he cried 
boldly. '' Ever since you pulled out that feather-fan and to- 
bacco-pouch at Blyth's — " 

" Well, what of them ?" interrupted Mat, looking up in- 
stantly with a fierce, suspicious stare. 

** Nothing particular," pursued Zack, undauntedly, " ex- 
cept that it^s odd you never brought them out before ; and 
odder still that you should tell Blyth, and never say a word 
here to me, about getting them for a woman — " 

"What of Aer.^" broke out Mat, rising to his feet with 
flushed face and threatening eyes, and making the room ring 
again as he grounded liis rifle on the floor. 

" Nothing but what a friend ought to say," replied Zack, 
feeling that, in Mat^» present condition, he had ventured a 
little too far. " Vm sorry, lor your sake, that she never 
lived to have the presents you meant for her. There's no 
offense, I hope, in saying that much, or in asking (after what 
yoo yourself told Blyth) whether her death happened late- 
ly, or—" 

" It happened afore ever you was bom." 

He gave this answer, which amazed Zack, in a curiously 
smothered, abstracted tone, as if he were talking to himself: 
laying aside the rifle suddenly as he spoke, sitting down by 
the table again, and resting his head on his hand. Young 
Thorpe took a chair near him, but wisely refrained from 
saying any thing just at that moment Silence seemed to 
favor the change that was taking place for the better in Mat's 
temper. He looked up, afler a while, and regarded Zack 
with a rough wistfulness and anxiety working in his swarthy 
face. 

" I like you, Zack," he said, laying one hand on the lad's 
arm and mechanically stroking down the cloth of his sleeve 
— " I like you. Don't let us two part company. Let's al- 
ways pull together as brotherly and pleasant as we can." 
He paused. His hand tightened round young Thorpe's 
arm ; and the hot, dry, tearless look in his eyes began to 
soflen as he added, " I take it kind in you, Zack, saying you 
were sorry for her just now. She died afore ever you was 
bom." His hand relaxed its grasp: and when he had re- 
peated those last words, he tumed a little away, and said no 
more. 




Astoii t and onriosity impelled young Thor^ to 

hazai-d an quet>tioR. I 

"Was tiuc B swcellieart of yours?" he asked, aocoascunis- 1 
ly siaking liia voice to a whisper, " or a relation, or — " ' 

" Kid to me. Kin to me," said Mat quickly, yet not im- I 
patiently; reaching out his hatid again to Zaclc's arm, but 
without lookine ud, 

" Was she j 

» No." 

"Sister?" 

"Yes." 

For a minuf' ail«iit after this ansvcr. 

As soon as he in, his rompanioa shook 

his arm — a lill ne — and stopped hiai, 

" Drop it," sai f. " Don't let's talk no 

more ; my head — 

" Any thing wrong with yonr head ?" asked Znck. 

Mat rose to bis fe«t again. A change began to appear in 
hia face. The flush that had tiuged it from the first deep- 
ened palpably, and spread up to the very rim of his black 
skull-cap. A confusion and dimness seemed to be stealing 
over his eyes, a thickness and heaviness to be impeding his 
articulation when he spoke again. 

" I've overdone it with the brandy," he said ; " my head's 
getting hot under the place where they scalped me. Give 
me holt of my hat, and show me a light, Zaek. I canH stop 
indoors no longer. Don't talk! Let me out of the honse 
at once." 

Young Thorpe took up the candle directly; and leading 
the way down stairs, let him out into the street by the 
private door, not venturing to irritate him by saying any 
thing, but waiting on the door-step, and watching him with 
great curiosity as he started for his walk. He was just get- 
ting out of sight, when Znck heard him stop and strike his 
stick on the pavement. In less than a minute he had turn- 
ed, and was back again at the door of the tobacconist's shop. 

"Zack,"he whispered, "you ask about among yonr friends 
if any of em ever knowed a man with that name I told you of" 

" Do you mean the 'Arthur Carr'' you were talking about 
just now ?" inquired young Thorpe. 

"Yes; Arthitr Carr," said Mat, very earnestly. Then, 
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taming away before Zack could ask him any more ques- 
tioDS, be disappeared rapidly ibis time in the darkness of 

the street. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

THB SSABCH FOB ARTHUB CABB. 

Mb. Blyth was astir betimes on the morning after Mat 
and yonng Thorpe had visited him in the studio. Manfully 
determined not to give way an inch to bis own continued 
reluctance to leave home, he packed up his brushes and 
colors, and started on his portrait-painting tour by the early 
train which he had originally settled to travel by. 

Although he had every chance of spending his time, dur- 
ing his absence, agreeably as well as profitably, his inexpli- 
cable sense of uneasiness at being away from home remain- 
ed with him even on the railway ; defying all the exhila- 
rating influences of rapid motion and change of scene, and 
oppressing him as inveterately as it had oppressed him the 
night before. Bad, however, as his spirits now were, they 
would have been much worse if he had known of two re- 
markable domestic events, which it had been the policy of 
his -household to keep strictly concealed from him on the 
day of his departure. 

When Mr. Blyth^s cook descended the first thing in the 
morning to air the studio in the usual way, by opening the 
garden door, she was not a little amazed and alarmed to 
find that although it was closed, it was neither bolted nor 
locked. She communicated this circumstance (reproachful- 
ly, of course) to the house-maid, who answered (indignant- 
ly, as was only natural) by reiterating her assertion of the 
past night, that she had secured the door properly at six 
o^clock in the evening. Polly, appealing to contradictory 
visible fact, rejoined that the thing was impossible. Patty, 
holding fast to affirmatory personal knowledge, retorted 
that the thing had been done. Upon this, the two had a 
violent quarrel — followed by a sulky silence — succeeded by 
an affectionate reconciliation — terminated by a politic reso- 
laiion to say nothing more about the matter, and especially 
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of the terrible aOei^, while looking for 

her bodkin-caat D night before. How her 

candle could pc It, as it did in an instant, 

she conid not t sure that nobody was in \ 

the room whei d quite sure that she feit * 

no draught of tion — in short, she knew | 

nothing of her u\. that her candle suddenly 

went out; that she remamea lor a little tirae, half dead with 
fright, in the darkness ; and that she then managed to grope 
her way back to her buJiooni, in which a iiii,'lit -light was 
always burning. 

Mrs. Blyth followed the progress of this strange story on 
Madonna's fingers with great interest to the end ; and then — 
after suggesting that the candle might have gone out through 
some defect in the make of it, or might really have been ei- 
tinguished by a puff of air which the girl was too much oc- 
cupied in looking for her bodkin-case to attend to — earnestly 
charged her not to say a word on the subject of her adven- 
ture to Valentine, when she went to help him in packing up 
his painting materials. "He is nervous and uncomfortable 
enough already, poor fellow, at the idea of leaving home," 
thought Mrs. Blyth; "and if he hoard the story about the 
candle going out, it would only make him more uneasy still." 
To explain this consideration to Madonna was to insure her 
discretion. She accordingly kept her adventure in the stu- 
dio BO profound a secret from Mr. Blyth, that he no more 
suspected what had happened to her, than he suspected what 
had happened to the hair bracelet, when he hastilj' assured 
himself that he was leaving his bureau properly locked, by 
trying the lid of it the last thing before going away. 

Such were the circumstances under which Valentine left 
home. He was not, however, the only traveler of the read- 
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er's acquaintance whose departure from London took place 
on the morning afler the mysterious extinguishing of Ma- 
donna's light in the painting-room. By a whimsical coin- 
cidence, it so happened that, at the very same hour when 
Mr. BIy th was journeying in one direction, to paint portraits, 
Mr. Matthew Marksman (now, perhaps, also recognizable as 
Mr. Matthew Grice), was journeying in another, to pay a sec- 
ond visit to Dibbledean. 

Not a visit of pleasure by any means, but a visit of bus- 
iness *- business, which, in every particular, Mat had espe- 
cially intended to keep secret from Zack ; but some inkling 
of which he had nevertheless allowed to escape him during 
his past night's conversation with the lad in Kirk Street. 

When young Thorpe and he met on the morning afler that 
conversation, he was sufficiently aware of the fact that his 
overdose of brandy had set him talking in a very unguarded 
manner ; and desired Zack, as bluntly as usual, to repeat to 
him all that he had let out while the liquor was in his head. 
Afler this request had been complied with, he volunteered 
no additional confidences. He simply said thatVhat had 
slipped from his tongue was no more than the truth ; but 
that he could add nothing to it, and explain nothing about 
it, until he had discovered whether "Arthur Carr** were 
alive or dead. On being asked how, and when, he intended 
to discover this, he answered that he was going into the 
coantry to make the attempt that very morning ; and that, 
if he succeeded, he would, on his return, tell his fellow-lodger 
unreservedly all that the latter might wish to know. Fa- 
vored with this additional promise, Zack was lefl alone in 
Kirk Street, to quiet his curiosity as well as he could, with 
the reflection that he might hear something more about his 
friend's secrets when Mat returned from his trip to the 
country. 

In order to collect a little more information on the subject 
of these secrets than was at present possessed by Zack, it 
will be necessary to return for a moment to the lodgings 
in Kirk Street, at that particular period of the night when 
Mr. Marksman was sitting alone in the front room, and was 
holding the hair bracelet crumpled up tight in one of his 
hands. 

His first glance at the letters engraved on the clasp pot 

16* 
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His firet hasty stiepicion that Valentine might have as- 
sumed the name of Arthur Carr, and might therefore be the 
man himself, was set at rest immediately by another look at 
the bracelet. He knew that the lightest in color, of the two 
kinds of hair of which it was made, was Cart's bair, because 
it exactly resembled the surplus lock sent back by the jew- 
eler, and inclosed in Jane Holdeworth's letter. He made 
the comparison, and discovered the resemblance at a glance 
The evidence of his own eye-sight, which was enough for this, 
was also enough to satisfy him immediately that Arthur 
Carr's hair was, in color, as nearly as possible the exact op- 
posite of Mr. Blyth's hair. 

Still, though the painter was assuredly not the father, 
might he not know who the father was, or had been ? How 
could he otherwise have got possession of Mary Grice's 
bracelet and Mary Grice's child ? 

These two questions suggested a third in Mat's mind. 
Should he discover himself at once to Mr. Blyth ; and com- 
pel him, by fair means or foul, to solve all doubts, and dis- 
close what he knew? 

Ko: not at once. That would be playing, at the outset, 
a desperate and dangerous move in the game, which had 
best be reserved to the last. Besides, it was useless to think 
of questioning Mr. Blyth just now— except by the uncer- 
tain and indiscreet process of following him into the coun- 
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try — for he had settled to take his departure from London 
early the next morning. 

But it was now impossible to rest, after what had been 
already discovered, without beginning, in one direction or 
another, the attempt to find out Arthur Carr. Mat's pur- 
pose of doing this sprang from the strongest of all resolu- 
tions — a vindictive resolution. That dangerous part of the 
man's nature which his life among the savages and his wan- 
derings in the wild places of the earth had been stealthi- 
ly nurturing for many a long year past, was beginning to 
assert itself, now that he had succeeded in penetrating 
the mystery of Madonna's parentage by the mother's side. 
Placed in his position, the tender thought of their sister's 
child would, at this particular crisis, have been uppermost 
in many men's hearts. The one deadly thought of the vil- 
lain who had been Mary's ruin was uppermost in Mat's. 

He pondered but a little while on the course that he 
should pursue, before the idea of returning to Dibbledean, 
and compelling Joanna Grice to tell more than she had told 
at their last interview, occurred to him. He disbelieved the 
passage in her narrative which stated that she had seen 
and heard nothing of Arthur Carr in all the years that had 
elapsed since the flight and death of her niece : he had his 
own conviction, or rather his own presentiment (which he 
had mentioned to Zack), that the man was still alive some- 
where ; and he felt confident that he had it in his power, as 
a last resource, to awe the old woman into confessing every 
thing that she knew. To Dibbledean, therefore, in the first 
instance, he resolved to go. 

If he failed there in finding any clue to the object of his 
inquiry, he determined to repair next to Rubbleford, and to 
address himself boldly to Mrs. Peckover. He remembered 
that, when Zack had first mentioned her extraordinary be- 
havior about the hair bracelet in Mr. Blyth's hall, he had 
prefaced his words by saying, that she knew apparently as 
much of Madonna's history as the painter did himself, and 
that she kept that knowledge just as close and secret. This 
woman, therefore, doubtless possessed information which she 
might be either entrapped or forced into communicating. 
There would be no difficulty about finding out where she 
lived; for, on the evening when he had mimicked her, young 



'340 H1DE-ANI)4 EEX. 

Thorpe i Bid thai ehe kept a dairy and mnffin-shop it 

Rubblefora. To tbat town, then, he proposed to jonnet', 
in the event of failing in his purpos«.' at Dibblodeao. 

And if, by any evil chance, he ehonld end in ascertabiinz 
no more frttiu Mrs. Peokover than from Joanna Grice, wbit 
course should he take nest ? There would be nothing lo 
be done then but to return to London — to try the last greti 
hazard — to discv Blyth, come what tnight, 
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from concealment, and Betrayed themselves in tbat half- 
drunken, half-sober occupation of sconrins the rifle-barrel, 
which it had so greatly amazed Zack to witness, and which 
the lad had so suddenly and strangely suspended by his few 
chance words of sympathizing reference to Mary's death. 

But in the mornin<; Mat's bead was clear,and his danger- 
ous instincts were held once more under cunning control 
In the morning, thercfoi-e, he declined explaining himself to 
young Thorpe, and started quietly for the country by the 
fi|-st train. 

On being set down at the Dibbledean Station, Mat linger- 
ed a little and looked about him, just as he had lingered and 
looked on the occasion of his first visit. Ug subsequently 
took the same road to the town which he had then taken; 
and, on gaining the church, stopped, as he bad formerly 
stopped, at the church-yard gate. 

This time, however, he seemed to have no intention of 
passing the entrance — no intention, indeed, of doing any 
thing, unless standing vacantly by the gate, and mechanical- 
ly swinging it backward and forward with both his hands, 
can be considered in the light of an occupation. As for the 
chnrcb-yard, he hardly looked at it now. Tliere were two 
or three people, at a little distance, walking about among the 
graves, who it might have been thought would have attract- 
ed his attention ; but he never took the smallest notice of 
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thenL He was evidently meditating about sometEing, for 
he soon began to talk to himself— being, like most men who 
have passed much of their time in solitude, unconsciously in 
the habit of thinking aloud. 

^ I wonder how many year ago it is since she and me used 
to swing backward and for'ard on this,'' he said, still pushing 
the gate slowly to and fro. ^' The hinges used to creak then. 
They go smooth enough now. Oiled, I suppose." As he 
said this, he moved his hands from the bar on which they 
rested, and turned away to go on to the town ; but stopped, 
and walking back to the gate, looked attentively at its hinges. 
" Ah," he said, " not oiled. New." 

^New," he repeated, walking slowly toward the High 
Street — ** new since my time, like every thing else here. I 
wish rd never come back — I wish to God Fd never come 
back r 

On getting into the town, he stopped at the same place 
where he had halted on his first visit to Dibbledean, to look 
ap again, as he had looked then, at the hosier's shop which 
had once belonged to Joshua Grice. Here those visible and 
tangible signs and tokens which he required to stimulate his 
sluggish memory, were not very easy to recognize. Though 
the general form of his father's old house was still preserved, 
the re-painting and renovating of the whole front had some- 
what altered it, in its individual parts, to his eyes. He look- 
ed op and down at the gables, and all along from window 
to window, and shook his head discontentedly. 

^ New again here," he said. ^ I can't make out for cer- 
tain which winder it was Mary and me broke between os, 
when I come away from school, the year afore I went to sea. 
Whether it was Mary that broke the winder, and me that 
took the blame," he continued, slowly pursuing his way — 
^ or whether it was her that took the blame, and me that 
broke the winder, I can't rightly call to mind. And no 
great wonder neither, if I've forgot such a thing as that, 
when I can't even fix it for certain, yet, whether she ased to 
wear her hair bracelet or not, while I was at home." 

Commaning with himself in this way, he reached the tom- 
iog that led to Joanna Grice's cottage. 

His thoaghts had thas far been straying away idly and 
anintermpledly to the past^ They were now recalled ab- 
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rnptly to pn^senl emergencies by certaio unexpecUd tpptv 
ances which met his eye, the moment he looked dovn tbc 
lane along which ho was walktog. 

lie reiuerohered this place as having stmek him by ill 
silence and its toneliuess, on the occasion of his firet riml l» 
Pibbledean. He uow observed with some Borprise that il 
was astir with humao beings, and noisy with the cImbot sf 
gossiping tongues. All the inbabitanta of the cottage* •■ 
either side of the road were out in their froot gardeoa. A& 
the towns-people, who ought to have been walking abont 
the principal streets, seemed to be iucomprebensibly coogre 
guted in this one narrow little lane. What were ibey ■»■ 
sembled here to do ? What subject was it that men ami 
women — and even children as well — were all eagerly talking 
about? 

Without waiting to hear, without questioniog any body, 
without appearing to notice that he was stared at (as indeed 
all strangers are in rural England), as if he were walking 
about among a breeched and petticoated people in the char- 
acter of a savage with nothing but war paint on him, Mat 
steadily and rapidly pursued his way down the lane to Jo- 
anna Grice's cottage, "Time enough," thought he, "to Gud 
out what all this means, when I've got quietly into the house 
I'm bound for." As he approached the cottage, he saw, 
standing at the gate, what looked, to his eyes, like two 
coaches — one, very strange in form : both very remarkable 
in color. All about the coaches stood solemn -looking gen- 
tlemen ; and all about the solemn-looking gentlemen, circled 
inquisitively and excitably, the whole vagabond boy-and-girl 
population of Dibbledean. 

Amazed, and even bewildered (though he hardly knew 
why) by what he saw. Mat hastened on to the cottage. 
Just as he arrived at the garden paling, the door opened, 
and from the inside of the dwelling there protruded slowly 
into the open air a coffin carried (hi four men's shoulders, 
and covered with a magnificent black velvet pall. 

Mat stopped the moment he saw the coffin, and struck his 
hand violently on the paling by his side. "Dead !" he ei- 
claimed under his breath. 

"A friend of the late Miss Grice's?" asked a gently in- 
quisitive voice near him. 
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He did not hear. All his attention was fixed on the coffin, 
it was borne slowly over the garden path. Behind it 
walked two gentlemen, mournfully arrayed in black cloaks 
and hat-bands. They carried white handkerchiefs in their 
hands, and used them to wipe — not their eyes — but their 
lips, on which the balmy dews of recent wine-drinking glis- 
tened gently. 

"Dix, and Nawby — the medical attendant of the de- 
ceased, and the solicitor who is her sole executor,'^ said the 
Toice near Mat, in tones which had ceased to be gently in- 
quisitive, and had become complacently explanatory instead. 
** That^s Millbury the undertaker, and the other is Gutter- 
idge of the White Hart Inn, his brother-in-law, who sup- 
plies the refreshments, which in my opinion makes a regular 
job of it,^ continued the voice, as two red-faced gentlemen 
followed the doctor and the lawyer. " Something like a fu- 
neral, this! Not a half-penny less than forty pound, I 
should say, when it's all paid for. Beautiful, ain't it ?" con- 
cluded the voice, becoming gently inquisitive again. 

Still Mat kept his eyes fixed on the funeral proceedings in 
front, and took not the smallest notice of the pertinacious 
speaker behind him. 

The coffin was placed in the hearse. Dr. Dix and Mr. 
Nawby entered the mourning - coach provided for them. 
The snug human vultures who prey commercially on the civ- 
ilised dead, arranged themselves, with black wands, in sol- 
emn Undertakers' order of procession on either side of the 
funeral vehicles. Those clumsy pomps of feathers and vel- 
vet, of strutting horses and marching mutes, which are still 
permitted among us to desecrate with grotesquely-shocking 
fiction the solemn fact of death, fluttered out in their black- 
est state grandeur and showed their most woeful state paces, 
as the procession started magnificently with its meagre of- 
fering of one dead body more to the bare and awful grave. 

When Mary Grice died, a fugitive and an outcast, the 
clown's wife and the Irish girl who rode in the circus wept 
for her, stranger though she was, as they followed her coffin 
to the poor-corner of the church-yard. When Joanna Grice 
died in the place of her birth, among the towns-people with 
whom her whole existence had been passed, every eye was 
that looked on her funeral procession ; the two 




strange ■ d niado part of it gossiped plessaotly u tlwy ' 
rode aiier the Iivanse al>otil the news of the morning; ud 
the sole surviving member of ber family, whom chanoe had 
broaght to her door on her burial-day, stood aloof from the 
hired mourners, and moved not a step to follow her to Um 
grave. 

Xo : not a step. Tlie hearse rolled on slowly toward tb« 
cburch-yard, am the lane followed it ; but 

Matthew Grice den paling, at the plac« 

where he had bi What was her death lo 

him ? NothiE m first chance of tracing 

Arthur Carr. lessly she b»d left it to 

Rt rangers to b lEoghtcr; and now, fear- 

lessly and pitil r brother's son, leaving it 

to strangers tc 

"Don't you mt the church-yard, and see 

the last of it ?" inquire<t tbe same inquisitive voice, which 
had twice already endeavored to attract Mat's attention. 

He turned round this time to look at the speaker, and con- 
fronted a wizen, flaxen-haired, sharp-faced man, dressed in a 
jaunty shooting-jacket, carrying a riding-cane in his hand, 
and having a thorough-bred black-and-tan terrier in attend- 
ance at bis heels. 

"Excuse me asking the question,^' said the wizen man; 
" but I noticed how dumbfounded you were when you saw 
the coflin come out. *A friend of the deceased,' I thought 
to myself directly — " 

"Well," interrupted Mat, gruffly, " suppose I am; what 
then ?" 

"Will you oblige me by putting this in your pocket?" 
asked the wizen man, giving Mat a card. " My name's Tatt, 
and I've recently started in practice here as a solicitor. I 
don't want to ask any improper questions, hut, being a 
friend of tbe deceased, you may perhaps have some claim on 
tbe estate; in which case, I should feel proud to take care- 
of your interests. It isn't strictly professional, I know, to 
be touting for tbe chance of a client in tliis way ; but I'm 
obliged to do it in self-defense. Dix, Nawby, Millbury, and 
Gutteridge, all play into one another's hands, and want to 
monopolize among 'em the whole Doctoring, Lawyering, Un- 
dertaking, and Licensed Victualing basiness of Dlbbledeaa 
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Fve made up my mind to break down Na why's monopoly, 
and keep as much husiness out of his office as I can. That's 
why I take time by the forelock, and give you my card.'' 
Here Mr. Tatt left off explaining, and began to play with 
his terrier. 

Mat looked up thoughtfully at Joanna Grice's cottage. 
Might she not, in all probability, have left some important 
letters behind her ? And, if he mentioned who he was, could 
DOt the wizen man by his side help him to get at them ? 

**A good deal of mystery about the late Miss Grice," re- 
sumed Mr. Tatt, still playing with the terrier. ^' Nobody but 
Dix and ]^hiwby can tell exactly when she died, or how she's 
left her money. Queer family altogether. (Rats, Pincher ! 
where are the rats ?) There's a son of old Grice's, who has 
never, they say, been properly accounted for. (Hie, boy ! 
there's a cat ! hie after her, Pincher !) If he was only to turn 
up now, I believe, between ourselves, it would put such a 
spoke in Nawby's wheel — " 

^ I may have a question or two to ask yon one of these 
days," interposed Mat, turning away from the garden paling 
at last. While his new acquaintance had been speaking, he 
had been making up his mind that he should best serve his 
purpose of tracing Arthur Carr, by endeavoring forthwith 
to get all the information that Mrs. Peckover might be able 
to afford him. In the event of this resource proving useless, 
there would be plenty of time to return to Dibbledean, dis- 
cover himself to Mr. Tatt, and ascertain whether the law 
would not give Joshua Grice's son the right of examining 
Joanna Grice's papers. 

•* Come to my office," cried Mr. Tatt, enthusiastically. " I 
can give you a prime bit of Stilton, and as a good glass of 
bitter beer as ever you drank in your life." 

Mat declined this hospitable invitation peremptorily, and 
set forth at once on his return to the station. AH Mr. Tatt's 
efforts to engage him for an ^ early day," and an ^'appointed 
hour," failed. He would only repeat, doggedly, that at some 
future time he might have a question or two to ask about a 
matter of law, and that his new acquaintance should then be 
the man to whom he would apply for information. 

They wished each other ** good-morning " at the entrance 
of the lane, Mr. Tatt lounging slowly np the High Street, 




with hi ior at hU heeU, luitl Mat walking rapidly m iIm 

contrary ction, on his way baek to th« railway statiiML 

As he p» ied the cborcb-yard, the funeral proceaaioa kid 
just arrived at its destination, and the bearers wer« arrpa^ 
the coffin from the hearse to the church door, lie Btopfwd 
a little by the road-eide to see it go in. " Site was no good 
to any body nbnnt Wr nil hpr lifetime," he thonght biU(^ 
ly, as the lasi Wet patt was lost U> lies 

iu the darknear aoce. *' Bat if she'd only 

lived a day or I it have been of some good 

to tne. There'' JBted to know nailed down 

along with bei aver I'm likely to find out 

anywhere else 'mine, this is — » long hotii 

on a dall scent m made it daller." With 

this farewell tb< om the church. 

As he pursuea uia the railroad, he took Jatw 

Holdsworth'fl letter out ot his pocket, and looked at the hair 
inclosed in it. It was the fourth or fiflh time he had done 
this during the few hours that had passed since he had pos- 
sessed himself of Mary's bracelet. From that period there 
had grown within him a vague conviction that the posses- 
sion of Carr's hair might in some way lead to the discovery 
of Carr himself. He knew perfectly well that there was not 
the slightest present or practical use in examining this hair, 
and yet there was something that seemed to strengthen him 
afresh in his purpose, to encourage him anew after his unex- 
pected check at DibbJedean, merely in the act of looking at 
it, " If I can't track him no other way," he muttered, re- 
placing the hair in his pocket, " I've got the notion into my 
head, somehow, that I shall track him by this." 

Mat found it no very easy business to reach Rubbleford. 
He had to go back a little way on the Dibbledean line, then 
to diverge by a branch line, and then to get upon another 
main line, and travel along it some distance before he reach- 
ed his desthiation. It was dark by the time he reached Rub- 
bleford. However, by inquiring of one or, two people, he 
easily fotind the dairy and muffin-shop when he was once 
in the town ; and saw, to his great delight, that it was not 
shut up for the night. He looked in at the window, under 
a plaster-cast of a cow, and observed by the light of one tal- 
low-candle burning inside, a chubby, buxom girl sitting at 
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the ooanter, and either drawing or writing something on a 
•late. Entering the shop, after a moment or two of hesita- 
tion, he asked if he conld see Mrs. Peckover. 

^ Mother went away, sir, three days ago, to nnrse Uncle 
Bob at Bangbary,'' answered the girL 

(Here was a second check — a second obstacle to defer the 
tracing of Arthur Carr ! It seemed like a fatality !) 

^ When do you expect her back ?" asked Mat. 

"Not for a week or ten days, sir," answered the girl. 
** Mother said she wouldn't have gone, but for Uncle Bob 
being her only brother, and not having wife or child to look 
after him at Bangbury." 

{Bangbury! — Where had he heard that name before ?) 

" Father's up at the Rectory, sir," continued the girl, ob- 
serving that the stranger looked both disappointed and puz- 
xled. " If it's dairy business you come upon, I can attend 
to it ; but if it's any thing about accounts to settle, mother 
said they were to be sent on to her." 

" Maybe I shall have a letter to send your mother," said 
Mat, after a' moment's consideration. ''Can you write me 
down on a bit of paper where she is ?" 

**Oh yes, sir." And the girl very civilly and readily 
wrote in her best round hand, on a slip of bill-paper, this 
address : ^ Martha Peckover, at Kob : Handle, 2 Dawson's 
Buildings, Bangbury." 

Mat absently took the slip of paper from her, and put it 
into his pocket ; then thanked the girl, and went out. While 
be was inside the shop, he had been trying in vain to call to 
mind where he had heard the name of Bangbury before : the 
moment he was in the street, the lost remembrance came 
back to him. Surely, Bangbury was the place where Joan- 
na Grice had told him that Mary was buried ! 

After walking a few paces, he came to a large linen- 
draper's shop, with plenty of light in the window. Stop- 
ping here, he hastily drew from his pocket the manuscript 
containing the old woman's "Justification" of her conduct; 
for he wished to be certain about the accuracy of his recol- 
lection^and he had an idea that the part of the Narrative 
which mentioned Mary's death would help to decide him in 
his present doubt 

Yea ! on turning to the last page, there it was written in 
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BO laaoi ords: "I sent, by a person I coald depMtd tx. 
money euuugb to bury her decently in Bangburr cbnttf 
■ yard." 

" I'll go there to-night," said Mat to himself, thmstin^ tfce 
lett«r into hie pwrket, and taking the way bftck to lh« nil- 
way station immediately. 
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had arrived there, he only succeeded in getting hatf-waj to 
Bangbury, before he had to stop for the night, and wail at 
an intermediate station for the first morning train on what 
was termed the Trunk Line. By this main' railroad he 
reached his destination early iu the forenoon, and went at 
once to Dawson's Buildings. 

" Mrs. Peckover has just stepped out, sir — Mr. Randle be- 
ing A little better this morning — for a mouthful of fresh air. 
She'll be in again in half an hour," said the maid -of-all- work 
who opened Mr. Randle's door. 

Mat began to Bui^pect that something more than mere ac- 
cident was concei-ned in keeping Mrs. Peckover and himself 
asunder. " I'll come again in half an hour," he said — theu 
added, jnst as the servant was about to shut the door, 
"Which is my way to the church?" 

Bnnghury church was close at hand, and the directions he 
received for finding it were easy to follow. But when he 
entered the church-yard, and looked about him anxiously to 
see where he should begin searching for his sister's grave, 
his bead grew confused, and his heart began to fail him. 
Bangbury was a large town, and rows and rows of tomb- 
stones seemed to fill the church-yard bewilderiuglv in every 
visible direction. 

At a little distance a man was at work opening a grave, 
and to him Mat applied for help; describing his sister as a 
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•Irmnger who had been buried somewhere in the church- 
ymrd better than twenty years ago. The man was both 
stapid and surly, and would give no advice, except that it 
wms useless to look near where he was digging, for they were 
all respectable towns-people buried about there. 

Mat walked round to the other side of the church. Here 
the graves were thicker than ever; for here the poor were 
buried. He went on slowly through them, with his eyes 
fixed on the ground, toward some trees which marked the 
limits of the church-yard ; looking out for a place to begin 
his search in, where the graves might be comparatively few, 
mod where his head might not get confused at the outset. 
Such a place he found at last, in a damp comer under the 
trees. About this spot the thin grass languished ; the mud 
distilled into tiny water-pools ; and the brambles, briers, and 
dead leaves lay thickly and foully between a few ragged 
turf-mounds. Could they have laid her here? Could this 
be the last refuge to nrhich Mary ran after she fled from 
home? 

A few of the mounds had stained moldering tombstones 
mt their heads. He looked at these first ; and finding only 
strange names on them, turned next to the mounds marked 
out by cross-boards of wood. At one of the graves the 
•cross-board had been torn, or had rotted away, from its up- 
right supports, and lay on the ground weather-stained and 
split, but still faintly showing that it had once had a few 
letters cut in it. He examined this board to begin with, and 
was trying to make out what the letters were, when the 
sound of some one approaching disturbed him. He looked 
op, and saw a woman walking slowly toward the place 
where he was standing. 

It was Mrs. Peckover herself! She had taken a prescrip- 
tion for her sick brother to the ohemist^s — had bought him 
one or two little things he wanted in the High Street — and 
had now, before resuming her place at his bedside, stolen a 
few minutes to go and look at the grave of Madonna^s moth- 
er. It was many, many years since Mrs. Peckover had last 
paid m viut to Bangbury church-yard. 

She stopped and hesitated when she first caught sight of 
Mat; but, after a moment or two, not being a woman easily 
balked in any thing when she had once undertaken to do 



" Ves, sir. I do kn 
disgrace to the pai 
keep it decent; ani 

"I asked you wl 
tiently. 

"A poor, naforttii. 
Heaven if ever rd i 
yet !" answered Mrs. 

" Forsaken ? Afflic 
to himseir, thonghtfull 

" Yes, forsaken and 
hearing him. "Don't 
are. She aba'n't be spo 
soul !" 

Mat looked up eadc 
name ?" he inquired. 

"My name's Peckov€ 
the prompt reply. "An 
yours ?" 

Mat took from his poi 
eyes intently on her faci 
to look at. " Do yoa ki 

Mrs. Peckover stoon" 
bracelet c— 



^^™ 


3 


^^ttB 


m^ 




Ml!^'%r ^M 


K^wMnM|i^ 


ll^t I 


^aBk^^^i 


m^ 1 


upfl 


H" 


' V, lapiJP?)!^|Uy^ 


II 


^^^^^^^^^VJi^^^^ 


u 



i 



4ti 



I 



HIDS-AND^KKK. 351 

Breathless as she was with astonishment, Mrs. P^eckover 
managed to stammer a faint answer in the affirmative, and 
to add that the initials, ^ M. 6.,'' would be found somewhere 
on the broken board lying at their feet. She then tried to 
ask a question or two in her turn ; but the words died away 
in faint exclamations of surprise. *' To think of me and you 
meeting together V^ was all she could say ; *' her own broth- 
er, too ! Oh ! to think of that !— K)nly to think of that !** 

Mat looked down at the mud, the brambles, and the rot- 
ting grass that lay over what had once been a living and 
loving human creature. The dangerous brightness glittered 
in his eyes, the cold change spread fast over his cheeks, and 
the scars of the arrow- wounds began to bum redly and more 
redly, as he whispered to himself, '' Til be even yet, Mary, 
with the man who laid you here !" 

" Does Mr. Blyth know who you are, sir ?" asked Mrs, 
Peckover, hesitating and trembling as she put this question. 
** Did he give you the bracelet ?" 

She stopped. Mat was not listening to her. His eyes 
were fastened on the grave : he was still talking to himself 
in quick, whispering tones. 

** Her bracelet was hid from me in another man^s chest,** 
he said — ^* Fve found her bracelet. Her child was hid from 
me in another man*s house — I've found her child. Her 
grave was hid from me in a strange church-yard — Fve found 
her grave. The man who laid her in it is hid from me still 
—I shall find him /" 

^Please do listen to me, sir, for one moment,** pleaded 
Mrs. Peckover, more nervously than before. **2>oe# Mr. 
Blyth know about you ? And little Mary — oh, sir, whatever 
yon do, pray, pray don*t take her away from where she is 
now ! You can*t mean to do that, sir, though you are her 
own mother's brother? Yon can't, surely?" 

He looked np at her so quickly, with such a fierce, steady, 
serpent-glitter in his light-gray eyes, that she recoiled a step 
or two; still pleading, however, with desperate perseverance 
for an answer to her last question. 

^ Only tell me, sir, that yon don't mean to take little Mary 
away, and I won't ask you to say so much as another word ! 
You'll leave her with Mr. and Mrs. Blyth, won't yon, sir? 
For yoor sister's sake, you'll leave her with the poor bedrid- 

16 
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den lady that's been like a mother lo ber for »o biau; tb 
past ? — tbr your dear, lost eister'B sake, tliat I was vilb al 
ehe died — " 

Tell me aboot her." He said those few words whh «■ 
prising gentlcuees, as Mrs. Feokover tiiougbt, for siuh ■ 
rough-looking man. 

" Yes, yes, all you want to know," she answered. " Bol i 
can't stop here. There's my brother — Fve got »ucli a un 
with seeing you, it's almost put him out of my huad — llien' 
my brother, that I must go bauk to, and see if he's a»\ttf 
Btill. You jnst please to come along vith me, and wait ' 
the parlor — it's close by — while I step up atairs — " (|]< 
she stopped in great confusion. It seemed like moDtng fcx 
desperate risk to ask this strange, sturu-featnrrd relatioD 
Mary Grice's into her brother's bouse.) "And yet," thoat;hl 
Mrs, Peckover, " if I can only soften his heart by i«'lliiig him 
about bis poor unfortunate lister, it may make him all tlw 
readier to leave little Mary — " 

At this point her perplexities were cut short by Mattbrv 
himself, who said, shortly, that he had been to Dawson's 
Buildings already to look alter her. On bearing tbia, sha 
hesitated no longer. It was too late to question the pn>|»riet]r 
or impropriety of admitting him now. 

" Come away, then," she said ; " don't let's wail no loo^. 
And don't fret about the infamous state they've Ivft tbJ 
in here," she added, thinking to prO)iitiato~ him, a» ehe saw 
his eyes turn once more, at parting, on tlie broken board and 
the brambles around the grav& " I know where to go, and 
who to sjieak to — " 

" Go nowhere, and speak to nobody," he broke in sternly, 
to her great astonishment. "All what's got to be done ta 
it, I mean to do myself" 

"You!" 

"Yes, me. It was little enough T ever diil for her while 
she WHS alive; and it's little enough now, only to tnak* 
things look decent about the place where she's baried. Bat 
I mean to do that much for her; and no other man aball Mir 
a finger to help me." 

Roughly na it was spoken, this speech made Mrs. Pcokoror 
ibcl easier about Madonna's prospects. The hard-feAinr^ 
man wda, after alt, not so hard-hearted as she had thouybk 
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him at first. She even ventured to begin qaestioning him 
again, as they walked together toward Dawson's Buildings. 

He varied very much in his manner of receiving Jier in- 
quiries, replying to some promptly enough, and gruffly re- 
using, in the plainest terms, to give a word of answer to 
others. 

He was quite willing, for example, to admit that he had 
procured her temporary address at Bangbury from her 
daughter at Rubbleford ; but he flatly declined .to inform 
her how he had first. found out that she lived at Rubbleford 
at all. Again, he readily admitted that neither Madonna 
nor Mr. Bly th knew who he really was ; but he refused to 
say why he had not disclosed himself to them, or when he 
intended — if he ever intended at all — to inform them that he 
was the brother of Mary Orice. As to getting him to confess 
in what manner he had become possessed of the hair brace- 
let, Mrs. Ifeckover's first question about it, although only an- 
swered by a look, was received in such a manner as to show 
her that any further efforts on her part in that direction 
would be perfectly fruitless. 

On one side of the door, at Dawson's Buildings, was Mr. 
Randle's shop; and on the other was Mr. Handle's little 
dining parlor. In this room Mrs. Peckover left Mat, while 
she went up stairs to see if her sick brother wanted any 
thing. Finding that ho was still quietly sleeping, she only 
waited to arrange the bed-clothes comfortably about him, 
and to put a hand-bell easily within his reach in case he 
should awake, and then went down stairs again immedi- 
ately. 

She found Mat sitting with his elbows on the one little 
table in the dining-parlor, his head resting on his hands. 
Upon the table, lying by the side of the bracelet, was the 
lock of hair out of Jane Holdsworth's letter, which he had 
yet once more taken from his pocket to look at. ^ Why, 
mercy on me !** cried Mrs. Peckover, glancing at it, " surely 
it's the same hair that's worked into the bracelet I Where- 
ever, for goodness' sake, did you get that ?" 

** Never mind where I got it. Do you know whose hair 
it is? Look a little closer. Tlie man this hair belonged to 
was the man she trusted in — and he laid her in the church- 
yard for her pains.^ 



M 
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" Oh 1 who was he ? who was be ?** aslced Mrs. Peckorw. 

eagerly, 

"Who was he?" repeated Mallbew,slenily. "What Jo 
yoii mean by asking me that ?" 

" I only mean that I never heard & word abonl the Tilliiii 
— I don't 80 much as know his name." 

" You don't F" He fastened his eyee enepicioasly on her 
an he said those ' 

" No ; as tme on't. Why, 1 didn't even 

know that yom name was Grice till yoQ 

told me." 

His look of av Unge to a look of amaze- 

ment as he bear |ly gathered u{> the brace- 

let and the lock sm into his pocket again. 

" Let's hear ii iritb her," be said. " III 

have a word or tn. r matter afterward." 

Mrs. Peckover oat oown near mm, and began to. relate the 
motirnfnl ftory which she hnd told to Valentine, and Doctor 
and Mrs. Joyce, now many years ago, tn the Rectory din- 
ing-room. But on this occasion she was not allowed to 
go through her narrative uninterniptedly. While she was 
speaking the few simple words which told how she had sat 
down by the road-side, and suckled the half-starved infant 
of the forsaken and dying Mary Grice, Mat suddenly reach- 
ed out his heavy, trembling hand, and took fast hold of 
here. He griped it with such force that, stout-hearted and 
hardy as she was, she cried out in alarm and pain, "Oh, 
don't ! yon hurt me — yon hnrt me !" 

He dropped her hand directly, and turned his face away 
from her; his breath quickening painfully, his fingers fasten- 
ing on the fiide of his chair, as if some great pang of op- 
pression were trying him to the quick. She rose and asked 
anxiously what ailed him; but, even as the words passed 
her lips, he mastered himself with that iron resolution of bis 
which few trials could bend, and none break, and motioned 
to her to sit down again. 

"Don't mind me," he said; "Pm old and tough-hearted 
with being battered about in the world, and I can't give 
myself vent nohow with talking or crying like the rest of 
you. Never mind ; it's all over now. Go on." 

She complied, a little nervously at first; but he did not 
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intermpt her again. He listened while she proceeded, look- 
ing straight at her ; not speaking or moving — except when 
he winced once or twice, as a man winces under unexpected 
pain, while Mary's death-bed words were repeated to him. 
Having reached this stage of her narrative, Mrs. Peckover 
added little more ; only saying, in conclusion, ^' I took care 
of the poor souPs child, as I said I would ; and did my best 
to behave like a mother to her, till she got to be ten year 
old ; then I give her up— because it was for her own good 
—to Mr. Blyth.** 

He did not seem to notice the close of the narrative. The 
image of the forsaken girl, sitting alone by the road-side, 
with her child's natural sustenance di-ied up within her — 
travel-worn, friendless, and desperate — was still uppermost 
in his mind ; and when he next spoke, gratitude for the help 
that had been given to Mary in her last sore distress was 
the one predominant emotion, which strove roughly to ex- 
press itself to Mrs. Peckover in these words : 

^Is there any living soul you care about that a trifle 
of money would do a little good to?" he asked, with such 
mbmpt eagerness that she was quite startled by it. 

^ Lord bless me !" she exclaimed, '^ what do you mean ? 
What has that got to do with your poor sister, or Mr. 
Blyth r 

" It's got this to do," burst out Matthew, starting to his 
feet, as the struggling gratitude within him stirred body 
and soul both together ; " you turned to and helped Mary 
when she hadn't nobody else in the world to stand by her. 
She was always father's darling — but father couldn't help 
her then ; and I was away on the wrong side of the sea, 
and couldn't be no good to her neither. But I'm on the 
right side now ; and if there's any friends of yours, north, 
south, east or west, as would be happier for a trifle of mon- 
ey, here's all mine ; catch it, and give it 'em." (Ho tossed 
his beaver-skin roll, with the bank-notes in it, into Mrs. 
Peckover's lap.) "Here's my two hands, that I durstn't 
take a holt of yours with, for fear of hurting you again ; 
here's my two hands that can work along with any man's. 
Only give 'em something to do for you, that's all ! Give 
*em something to make or mend, I don't care what — " 

*^ Hush ! hush !" interposed Mrs. Peckover ; " don't be so 
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dreadful i f, there's a good man ! or yoa'!! vake raj 
brother up stairs. And, besides, wbere's the ase to make 
sncb a stir about what I done for your stst«r? Any bod* 
else would have took as kiudly to her as I did, seeing whit 
diatrcsa she was in, poor soul ! Here," she vontiiiuod, hand- 
iiiir him back the beaver-skin roll ; " here's your money, and 
tbank yon for the offer of it. Put it np safe in your pocket 
again. We mai leada above water, thaok I 

God ! and don't ter than that. Put tl op 

in your pocket t m&ke bold to ask f on for j 

something else.* 

"For what?" king her eagerly in lb» 

face, 

" Just for tbi' se not to take little Mary 

away from Mr. 3 promise me you won't," 

"I never tbwi. ;r away," be answered, 

"Where should I tahe her to? iVhat can a lonesome old 
vagabond like me do for her? If she's happy where she b 
— let her stop where she is." 

"Lord bless you for saying that!" fervently exclaimed 
Mrs. Peckovcr, smiling for the first time, and smoothing out 
her gown over her knees with an air of inexpressible relief. 
" Fm rid of my grand fright now, and getting to breathe 
again freely, which I haven't once yet been able to do since 
I first sot eyes on you. Ah! you're rough to look at; but 
you've got your feelings like the rest of us. Talk away 
now as much as you like. Ask me about any thing you 
plea.t— - 

"What's the good?" he broke in, gloomily. "Ton don't 
know what I wanted you to know. I come down here for 
to find out the man as once owned this " — he pulled the lock 
of hair out of bis pocket again — " and you can't help me. I 
didn't believe it when you first said so, but I do now." 

"Well, thank you for saying that much; though you 
might have put it civiler — " 

" His name was Arthur Carr. Did you never hear tell of 
any body with the name of Arthur Carr?" 

" No : never — never till this very moment." 

"The painter-man will know," continued Mat, talking 
more to himself than to Mrs. Peckover. " I must go back 
and chance it with the painter-man, after all." 
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" Painter - man ?" repeated Mrs. Peckover. " Painter ? 
Surely you don't mean Mr. Blyth?" 

" Yes, I do.** 

^ \Vliy, what in the name of fortune can you be thinking 
of! How should Mr. Blyth know more than me? He nev- 
er set eyes on little Mary till she was ten year old ; and he 
knows nothing about her poor unfortunate mother except 
what I told him." 

These words seemed at first to stupefy Mat: they burst 
npon him in the shape of a revelation for which he was to- 
tally unprepared. It had never once occurred to him to 
doubt that Valentine was secretly informed of all that he 
most wished to know. He had looked forward to what the 
painter might be persuaded — or, in the last resort, forced — 
to tell him, as the one certainty on which he might finally 
depend ; and here was this fancied security exposed, in a 
moment, as the wildest delusion that ever man trusted in ! 
What resource was lefl ? To return to Dibbledean, and, by 
the legal help of Mr. Tatt, to possess himself of any frag- 
ments of evidence which Joanna Grice might have lefl be- 
hind her in writing ? This seemed huh a broken reed to de- 
pend on ; and yet nothing else now remained. 

** I shall find him I I don't care where he's hid away from 
me, I shall find him yet," thought Mat, still holding with 
dogged and desperate obstinacy to his first superstition, in 
spite of every fresh sign that appeared to confute it. 

"Why worrit yourself about finding Arthur Carr at all?" 
pursued Mrs. Peckover, noticing his perplexed and mortified 
expression. "The wretch is dead, most likely, by this time — " 

** I'm not dead !" retorted Mat, fiercely ; " and you're not 
dead ; and you and me are as old as him. Don't tell me 
he's dead again ! I say he's alive ; and, by God, I'll be even 
with him !" 

" Oh, don't talk so, don't ! It's shocking to hear you and 
see you," said Mrs. Peckover, recoiling from the expression 
of his eye at that moment, just as she had recoiled from 
it already over Mary's grave. "Suppose he is alive, why 
should you go taking vengeance into your own hands afler 
all these years? Your poor sister's happy in heaven; and 
her child's took care of by the kindest people, I do Iwlieve, 
that ever drew breath in this world. Why should you want 




3S8 UIl>E-AM)-!dEEK. 

to be even ^ h him now ? If he hasn't bcwa puniehcd ti- 
ready, ril m rer for it, he will be — id the next world, if w 
in this. T ; talk about it, or think about it noj | 
that's a gc aan ! Let's be friendly and pleaaant (i 
again — like we were just now — for Mary's sake. 
wliere you've been to a!! tbeee years. How is it '1 
never turned up before J Come ! tell me, do." 

She euded by ' ' 'in much the same ioim 

which she woul'^ of to soothe a fractious 

child. But her an guided her truly: in 

venturiug on tin to " Mary," she had not 

ventured in vuit kiid turned aside the cur- 

rent of his tboug r and smoother direetioo. 

" Didn't she nev out having a brother u 

was away aboar Hixionsly. 

" No. She vc about any of her friends, 

and she didn't say a wora aoont yoii. But how did you come 
to be BO long away ? — that's what I want to know," said Mrn. 
Peckover, pertinaciously repeating her question, partly out 
of euriosity, partly out of the desire to keep him from re- 
turning to the dangerous subject of Arthur Carr, 

"I was alway a bitter bad 'un, I was," said Matthew, 
meditatively. "There was no keeping of me straight, try 
it anyhow yon like. I bolted from home, I bolted from 
school, I bolted from aboard ship — " 

"Why? What for?" 

" Partly becanse I was a bitter bad 'un, and partly because 
of a letter I picked up in port, at the Brazils, at the end of a 
long cruise. Here's the letter — but it's no good showing it 
to you : the paper's so grimed and tore about, you can't 
read it." 

" Who wrote it ? Mary ?" 

"No: father — saying what had happened to Mary, and 
telling me not to come back home till thiugs was pulled 
straight again. Here— here's what he said — under the big 
grease-spot: 'If you can get continued employment any- 
where abroad, accept it instead of coming back. Better for 
you, at your age, to be spared the sight of such sorrow as 
we are now eufl'ering.' Do you see that?" 

"Yes, yes, I see. Ah! poor man! he couldn't give no 
kindiir nor better advice ; and you — " 
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^ Deserted from my ship. The devil was in me to be off 
on the tramp, and father's letter did the rest. I got wild 
and desperate with the thought of what had happened to 
Mary, and with knowing they were ashamed to see me back 
again at home. So the night afore the ship sailed for En- 
gland I slipped into a shore-boat, and turned my back on 
aalt-junk and the boatswain's mate for the rest of my life." 

*^ You don't mean to say you've done nothing but wander 
about in foreign parts from that time to this ?" 

^ I do, though ! I'd a notion I should be shot for a de- 
serter if I tunied up too soon in my own country. That kep' 
me away for ever so long, to begin with. Then tramps' fe- 
ver got into my head ; and there was an end of it." 

" Tramps' fever ! Mercy on me ! what do you mean ?" 

*'I mean this: when a man turns gypsy on his own ac- 
count, as I did, and tramps about through cold and hot, and 
winter and summer, not caring where he goes or what be- 
comes of him, that sort of life ends by getting into his head, 
joBt like liquor does — except that it don't get out again. 
I got it into my head. It's in it now. Tramps' fever kep' 
me away in the wild country. Tramps' fever will take me 
back there afore long. Tramps' fever will lay me down, 
some day, in the lonesome places, with my hand on my rifle 
and my face to the sky ; and I sha'n't get up again till the 
crows and vultures come and carry me off piecemeal." 

^ Lord bless us ! how can you talk about yourself in that 
way ?" cried Mrs. Peckover, shuddering at the grim image 
which Mat's last words suggested. *' You're trying to make 
yourself out worse than you are. Surely you must have 
thought of your father and sister sometimes — didnH you ?" 

^Tliink of them? Of course I did! But, mind ye, there 
come a time when I as good as forgot them altogether. 
They seemed to get smeared out of my head — like we used 
to smear old sums off our slates at school." 

"More shame for you! Whatever else you forgot, you 
oughtn't to have forgotten — " 

** Wait a bit Father's letter told me — I'd show you the 
place, only I know you couldn't read it — that he was agoing 
to look after Mary, and bring her back home, and forgive her. 
He'd done that twice for ni^, when / run away ; so I didn't 
doobt but what he'd do it just the same for her. She'll pull 

16^ 




through her Bcrape with her father jost as I i 
through mine — wus what I thoughu And so she would, if ' 
htr own kin hadn't turned agaiust her; if ber fmher'a 
BiBtcr hadn't — " Ite slopped ; the frowD gathered on U'b 
brow, iiDd the oath buret from his lije, aa be thoaght ofJu- 
aiiiia Grice's share in pretenting Hnry's n-atoratiun to htt ! 

" There 1 ther ra. Peckover, aootbinglf. 

"Talk aboQt ■• <r. Let's hear how ;oa 

come back to E 

" I can't righ iy first begun to drop ont 

of my head Vikt ibetmciedly pursmiiif kia 

[ireviouB train « ', UM.'d to think of her oft- 

vu enough, wb* •tun in the wild country. 

That WAS the I bad clear sotione about 

coming back u— carlet pouch and another 

feather plaything tben. Knowing she was fond of knick- 
knacks, and making it ont in my own mind that we two 
was sure to meet together again. It must have been a loug- 
ish while after that afore I got ashamed to go home. But 
I did get asliamed. Thinks I, ' I haven't a rap in my pocket 
to show father, after being away all this time. I'm tjelting 
Riimmit of a savage to look at already ; and Mary would be 
more fi-ightcd than pleased to see me as I am now. Til 
wait a bit,' says I, 'and see if I can't keep from tramping 
about, and try and get a little money, by doing some decent 
sort of work, afoie I go home.' I was nigh about a good ten 
days' march then from any sea-port where honest work could 
be got for such as me; but I'd fixed to try, and I did try, 
and got work in a ship- builder's yard. It wasn't no good. 
Tramj)s' fever was in my head ; and in two days more I was 
off again to the wild country, with my gun over my shoul- 
der, just as d — d a vagabond as ever." 

Sirs. Peckover held up her hands in mute amazement. 
Matthew, without taking notice of the action, went on, speak- 
ing partly to her and partly to himself. 

"It must have been about that time when Mary and fa- 
ther, and all what had to do with them, begun to drop out 
of my head. But I kep' them two knickknacks, which was 
once meant for presents for her — long after I'd lost all clear 
notion of ever going back home again, I kep' 'em — from first 
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to last I kep^ 'em — I can't hardly say why, unless it was 
that I'd got so used to keeping of them that I hadn't the 
heart to let 'em go. Not, mind ye, but what they mightn't 
now and then have set me thinking of father and Mary at 
home — at times, you know, when I changed 'em from one 
bag to another, or took and blew the dust off of 'em, for to 
keep 'em as nice as I could. But the older I got, the worse 
I got at calling any thing to mind in a clear way about Mary 
and the old country. There seemed to be a sort of fog roll- 
ing up betwixt us now. I couldn't see her face clear, in my 
own mind, no longer. It come upon me once or twice in 
dreams, when I nodded alone over my fire after a tough 
day's march — it come upon me at such tunes so clear, that 
it startled me up, all in a cold sweat, wild and puzzled with 
not knowing at first whether the stars was shimmering down 
at me in father's paddock at Dibbledean, or in the lonesome 
places over the sea, hundreds of miles away from any living 
soul. But that was only dreams, you know. Waking, I 
was all astray now, whenever I fell a-thinking about father 
or her. The longer I tramped it over the lonesome places, 
the thicker that fog got which seemed to have rose up in 
my mind between me and them I'd left at home. At last 
it come to darken in altogether, and never lifted no more, 
that I can remember, till I crossed the seas again and got 
back to my own country." 

^But how did you ever think of coming back, after all 
those years ?" asked Mrs. Pcckover. 

" Well, I got a good heap of money, for once in a way, 
with digging for gold in California," he answered ; *' and 
my mate that I worked with, he says to me one day : ' I 
don't see my way to how we arc to spend our money, now 
we've got it, if we stop here. What can we treat ourselves 
to in this place, excepting bad brandy and cards ? Let's go 
over to the Old Country, where there ain't nothing we want 
that we can't get for our money; and, when it's all gone, 
let's turn tail again, and work for more.' He wrought upon 
me, like that, till I went back with him. We quarreled 
aboard-ship ; and when we got into port, he went his way 
and I went mine. Not, mind ye, that I started off at once 
for the old place as soon as I was ashore. That fog in my 
mind, I told you of, seemed to lift a little when I heard my 
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owa langi ,and saw my own country -people'* fscea a\itM 
me again. ADd Ibeo there come a sort of l«ar ov«r ni«— • 
I'ear of going back botnc at all, aftur ibe lime I'd l>een awar. 
I got over it, though, and went in a day or two. When I 
■tirat laid my hand on the ehurch-yard gate that Mary and 
ine used to Bwiug on, and when 1 looked up at the old boa»?, 
with the gable-ends jnst what they u^d to be (though th« 
front was new pa names was over the shop 

door) — then all i couutry soem to ahri«d 

up somehow, at rty year ago boguu to be 

a'raost like yeat< iter's name in the ehurch- 

yard — which w- »ked for ; bm when they 

told me Mary I gbt back, wb«D they uid 

Eibe'd died man; ; strange people, tbej en 

me to the quid 

"Ah! no wonc . 

" It was a wonder to me, iDough. I should have laughed 
at any man, if he'd told me I should be took so at heariug 
what I heard about her, after all the time Pd been away. I 
couldn't make it out then, and I can't now. I didn't feel 
like my own man, when I first set eyes on the ofd place. 
And then to liear she was dead — it cut me, as I told you. It 
cut me deeper still when I come to tumble over the things 
she'd left behind her in her box. Twenty years ago got 
nigher and nigber to yesterday, with every fresh thing be- 
longing to her that I laid a band on. There was a arbor in 
father's garden she used to be fond of working in of even- 
ings, I'd lost all thought of that place for more years than 
I can reckon up. I called it to mind again — and called A^r 
to mind again, too, sitting and working and singing in the 
arbor— only with laying holt of a bit of patch-work stuff in 
the bottom of her box, with her needle and thread left stick- 
ing in it." 

"Ah, dear, dear !" sighed Mrs. Peckover, " I wish I'd seen 
her then ! She was as happy, I dare say, as the bird on the 
tree. But there's one thing I can't exactly make out yet," 
she added — "how did you first come to know all about 
Mary's child ?" 

"AH? There wasn't no aU in it, till I see the child herselt: 
Except knowing that the poor creeter's baby had been bom 
alive, I knowed nothing when I first come away from the 
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old place in the country. Child ! I hadn't nothing of the 
Bort in my mind when I got back to London. It was how 
to. track the man as was Mary's death, that I puzzled and 
worrited about in my head at that time — " 

•* Yes, yes," said Mrs. Peckover, interposing to keep him 
away from the dangerous subject, as she heard his voice 
change, and saw his eyes begin to brighten again. '^Yes, 
yes — but how did you come to see the child? Tell me 
that." 

** Zack took me into the painter-maiv's big room — " 

^ Zack ! Why, good gracious heavens ! do you mean 
Master Zachary Thorpe ?" 

^ I see a young woman standing among a lot of people as 
was all a^taring at her," continued Mat, without noticing 
the interruption. '* I see her just as close to, and as plain, 
as I see you« I see her look up, all of a sudden, front face 
to front face with me. A creeping and a crawling went 
through me; and I says to myself, ' Mary's child has lived 
to grow up, and that's her.' " 

** But, do pray tell me, how ever you come to know Mas- 
ter Zack?" 

** I says to myself, * That's her,' " repeated Mat, his rough 
▼oice sinking lower and lower, his attention wandering far- 
ther and farther away from Mrs. Peckover's interruptions. 
^Twenty year ago had got to be like yesterday, when I was. 
down at the old place; and things I hadn't called to mind 
for long times past, I called to mind when I come to the 
church-yard gate, and see father's house. But there was 
looks Mary had with her eyes, turns Mary had with her 
head, bits of twitches Mary had with her eyebrows when 
she looked up at you, that I'd clean forgot. They all come 
back to me together, as soon as ever I see that young wom- 
an's face." 

^And do yon really never mean to let your sister's child 
know who you are? You may tell me that, surely — though 
yoo won't speak a word about Master Zack." 

^ Let her know who I am ? Mayhap I'll let her know that 
moch, before long. When I'm going back to the wild coun- 
try, I may say to her: * Rough as I am to look at, I'm your 
mother's brother, and you're the only bit of my own flesh 
aod blood I've got led to cotton to in all the world. Give 
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US a shake of your hand, and a kies for mother's sake, aai I 
won't trouble you no more.' I rnai/ say that, afore 1 eo 
back, and lose eigbt of her for good and alL'' 

" Ob, but you won't go back, Ouly you t«ll Mr. Blyti 
you don't want to take ber away, aod then sa; to liiiD,']'Di 
Mr, Grice, and — ' " 

" Stop ! Don't yon get a-ialking about Mr. Grice." 

" Why not ? It's your lawful name, isn't it ?" 

"Lawful enough, I dare aay. Bui I don't like the sound 
of it, though it M aiine. Father as good as said be wa$ 
a^linined to own it, when be wrote me that letter; and I 
wiie afraid to own it, when I deserted from my Mp. Bad 
luck has followed the name from first to last. I ended with 
it years ago, aad I won't take np with it again now. Call 
me ' Mat.' Take it as easy with me as if I was kin to you." 

"Well, then — Mat," said Mrs, Pec kover, with a emile. 
" I've got sucb a-many things to ask you still — " 

"I wish you could make it out to ask them to-morrow," 
rejoined Matthew. "I've overdone myself already, with 
more talking than I'm used to. I want to be quiet with my 
tongue, and get to work with my bands for the rest of the 
day. You don't happen to have a foot-nile in the house, do 
you ?" 

On being asked to explain what motive could induce him 
to make this extraordinary demand for a foot-rule, Mat an- 
swered that be was anxious to proceed at once to the re- 
newal of the cross-board at the head of bis sister's grave. 
He wanted the rule to measure the dimensions of the old 
board: he desired to be directed to a timber-merchant's, 
wbere be could buy a now piece of wood ; and, after that, 
he would worry Sirs. Peckover about nothing more. Ex- 
traordinary as his present caprice appeared to her, the good 
woman saw that it had taken complete possession of him, 
and wisely and willingly set herself to humor it. She pro- 
cured for bim the rule, and the address of a timber-mer- 
chant ; and then they parted. Mat piumising to call again in 
the evening at Dawson's Buildings, 

When be presented himself at tlie timber-merchant's, after 
having carefully me.isurcd the old hoard in the church-yard, 
he came in no humor to be easily satisfied. Never was any 
fine lady more difiicult to decide about the texture, pattern, 
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and color to be chosen for a new dress than Mat was when 
he arrived at the timber-merchant^s, about the grain, thick- 
ness, and kind of wood to be chosen for the cross-board at 
the head of Mary's grave. At last he selected a piece of 
walnat-wood ; and, having paid the price demanded for it, 
without any haggling, inquired next for a carpenter, of 
whom he might hire a set of tools. A man who has money 
to spare has all things at his command. Before evening, 
Mat had a complete set of tools, a dry shed to use them in, 
and a comfortable living-room at a public-house near, all at 
his own sole disposal. 

Being skillful enough at all carpenter's work of an ordi- 
nary kind, he would, under most circumstances, have comple- 
ted in a day or two such an employment as he had now un- 
dertaken. But a strange fastidiousness, a most uncharacter- 
istic anxiety about the smallest matters, delayed him through 
every stage of his present undertaking. Mrs. Peckover, who 
came every morning to see how he was getting on^ was 
amazed at the slowness of his progress. He was, from the 
first, morbidly scrupulous in keeping the board smooth and 
clean. After he had shaped it, and fitted it to its upright 
supports ; afler he had cut in it (by Mrs. Peckover's advice) 
the same inscription which had been placed on the old board 
— the simple initials "M. G.," with the year of Mary's death, 
"1828" — after he had done these things, he was seized with 
ao unreasonable, obstinate fancy for decorating the board at 
the sides. In spite of all that Mrs. Pcckovcr could say to 
prevent him, he carved an anchor at one side, and a toma- 
hawk at the other — these being the objects with which he 
was most familiar, and therefore the objects which he chose 
to represent. But even when the carving of his extraordi- 
nary ornaments had been completed, he could not be prevail- 
ed on to set the new cross-board up in its proper place. 
Fondly as artists or authors linger over their last loving 
touches to the picture or the book, did Mat now linger, day 
after day, over the poor monument to his sister's memory, 
which his own rough hands had made. lie smoothed it care- 
fully with bits of sand-paper, he rubbed it industriously with 
leather, he polished it anxiously with oil, until, at last, Mrs. 
PeckoTer lost all patience ; and, trusting in the influence she 
had already gauied over him, fairly insisted on his bringing 
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The astonishment and delight of Mr. Tatt when Matthew, 
appearing in the character of a client at the desolate office 
door, actually announced himself as the sole surviving son of 
old Joshua Grice, flowed out in such a torrent of congratula- 
tory words, that Mat was at first literally overwhelmed by 
them. He soon recovered himself, however ; and while Mr. 
Tatt was still haranguing fluently about proving his client's 
identity, and securing his cliemt's right of inheritance, si- 
lence the solicitor, by declaring as bluntly as usual, that he 
bad not come to Dibbledean to be helped to get hold of 
money, but to be helped to get hold of Joanna Grice's pa- 
pers. This extraordinary announcement produced a long 
explanation and a still longer discussion, in the middle of 
which Mat lost his patience, and declared that he would set 
aside all legal obstacles and delays forthwith, by going to 
Mr. Na why's office, and demanding of that gentleman, as the 
official guardian of the late Miss Grice's papers, permission 
to look over the diflerent documents which the old woman 
might have left behind her. 

It was to no earthly purpose that Mr. Tatt represented 
this course of proceeding as unprofessional, injudicious, 
against etiquette, and utterly ruinous, looked at from any 
point of view. While he was still expostulating, Matthew 
was stepping out at the door ; and Mr. Tatt, who could not 
afford to lose even this most outrageous and unmanageable 
of clients, had no other alternative but to make the best of 
it, and run out after him. 

Mr. Nawby was a remarkably lofty, solemn, and ceremo- 
nious gentleman, feeling as bitter a hatred and scorn for Mr. 
Tatt as it is well possible for one legal human being to en- 
tertain toward another. There is no doubt that he would 
have received the irregular visit of which he was now the 
object with the most chilling contempt, if he had only been 
allowed time to assert his own dignity. But before he could 
utter a single word, Matthew, in defiance of all that Mr. 
Tatt could say to silence him, first announced himself in his 
proper character ; and then, afler premising that he came to 
worry nobody about money matters, coolly added that he 
wanted to look over the late Joanna Grice's letters and pa- 
pen directly, for a purpose which was not of the smallest 
coD^neoce to any one but hlmselC 



3Q8 HIDEAND-SKEK. 

Uo<ier ■ i&ry circumstances, Mr. Nawby would han I 
Bimply declined to hold any conimuniir&tioii whli Mat,QMl]L 
liis identity bod been legally proved. But the prufperow 
solicitor of Dibbledcan had a grudge ngunst the aodsdoo* 
adveoturcr who had sot np in prsutico agunst him ; and be 
therefore resolved to depart a little on thiH occasion fmm (he 
strictly professional course, for the express purpose of depriv- 
ing Mr. Tatt oi e six-and-«ight-ijences u 
possible. Wavj nly, when Mat had doiw 
speaking, he aa.V B%, sir," then rang a bell 
and ordered in I 

" Now, Mr. S by, loftily addressing the 

ckrk, " have th< witness in the first place, 

that I protest i Mr. Tatt'a part, aa bong 

indecorous, unp. >usine«s-like. In the see- 

ond place, be a w. 1 do not admit the identi- 

ty of this party" (pointing to Mat), "and that what I am 
now about to say to him, I say under protest, and denying 
pro formd that he is the party he represents himself to be. 
You thoroughly understand, Mr. Scutt?" 

Mr, Scutt bowed reverently, Mr. Nawby went on. 

"If your business connection, sir, with that parly," he 
said, addressing Matthew, and indicating Mr, Tatt, " was 
only entered into to forward the purpose you have just men- 
tioned to nie, I beg to inform you (denying, you will under- 
stand, at the same time, your right to ask for such informa- 
tion) that you may wind up matters with your solicitor 
whenever you please. The late Miss Grice has left neither 
letters nor papers. I destroyed them all, by her own wish, 
in her own presence, and under her own written authority, 
during her last illness. My head clerk here, who was present 
to assist me, will corroborate the statement, if you wish it," 

Mat listened attentively to these words, but listened to 
nothing more, A sturdy legal altercation immediately en- 
sued between the two solicitors — but it hardly reached his 
ears. Mr, Tatt took his arm, and led him out, talking more 
fluently than ever; but he had not the poorest trifle of atten- 
tion to bestow on Mr. Tatt. All his faculties together seemed 
to be absorbed by tliis one momentous consideration: Had he 
really and truly lost the last chance of tracing Arthur Carr? 

When they i^ot into the High Street, his mind somewhat 
recovered its freedom of action, and he began to feel the ne- 
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' cessity of deciding at once on his fbture movements. Now 
that his final resource had failed him, what should he do 
next ? It was useless to go back to Bangbury, useless to 
remain at Dibbledean. Yet the fit was on him to be moving 
again somewhere — better even to return to Kirk Street than 
to remain irresolute and inactive on the scene of his defeat. 

He stopped suddenly ; and saying, '' It*s no good waiting 
here now — I shall go back to London,'' impatiently shook 
himself free of Mr. Tatt's arm in a moment. He found it by 
no means so easy, however, to shake himself free of Mr. Tatt's 
legal services. "Depend on my zeal," cried this energetic 
solicitor, following Matthew pertinaciously on his way to the 
station. " If there's law in England, your identity shall be 
proved, and your rights respected. I intend to throw my- 
self into this case, heart and soul. Money, Justice, Law, 
Morality, are all concerned — One moment, my dear sir ! 
If you must really go back to London, oblige me, at any 
rate, with your address, and just state in a cursory way 
whether you were christened or not at Dibbledean church. 
I want nothing more to begin with — absolutely nothing 
more, on my word of honor as a professional man." 

Willing in his present mood to say or do any thing to get 
rid of his volunteer solicitor. Mat mentioned his address in 
Kirk Street, and the name by which he was known there ; 
impatiently said " Yes," to the inquiry as to whether he had 
been christened at Dibbledean church ; and then abruptly 
taming away, lefl Mr. Tatt standing in the middle of the 
high-road, excitably making a note of the evidence just col- 
lected, in a new legal memorandum-book. 

As soon as Mat was alone, the ominous question suggested 
itself to him again : Had he lost the last chance of tracing 
Arthur Carr? Although inexorable facts seemed now to 
prove past contradiction that he had — even yet he held to 
his old superstition more doggedly and desperately than 
ever. Once more, on his way to the station, he pulled out 
the lock of hair, and obstinately pondered over it. Once 
more, while he journeyed to London, that strange convic- 
tion upheld him, which had already supported him under 
previoos checks. ** I shall find him," thought Mat, whirling 
along in the train. " I don't care where he's hid away from 
me, I shall find him yet I" 
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Whil& Matlhi reling bavkward and foi^ 

ward between U .lie midlaud coualies, the 

life led by bis yt mruile in the mctropolit, 

was by uo mean tt and change. Zacli had 

met with his ai H Itlat ; one of th«m, in ^ 

partioolar, bein' or rather, leading to suiA 

results, ae male mestic aspect of the lodg- 

ings in Kirk Stn 

True to bis pron , Znck, on the rooming of 

his friend's departure for tue country, presented himself at 
Mr. Straihtr's bimse, with his letter of introduclion, punctu- 
ally at eleven o'clock ; and was fairly started in life by that 
gentleman, before noon on the same day, as a student of the 
Classic beau-ideal in the etatue-halls of the British ilusenm. 
He worked away resolutely enough till the rooms were 
closed ; and then returned to Kirk Street, not by any means 
enthusiastitally devoted to his new occupation ; but deter- 
mined to persevere in it, because he was determined to keep 
to his word. 

His new profession wore, however, a much more encoura- 
ging aspect when Mr. Slrather introduced him, in the evening, 
to the private Academy. Here live people were the models 
to study from. Hure he was free to use the palette, and to 
mix up the pinkest possible flesh tints with brand-new brush- 
es. Here were high-spirited students of the tine arts, easy in 
manners and pictui-esque in personal appearance, with whom 
he contrived to become intimate directly. And here, to crown 
all, was a Model, sitting for the chest and anus, who had been 
a great prize-fighter, and with whom Zack joyfully cemented 
the bonds of an eternal (pugilistic) friendship, on the first 
night of his admission to Mr. Strather's Academy. 

All through the second day of his probation as a student, 
he labored at Ins drawing with immense resolution and in- 
finitesimal progress. All through the evening he daubed 



HIDE-AKD-8BEK. 371 

ftway indnstrionsly ander Mr. Strather's snpervision, until 
the Academy sitting was suspended. It would have been 
well for him if he had gone home as soon as he laid down 
his brushes. But in an evil hour he lingered after the studies 
of the evening were over, to have a gossip with the prize- 
Bghting Model ; and in an indiscreet moment he consented 
to officiate as one of the patrons at an exhibition of sparring, 
to be held that night in a neighboring tavern, for the ex- 
pugilist's benefit. 

After being conducted in an orderly manner enough for 
some little time, the pugilistic proceedings of the evening 
were suddenly interrupted by one of the Patrons present 
(who was also a student at the Drawing Academy), declar- 
ing that his pocket had been picked, and insisting that the 
room door should be closed and the police summoned imme- 
diately. Great confusion and disturbance ensued, amidst 
which Zack supported the demand of his fellow-student — 
perhaps a little too warmly. At any rate, a gentleman sit- 
ting opposite to him with a patch over one eye, and a nose 
broken in three places, swore that young Thorpe had per- 
aonally insulted him by implying that he was the thief; and 
vindicated his moral character by throwing a cheese-plate at 
Zack's head. The missile struck the mark (at the side, how- 
ever, instead of in front), and breaking when it struck, in- 
flicted what appeared to every unprofessional eye that look- 
ed at the injury like a very extensive and dangerous wound. 

The chemist to whom Zack was taken in the first instance 
to be bandaged, thought little of the hurt ; but the local 
doctor who was called in, after the lad's removal to Kirk 
Street, did not take so re-assuring a view of the patient's 
case. The wound was certainly not situated in a very dan- 
gerous part of the head ; but it had been inflicted at a time 
when Zack's naturally full-blooded constitution wa^in a very 
unhealthy condition, from the eflects of much more ardent 
spirit-drinking than was at all good for him. Bad fever 
symptoms set in immediately, and appearances became visi- 
ble in the neighborhood of the wound, at which the medical 
head shook ominously. In short, Zack was now confined to 
hia bed, with the worst illness he had ever had in his life, 
and with no friend to look after him except the landlady of 
the honse. 
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Fortnni for him, his doctor wii« & mM of Aill uJ 

energy, who mew bow to mate iHo moat of all ihe ^n» 
tsgea which tbe paiieut's youth and Btrcngth cooM gfivr 
to assist the medical treatment. Id teo days* tiiBt, yong 
Thorpe was oat of danger of aoy of the sc^nons intanuna- 
tory results which bad been apprehended from llws injury U 
bis head. 

Wretchedly v- — nowiUing to alata lii 

motlier by infon Incsa — wittioat Talmtine 

to console bim, i bim, Slack's spirits wm 

Bank to a &r lov had ever fallen to before. 

In his present ' , feebleness, and solitoilr. 

there were mon it«d of his own iwwvery, 

in spite of all t 1 i«II bim. Whilo in ihi» 

frame of mind, of the last sad report be 

bad heard of his ected him very painfully, 

and he bitterly condemned tiimseif for never having written 
BO much as a line to ask Mr. Thorpe's pardon since he had 
left home. lie was too weak to use the pen himself; bat 
the tobacconist's wife — a slovenly, showy, kind-hearted wom- 
an — was always ready to do any thing to serve him ; and 
be determined to make his mind a little easier by asking her 
to write a few penitent lines for him, and by having the let- 
ter dispatched immediately to his father's address in Bare- 
grove Square. His landlady had long since been made the 
confidante of all his domestic tribulations {for he freely com- 
municated them to every. body with whom he was brought 
much in contact); and she showed, therefore, no surprise, 
but on the contrary expressed great satisfaction, when his 
request was preferred to her. This was the letter which 
Zack, with tearful eyes and faltering voice, dictated to the 
tobacconist's wife : 

"My dear Father, — I am tmly sorry for never bavins 
written to ask you to forgive me before. I write now, and 
beg your pardon with all my heart, for I am indeed very 
penitent, and ashamed of myself If you will only let nie 
have another tri.il, and will not be too hard upon me at 
first, I will do my best never to give you any more trouble. 
Therefore, pray write to me at 14 Kirk !>troct, Weiidover 
Market, where I am now living with a friend who has been 
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' kind to me. Please give my dear love to mother, and 
)ve me your truly penitent Bon, 

" Z. Thorpe, Jun." 

aving got tbrongh this letter pretty easily, and finding 

the tobacconist's wife was quite ready to write another 
bim if he pleased, Zack resolved to send a line to Mr. 
;h, who, as well as he could calculate, might now be ex- 
ed to return from the country every day. On the even- 
when he had been brought home with the wound in his 
1, he had entreated that this accident might be kept a 
et from Mrs. Blyth (who knew his address), in case she 
lid send after him. This preliminary word of caution 

not uselessly spoken. Only three days later a note was 
igbt from Mrs. Blyth, upbraiding him for never having 
1 near the house during Valentine's absence, and asking 

to come and drink tea that evening. The messenger, 
» waited for an answer, was sent back with the most art- 
verbal excuse which the landlady could provide for the 
rgency, and no more notes had been delivered since. 
• Blyth was doubtless not over-well satisfied with the 
. manner in which her invitation had been received. 
1 his present condition of spirits, Zack's conscience up- 
ided him soundly for having thought of deceiving Yal- 
ne by keeping him in ignorance of what had happened. 
IT that Mat seemed, by his long absence, to have deserted 
k Street forever, there was a double attraction and hope 
the weary and heart-sick Zack in the prospect of seeing 

i>ainter's genial face by his bedside. To this oldest, 
lest, and most merciful of friends, therefore, he deter- 
ed to confess what he dare not so much as hint to his 
i father. 

"he note which, by the assistance of the tobacconists 
^ he now addressed to Valentine, was as charaeteristical- 
K>yish, and even childish in tone, as the note which he 

sent to his father. It ran thus : 

My dbab Blyth, — I begin to wish I had never been 
n; for I have got into another scra|)e — having been 
oked on the head by a prize-fighter with a cheese-plate, 
rat wrong in me to go where I did, I know. But I went 
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ingy showed itself' painfully from time to time, in his actions 
M well as his looks — in his sadden startings when an unex- 
pected noise occurred in the house, in the trembling of his 
wan, yellowish-white hand whenever he lifted it from the 
table, in the transparent paleness of his cheeks, in the anx- 
ioiiB anoertainty of his ever- wandering eyes. 

His attention was just now directed on an open letter ly- 
ing near him — a letter fitted to encourage and console him, 
if any earthly hopes could still speak of happiness to his heart, 
or any earthly solace still administer repose to his mind. 

Bat a few days back, his wife's entreaties and the doctor's 
advice had at length prevailed on him to increase his chances 
of recovery by resigning the post of secretary to one of the 
Religious Societies to which he belonged. The letter he 
was now looking at had been written ofiicially to inform 
him that the members of the Society accepted his resigna- 
tion with the deepest regret, and to prepare him for a visit 
OD the morrow from a deputation charged to present him 
with an address and testimonial — both of which had been 
ananimously voted by the Society ''in grateful and affec- 
tionate recognition of his high character and eminent serv- 
ices, while acting as their secretary J' He had not been 
able to resist the temptation of showing this letter to the 
doctor ; and he could not refrain from reading it once again 
now before he put it back in his desk. It was, in his eyes, 
the great reward and the great distinction of his life. 

He was still lingering thoughtfully over the last sentence 
when Zack's letter was brought in to him. It was only for 
a moment that he had dared to taste again the sweetness of 
a well-worn triumph ; but even in that moment there min- 
gled with it the poisoning bitter of every past association 
that could pain him most ! With a heavy sigh, he put 
away the letter from the friends who honored him, and pre- 
pared to answer the letter from the son who had deserted 
liim. 

There was grief, but no anger, in his face, as he read it 
over for the second time. lie sat thinking for a little while 
— then drew toward him his inkstand and paper — hesitated 
— wrote a few lines — and paused again, putting down the 
pen this time, and covering his eyes with his thin, trembling 
hand. After sitting thus for some minates, he seemed to 

17 
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despair of ng able to collect his tboaghts imntediUeljr, 
and I 3 on giving iiis laind full time to vompoee it- 

self. up his sod's letter aud hia owu unfini^ed k- 

ply togeiuer in the paper eaw. But llicra was Kome reas- 
suring promise for ZacVs fiitiiri! pro*pt-cts coDtaiticd even in 
the little that he had already written ; and ihe letter »ug- ] 
Ideated forgiveness at the verv outset-, for it began wili, 
■' My dear Zacl 

On deliver! l at Valetitinc'a house, the 

messenger v BIjth vas expect«d back 

on the next iftor that at the latesL 

Having a dis< deal as she [tleased with 

hei' husband's i be was away from home, 

Mrfl. BIyth opt-i on as it was taken np to 

her. Madoima *.- t the time, with her bou- 

nel and shawl on, just ready to go out for her usual dally 
walk, with Patty the honse-maid for a companion, in Valen- 
tine's absence. 

"Oh, that wi-etched, wretched Zack!" esvlaimed Mrs. 
BIyth, looking seriously distressed and alarmed the moment 
her eyes tell on the first lines of the letter. " He must be ili 
indeed," she added, looking closely at the handwriting ; " foi 
he has evidently not written this himself." 

Sladoniia could not hear these words, but she could see 
the expression which accompanied their utterance, and could 
indicate by a sign lier anxiety to know what had happened. 
Mrs. BIyth ran her eye quickly over the letter, and ascertain- 
ing that there was nothing in it which Madonna might noi 
be allowed to read, beckoned to the giri to look over her 
shoulder, as the easiest and shortest way of explaining what 

"IIow distressed Valentine will be to hear of this!" 
thought Mrs, BIyth, summoning Patty up stairs by a pull at 
her beli-ropc, while Madonna was eagerly reading the letler. 
The house-maid appeared immediately, and was charged by 
her mistress to go to Kirk Street at once; and'after inquir- 
ing of the landlady about Zack's health, to get a written list 
of any comforts he might want, aiid bring it back as soon as 
possible. "And mind you leave a message," pursued Sirs, 
BIyth, in conclusion, " to say that he need not trouble him- 
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self about money matters, for yoar master will come back 
from the country either to-morrow or next day." 

Here her attention was suddenly arrested by Madonna, 
who was eagerly and even impatiently signing on her fingers, 
"What are you saying to Patty? Oh! do let me know 
what you are saying to Patty ?" 

Mrs. Blyth repeated, by means of the deaf-and-dumb al- 
phabet, the instructions which she had just given to the serv- 
ant; and added — observing the paleness and agitation of 
Madonna's face — "Let us not frighten ourselves unnecessa- 
rily, my dear, about Zack ; he may turn out to be much bet- 
ter than we think him from reading his letter." 

** May I go with Patty ?" rejoined Madonna, her eyes 
sparkling with anxiety, her fingers trembling as they rapidly 
formed these words. "Let me take my walk with Patty 
just as if nothing had happened. Let me go ! pray, let me 
go!" 

" She can't be of any use, poor child," thought Mrs. Blyth ; 
" but if I keep her here, she will only be fretting hereelf into 
one of her violent headaches. Besides, she may as well have 
her walk now, for I sha'u't be able to spare Patty later in the 
day. Influenced by these considerations, Mrs. Blyth, by a 
Dod, intimated to her adopted child that she might accom- 
pany the house-maid to Kirk Street. Madonna, the moment 
this permission was granted, led the way out of the room ; 
but stopped as soon as she and Patty were alone on the stair- 
case, and, making a sign that she would be back directly, 
ran up to her own bed-chamber. 

When she entered the room, she unlocked a little dressing- 
case that Valentine had given to her; and emptying out of 
one of the trays four sovereigns and some silver, all her sav- 
ings from her own pocket-money, wrapped them up hastily 
in a piece of paper and ran down stairs again to Patty. Zack 
was ill, and lonely, and miserable ; longing for a friend to sit 
by his bedside and comfort him — and she could not be that 
friend I But Zack was also poor ; she had read it in his let- 
ter; there were many little things he wanted to pay for; he 
needed money ; and in that need she might secretly be a 
friend to him, for she had money of her own to give away. 

"My four golden sovereigns shall be the first he has," 
thought Madoima, nervously taking the house-maid's olTered 
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thas made, she also looked, from the particular point of view 
she then occupied, toward the head of the bed on which 
Zack lay, and saw his face turned toward her, hushed in 
deep, still, breathless sleep. 

She started violently — trembled a little — then stood mo- 
tionless, looking toward him through the door; the tears 
standing thick in her eyes, the color gone from her cheeks, 
the yearning pulses of grief and pity beating faster and fast- 
er in her heart. Ah ! how pale and wan and piteously still 
he lay there, with the ghastly white bandages round his 
head, and one helpless, languid hand hanging over the bed- 
side ! How changed from that glorious creature, all youth, 
health, strength, and exulting activity, whom it had so long 
been her innocent idolatry to worship in secret ! How fear- 
fully like what might be the image of him in death, was the 
present image of him as he lay in his hushed and awful 
sleep ! She shuddered as the thought crossed her mind, and 
drying the tears that obscured her sight, turned a little away 
from him, and looked round the room. Her quick feminine 
eyes detected at a gfance all its squalid disorder, all its de- 
plorable defects of comfort, all its repulsive unfitness as a 
habitation for the suffering and the sick. Surely a little 
money might help Zack to a better place to recover in ! 
Sorely Aer money might be made to minister in this way to 
his comfort, his happiness, and even his restoration to health I 

Full of this idea, she advanced a step or two, and sought 
for a proper place on the one table in the room, in which she 
might put her packet of moirey. 

While she was thus engaged, an old newspaper, with 
some hair lying in it, caught her eye. The hair was Zack's, 
and was le^ to be thrown away; having been cut off that 
very morning by the doctor, who thought that enough had 
not been removed from the neighborhood of the wound by 
the barber originally employed to clear the hair from the in- 
jured side of the patient^s head. Madonna had hardly look- 
ed at the newspaper before she recogniaeed the hair in it as 
Zack*s by its light -brown color, and by the faint golden 
tinge running through it. One little curly lock, lying rath- 
er apart from the rest, especially allured her eyes ; she long- 
ed to take it as a keepsake — a keepsake which Zack would 
never know that she possessed ! For a moment she hesi- 
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tated, and at moment the longing became an irreebtiUe 

temptation. After glancing ov<!r her shonlder to awnre bcr- 
Eclf that no one had followed tier up stairs, elie took tbe lock ' 
of hair, and quickly hid it away in her bosom. I 

Her eyes had asisured her that there vaa do one in itie 
room ; but, if she had not been deprived of the eense of hear- i 
ing, she would have known that persons were approaching 
it, by the sounc irs — a man's voice being 

among them. however, of this, she ad- ^ 

vanced unconcei the lock of hair, from th« 

t.ible to the ct it etruck her might be 

the safest place on. She had just put it 

down there, wh bt concussion caused by 

the opening an T behind her; and Inm- 

ing round infit& ty, the landlady, and the 

strange swarthy ik'e, who had made her a 

present of the scarlet cottacco-poncn. 

Terror and confusion almost overpowered her, as she saw 
him advance to the cliiinney-piece and take up the pncket 
she had just placed there. He had evidently opened the 
room door in lime to see her put It down ; and he was now 
deliberately unfolding the paper and examining the money 
inside. 

While he was thus occupied, Patty came close «p to her, 
and, with rather a confused and agitated face, began writing 
on her elate, much faster and much less correctly than usual. 
She gathered, however, from the few crooked lines scrawled 
by the servant, that Patty had been very much startled by 
the sudden entrance of the landlady's rough lodger, who had 
let himself in from the street, just as she was about to follow 
her young mistress up to the sitting-room, and had uncivilly 
stood in her way on the stairs, while he listened to what the 
good*'oman of the house had to tell him about young Mr. 
Thorpe's illnesij. Confused as the writing was on the slate, 
Madonna contrived to interpret it thus far, and would have 
gone on interpreting more, if she had not felt a heavy hand 
laid on her arm, and had not, on looking round, seen Zaek's 
friend making signs to her, with her monev loose in his hand. 

She felt confused, but not frightened now ; for his eyes, as 
she looked into them, expressed neither suspicion nor anger. 
They rested on her face kindly and sadly, while he first point- 
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ed to the money in his hand, and then to her. She felt that 
her color was rising, and that it was a hard matter to ac- 
knowledge the gold and silver as being her own property; 
but she did so acknowledge it. He then pointed to himself; 
and when she shook her head, pointed through the folding- 
doors into Zack's room. Her cheeks began to burn, and she 
grew suddenly afraid to look at him ; but it was no harder 
trial to confess the truth than shamelessly to deny it by 
making a false sign. So she looked up at him again, and 
bravely nodded her head. 

His eyes seemed to grow clearer and softer as they still 
rested kindly on her ; but he made her take back the money 
immediately, and, holding her hand as he did so, detained it 
for a moment with a curious, awkward gentleness. Then, 
afler first pointing again to Zack's room, he began to search 
in the breast-pocket of his coat, took from it at one rough 
grasp some letters tied together loosely, and a clumsy-look- 
ing rolled-up strip of fur, put the letters aside on the table 
behind him, and, unrolling the fur, showed her that there 
were bank-notes in it. She understood him directly — he had 
money of his own for Zack's service, and wanted none from 
her. 

After he had replaced the strip of fur in his pocket, he 
took up the letters from the table, to be put back also. As 
he reached them toward him, a lock of liair, which seemed 
to have accidentally got between them, fell out on the floor 
just at her feet. She stooped to pick it up for him ; and 
was surprised, as she did so, to see that it exactly resem- 
bled in color the lock of Zack's hair which she had taken 
from the old newspaper, and had hidden in her bosom. 

She was surprised at this ; and she was more than sur- 
prised, when he angrily and abruptly snatched up the lock 
of hair just as she touched it Did he think that she wanted 
to take it away from him ? If he did, it was easy to show 
him that a lock of Zack's hair was just now no such rarity 
that people need quarrel about the possession of it. She 
reached her han<] to the table behind, and, taking some of 
the hair from the old newspaper, held it up to him with a 
smile just as he was on the point of putting his own lock of 
hair back in his }K>cket. 

For a moment he did not seem to comprehend what her 




<Bk«^ 



^«Mtf 



to tbc 1 



lU'lUin metnt ; Hum the re« 
liunil uiiil tho buir In lib owa 
'I'liti whole KxpreMiitn of hi 
vh»ii|;utl MO (Urkljr that iha 
|iiil Imok thv huir into thi 
itHiily; niid, (^rutichiiiK it a|i 
(liK'AlKiiliig tUi'i' tiiiil lierc«ly-q) 
liuly. While >lio wn« 
liiiii look ti'wui'J Zuc 

ttiiil tint wi Houri on b 
t'ltok mIuwI]* to thu A 

lit* liitiitla ohitohutl I 

liniiinij uluiiioily ai 
uUmwd wtvi.i.'u to K 
.M,..l..in»i h:ul r.'ll l-nt 

», „^^„.^. ii-li.'! o..ii|iiii.inii (., qi>it ttiu hou-e. T: -. w- • 
..III .iiiL.kU, i>u[ ^,.lll„|■illl; I.. l.».k !tt Mai acrain : a:, i -.:. 
l,u..llL.>ly l..ll,.«r>l lli.'iu. Sliriimil'aUyha.ia i-.r,- \x.^:- 
m'llii'i 111 iliK slivfl ilin>i- I'viilvully, jiiiiiring by tr.r.- i-i[ r^?- 
^1.1.. «.r ilifu' liuvs, iilumt iln- .■oinliifl of the- rou-jli I-.-'.^.r 
,.,. M...... Kill Mi.,l..iuiit Irit m, .K'sire tu bo mrurm,.i jir- 

(..■.il.ul> ..I' >»li!.l ll.rv w.'iv savi.i!: lo t-iifii ollitT. .Mvtci. a- 
.M.,iilu«'-. ^MUll-,■ b.'li^i^i.ir U:id sur|.riso(i an.l t-tartli-.i i,.-. 

«<.■. il..-,li-.,.wiv -Ibn- N.rivl, Ihc lailuiv of Irt HttU- plan 
U.I li.linn.; /.i.'C «;ili li,r ,.Hii iii.iiifv. ibat ^lio was ti..« 

tliinkiiii; ,.!■ uilh op^il ,-..iiril-.ioi1 JlU.l .iisiriav. She ha.l liOI 

I..TII in ill,, lu.iii i,.>.m at Kirk Snv.a i.iiivh more than five 



...n.I , 



ward 



s,>:u'.- ..I t,m 



Im. 



x.v- '' 



..Ih'ltlu' 



>ii..u..mI.-ss ill 111.' r;i 

liiU,b...rs. U^ku..^- \:ir:iiulv 
IllH lii'M MIV]>iW,-li lliulin'L 
.s.t-,', «h.T. hr 1,'t liini.,li in 
ti-.ii ..II lu-iiiini; of Za.'k's ; 
lUDiiU'iiliiiy itnpiilst' to ilis> 



Iia.l U-ft iiiiii. Mat slo<.,l 
thf nwni tV..m thi- toM- 
I Zac'k's bed-chanilHT. 
ii.^.'i- lalkinu' in the ya- 
I,- sliiTl; iiis Hrsl vi-xa- 

lV,.i.> iliu l:iii>lla.lv: hi< 
im.i'11' to Marv's chU.I. 



HII>S-Ain>-8BSK. 883 

when he saw Madonna standing in his room, and again when 
he knew that she had come there with her little offering for 
the one kind purpose of helping the sick lad in his distress 
— all these sensations were now gone from his memory as 
well as from his heart; absorbed in the one predominant 
emotion with which the discovery of the resemblance be- 
tween Zack's hair and the hair from Jane Holdworth's let- 
ter now filled him. No ordinary shocks could strike Mat's 
mind hard enough to make it lose its balance — this shook 
prostrated it in an instant 

In proportion as he gradually recovered hb self-possession, 
so did the desire strengthen in him to ascertain the resem- 
blance between the two kinds of hair once more — but in such 
A manner as it had not been ascertained yet. He stole gen- 
tly to the folding-doors and looked into young Thorpe's room. 
Zack was still asleep. 

After pausing for a moment, and shaking his head sorrow- 
fully, as he noticed how pale and wasted the lad's face look- 
ed, he approached the pillow, and laid the lock of Arthur 
Carr's hair upon it, close to the uninjured side of Zack's 
head. It was then late in the aflemoon, but not dusk yet. 
No blind hung over the bedroom window, and all the light 
in the sky streamed full on to the pillow as Mat's eyes fas- 
tened on itw 

The similarity between the sleeper's hair and the hair of 
Arthur Can* was perfect! Both were of the same light- 
brown color, and both had running through that color the 
same delicate golden tinge, brightly visible in the light, 
hardly to be detected at all in the shade. 

Why had this extraordinary resemblance never struck 
him before? Perhaps because he had never examined Ar- 
thur Carr's hair with attention until he had possessed him- 
self of Mary's bracelet, and had gone away to the country. 
Perhaps, also, because he had never yet taken notice enough 
of Zack's hair to care to look close at it And now the 
resemblance was traced, to what conclusion did it point ? 
Plainly, from Zack's youth, to none in connection with him. 
But what elder relatives had he ? and which of them was 
he most like ? 

Did he take ailer his father? 

Mat was looking down at the sleeper just then ; seme- 
ns 
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thing in the lad's face troubled him, and kept bts miod froo 
pursuing thai lust thought, lie took the li>ck of hair from 
the pillow and went into the front room. There was anx- 
iety and almost dread in his face, as he tbonghl of the bul- 
ly decisive question in relation to Itie momi.-atou& discovery 
be had j,ust made, which must be addressed to Zack when 
he awoke. He had never really known how fond he was of 
bis fellow-lodger ni ; was conscious of a daU) 

numbing sensation e prospect of addressing 

that question to tfai 1 lived as ^ brother wiUi 

him since the day ' let. 

As the evening voke. It was a relief 

Mat, as he went t. know that bis face conld 

not now be clear ]«n of that terrible ques- 

tion pressed hea while he held his com- 

rade's feeble han« , ■ ired as considerately, yet 

as briefly as he could, the many inquiries addressed to him; 
and while he listened patiently and silently to the sufferer's 
long, wanderinjr, faintly- uttered narrative of the accident 
that had befallen him. Toward the close of that nari-ative, 
Zack himself nnconscionsly led the way to the fatal question 
which Mat lonsred, yet dreaded to ask him. 

"Well, old fellow," he said, turning feebly on his pillow, 
80 as to face Matthew, "something like what you call the 
'horrors 'has been taking hold of me. And this morning, in 
particular, I was so wretched and lonely, that I asked the 
landlady to write for me to my father, begging his pardon, 
and all that. I haven't behaved as well as I ought ; and, 
somehow, when a fellow's ill and lonely he gets home-sick — " 

His voice began to grow faint, and he left the sentence 
unfinished. 

"Zack," said Mat, turning his face away from the bed 
while he spoke, though it was now quite dark — "Zack, 
what sort of a man is your father?" 

" What sort of a man ! How do you mean ?" 

"To look at. Are you like him in the face?" 

"Lord help you, Mat! as little like as possible. My fa- 
ther's face is all wrinkled and marked." 

"Ay, ay, like other old men's faces. His hair's gray, I 
suppose ?" 

" Quite white. By-tbe-bye — talking of that — there is one 
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point Fm like him in — at least, like what he waSy when he 
was a young man." 

" What's that ?" 

" What we've been speaking of— his hair. I've heard my 
mother say, when she first married him — ^just shake ap my 
pillow a bit, will you. Mat ?" 

** Yes, yes. And what did you hear your mother say ?" 

^ Oh, nothing particular. Only that when he was a young 
man, hb hair was exactly like what mine is now." 

As those momentous words were spoken, the landlady 
knocked at the door, and announced that she was waiting 
outside with candles, and a nice cup of tea for the invalid. 
Mat let her into the bed-chamber, then immediately walked 
out of it into the front room, and closed the folding-doors 
behind him. Brave as he was, he was afraid at that mo- 
ment to let Zack see his face. 

He walked to the fire-place, and rested his head and arm 
on the chimney-piece — reflected for a little while — then 
stood upright again — and searching in his pocket, drew from 
it once more that fatal lock of hair, which he had examined 
so anxiously and so often during his past fortnight in the 
country. 

** Your work's done," he said, looking at it for a moment, 
as it lay in his hand, then throwing it into the dull red fire 
which was now burning low in the grate. " Jowr work's 
done ; and mine won't be long a-doing." He rested his head 
and arm again wearily on the chimney-piece, and added : 

** I'm brothers with Zack — there's the hard part of it ! — 
Fm brothers with Zack." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE DAT OF RECKONING. 



On the forenoon of the day that followed Mat's return to 
Kirk Street, the ordinarily dull aspect of Baregrove Square 
was enlivened by a procession of three handsome private 
carriages which stopped at Mr. Thorpe's door. 

From each carriage there descended gentlemen of highly 
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respectable appearance, clothed in sliining blftck garawnii, 
and wearing, for ihe most part, while cmvats. On« of On*' 
gentlemeo carried in his hands a hnndsome silver tnkcUirJ, 
aod another gGntleman who Ibllowcd him bore a ruD of 
glossy paper, tied round with a broad ribbon of sober porxil* 
hue. The roll contained an Address to Mr, Thorpe, eolos:'' 
ing bis character in very alTectionaio terms ; the inkMeal 
was a Testimonial to be presented afler the Address; wA 
the gentlemen who occupied the three private c&mnsr* 
were all eminent members of the religious society whka 
Mr. Thorpe had served in the capacity of Secretary, and 
from which he was now obliged to secede in ooosMjaeikee 
of the precarious state of his health 

A small and orderly assembly of idle people hiui cotleetid 
on the pavement to see the gentlemen alight, to watch thra 
go into the house, to stare at the inkstand, to wonder at tbv 
Address, to observe that Mr. Thorpe's page wore his bnt 
Uvery, and that Mr, Thorpe's house-maid had on n«w ca|>- 
ribbons and her Sunday gown. Af\er the strcvt door had 
been closed, and these various objects for popular admira- 
tion had disappeared, there still remained an atti-adion out- 
side in the square which addressed itself to the gea^ral ear- 
One of the footmen in attendance on the carriagea bad col- 
lected many interesting particulars about the Dvpqtation 
and the Testimonial ; and while he related them in regnUr 
order to another footman anxious for information, the ■nail 
and orderly public of idlers stood round about, and eageil] 
caught up any stray words explanatory of the ocnsmoi ' 
then in progress inside the lionse which fell in their way. 

One of the most attentive of these listeners was i 
swarthy-complexioned man with bristling whiskers and a 
scarred face, who had made one of the assembly on the 
-pavement from the moment of its first congregating. He 
had been almost as much stared at by the people about him 
as the Deputation itself; and had been set down araoog 
them generally as a foreigner of the most outlandish kind 
but, in plain truth, he was English tu the baokbooa, 
no other than Matthew Grice. 

Mat's look, as he &too<l listening among his neighborly 
now just as quietly vigilant, his manner just as gruffly 
possessed, as usual But it had cost him a ha^ 
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that moniiDgy in the Bolitude of one of his longest and lone- 
liest walks, to compose himself — or, in his favorite phrase, 
to ^get to be his own man again." 

From the moment when he had thrown the lock of hair 
into the fire, to the moment when he was now loitering at 
Mr. Tborpe^s door, he had never doubted, whatever others 
might have done, that the man who had been the ruin of bis 
Hister, and the man who was the nearest blood-relation of 
the comrade who shared his roof, and lay sick at that mo- 
ment in his bed, were one and the same. Though he stood 
now, amidst the casual street spectators, apparently as indo- 
lently carious as the most careless among them, looking at 
what they looked at, listening to what they listened to, and 
leaving the square when they left it, he was resolved all the 
time to watch his first opportunity of entering Mr. Thorpe's 
hooae that very day; resolved to investigate, through all 
its ramifications, the secret which he had first discovei*ed 
when the fragments of Zack's hair were playfully held up 
for him to look at in the deaf and dumb girl's hand. 

The dispersion of the idlers on the pavement was accel- 
erated, and the footman's imaginary description of the pro- 
ceedings then in progress at Mr. Thorpe's was cut short, by 
the falling of a heavy shower. The frost, after breaking up, 
bad been succeeded that year by prematurely mild spring 
weather — April seemed to have come a month before its time. 

R^ardless of the rain. Mat walked slowly up and down 
the streets round Baregrove Square, peering every now and 
then from afar off, through the miflty shower, to see if the 
carriages were still drawn up at Mr. Thorpe's door. The 
ceremony of presenting the Testimonial was evidently a 
protracted one ; for the vehicles were long kept waiting for 
their owners. The rain had passed away — the sun had re- 
appeared — fresh clouds had gathered, and it was threatei»- 
ing a second shower, before the Deputation from the great 
Religious Society re-entered their vehicles and drove out 
of the square. 

When they had quitted it. Mat advanced and knocked at 
Mr. Thorpe's door. The clouds rolled up darkly over the 
•UD, and the first warning drops of the new shower b<*gan 
to fidl^as the door opened. 

The servant hesitated about admitting him. He had an- 



ticipated thai this sort of obetacle wonld be thrown i 
way at the outset, and had provided against it id Idi 
miud beforehand. "Tel! your master," he said, " that li 
son is ill, and I've come to speak to him about it." 

This message was delivered, and had the desired effecL 
Mat was admitted into the drawing-room immediatelr. 

The chairs occupied by the members of the Deputation 
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on his face had vanished from it, when 
i illness reached him through the serv- 
ant. But the hectic flush of triumph and pleasure which his 
interview with the Deputation had called into his cheeks 
still colored them as brightly as ever when Matthew Grice 
entered the room. 

"You have come, sir," Mr. Thorpe began, "to tell nie — " 
He hesitated, stammered out another word or two, then 
stopped. Something in the expression of the dark and 
strange face that he saw lowering at him under the black 
velvet skull-cap, suspended the words on his lips. In bis 
present nervous, enfeebled state, any sudden emotions of 
doubt or surprise, no matter how slight and temporary in 
their nature, always proved too powerful for his self-control, 
and betrayed themselves in his speech and manner painfully. 
Mat said not a word to break the ominous silence. Was 
he at that moment, in very truth, standing face to face with 
Arthur Carr? Could this man— so frail and meagre, with 
the narrow chest, the drooping figure, the effeminate pink 
tinge on his wan, wrinkled clieeks — be indeed the man who 
had driven Mary to that last refuge, where tiie brambles and 
weeds grew thick, and the foul mud-pools stagnated in the 
forgotten corner of the church-yard ? 
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"Yoa have come, sir," resumed Mr. Thorpe, controlliDg 
himself by an effort which deepened the flush on his face, 
** to tell me news of my son, which I am not entirely unpre- 
pared for. I heard from him yesterday ; and, though it did 
not strike me at first, I noticed, on referring to his letter af- 
terward, that it was not in his own handwriting. My nerves 
are not very strong, and they have been tried — pleasurably, 
most pleasurably tried — already this morning, by such testi- 
monies of kindness and sympathy as it does not fall to the 
lot of many men to earn. May I beg you, if your news 
should be of an alarming nature (which God forbid !), to 
communicate it as gently — " 

** My news is this," Mat broke in : "Your son's been hurt 
in the head, but he's got over the worst of it now. He lives 
with me ; I like him ; and I mean to take care of him till he 
gets on his legs again. That's my news about your son. 
But that's not all I've got to say. I bring you news of 
somebody else." 

** Will you take a seat, and be good enough to explain 
yourself?" 

They sat down at opposite sides of the table, with the 
Testimonial and the Address lying between them. The 
shower outside was beginning to fall at its heaviest. The 
splashing noise of the rain and sound of running footsteps, 
as the few foot-passengers in the square made for shelter at 
the top of their speed, penetrated into the room during the 
pause of silence which ensued after they had taken their 
seats. Mr. Thorpe spoke first. 

" May I inquire your name ?" he said, in his lowest and 
calmest tones. 

Mat did not seem to hear the question. He took up the 
Address from the table, looked at the list of signatures, and 
turned to Mr. Thorpe. 

"I've been hearing about this," he said. "Arc all them 
names there the names of friends of yours ?" 

Mr. Thorpe looked a little astonished ; but he answered, 
after a moment's hesitation, 

" Certainly ; the most valued friends I have in the world." 

" Friends," pursued Mat, reading to himself the introduc- 
tory sentence in the address, " who have put the moet affec- 
tionate trust in youJ*^ 
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Mr. Thorpe began to look rather oflTended, u well •■ nti. 
er aslouislied. "Will you excuse me," he saidiColdW,"!:' 
beg you t*> proceed to the business that ha« broagiit jw 
here." 

Mat placed the Address on the table again, immediattir 
in front of him; and took a pencil from a tray with «-nt£Lx 
materials in it, which stood near at band. " FrietKU ' kA> 
Aar« pvi the most affectionate trutt in you,* " he tvffKUi. 
"The name of one of them friends isn't here. It ongit ta 
be; and I mean to put it down," 

As the point of his pi-ncil touched the paper of the A 
dress, Mr. Thorpe started from bis chair. 

"What run I to understand, sir, by ibis condoot ?" fc* I 

K kkughtily, stretching out his hand to possess himselfi 

f Address. 

t looked up with the serpent-glitter in his eyea, « 

! angry rvd tinge glowing in the soars on bis diet 
"Sit down,"he said; "I'm not quick at wrilitig. Sit doN 
and wait till I'm done." 

Mr. Thorpe's &ce began to look a little agitated. I 
took a step toward the fin-place, intending to ring the bdl 

"Sit down and wait," Mat reiterated, in quick, fierce, 4}di 
etly otlercd tones of command, rising I'rom his own chji 
and pointing peremptorily to the seat just vacated by i " 
master of the house. 

A sudden doubt crossed Mr. Thorjie's mind, and mi 
him pause before he touched the belL Could this man 
in his right senses? His actions were CDlirely nnaccoanU 
bic — his words, and his way of uttering thorn, were alik 
strange — his scarred, scowling face looked hardly haman 1 
that moment. Would it be well to anmmon help? N« 
worse than useless. Kxeept the page, who was a mere bo) 
there were none but womcn-«erva(its in the houses Wbi 
he remembered this, ho sat down again, and at the sa* 
inonieiit Mat began, clumsily and tilowly, to write on 
blank space beneath the last signature attached lo the 
dress. 

The sky was still darkening apuce, the rain wu falliq 
heavily nnd more heavily, as he traced the final letlir.ai 
then handed the paper to Mr, Thorpe, bearing inscribed d 
it iho name of Maky Gsich. 
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** Read that name," said Mat. 

Mr. Thorpe looked at the characters traced by the pencil. 
face changed instantly — he sank down into the chair — 
one faint cry burst from his lips — then he was silent. 

Low, stifled, momentary as it was, that cry proclaimed him 
to be the man. He was self-denounced by it even before 
he cowered down, shuddering in the chair, with both his 
hands pressed convulsively over his face. 

Mat rose to his feet and spoke, eying him pitilessly from 
bead to foot. 

^ Not a friend of all of 'em," he said, pointing down at Xhe 
Address, ** put such affectionate trust in you as she did. 
When first I see her grave in the strange church-yard, I said 
I'd be even with the man who laid her in it. I'm here to- 
day to be even with you. Carr or Thorpe, whichever you 
call yonrself, I know how you used her from first to last I 
ffer father was my father ; her name is mt/ name : you were 
her worst enemy three-and-twenty year ago; you are my 
worst enemy now. I'm her brother, Matthew Grice I" 

The hands of the shuddering figure beneath him suddenly 
dropped — the ghastly uncovered face looked up at him, with 
snch a panic stare in the eyes, such a fearful quivering and 
distortion of all the features, that it tried even his firmness 
of nerve to look at it steadily. In spite of himself, he went 
back to his chair, and sat down doggedly by the table, and 
was silent 

A low murmuring and moaning, amidst which a few dis- 
oonnected words made themselves faintly distinguishable, 
caused him to look round again. He saw that the ghastly 
fiM)e was once more hidden. He heard the disconnected 
words reiterated, always in the same stifled wailing tonea 
Now and then, a half-finished phrase was audible from be- 
hind the withered hands, still clasped over the face. He 
heard such fragments of sentences as these : '* Have pity on 
my wife " — " Accept the remorse of many years " — ** Spare 
me the disgrace — " 

After those four last words, Mat listened for no more. 
The merciless spirit was roused in him again the moment he 
beard them. 

** Spare you the disgrace?" he repeated, starting to his 
ftet "Did you spare herf — Not you !" 
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A thought of Zack welled up into his heart, and trou- 
•led it. 

He hesitated for a moment, then bent over the chair, and 
at his hand on the bosom of the deathly figure reclining in 
L A faint fluttering was still to be felt; and the pulse, 
rhen he tried that next, was beating feebly. It was not 
eath he looked on now, but the swoon that is near neighbor 
) it. 

For a minute or two he stood with his eyes fixed on the 
rbite, calm face beneath him, thinking. " If me and Zack," 
e whispered to himself, " hadn^t been brothers together — ^" 
[e left the sentence unfinished, took his hat quickly, and 
uitted the room. 

In the passage down stairs, he met one of the female serv- 
Qts, who opened the street door for him. 

•* Your ma8ter wants you," he said, with an effort. He 
poke those words, pasa^^d by her, and Icil the house. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

MATTHEW GRICE's REVENC.E. 



XErmER looking to the right nor the left, neither knowing 
or caring whither he went, Matthew (irice took the first 
timing he came to which led him out of Baregrove Square. 
t happened to be the street communicating with the long 
abarban road, at the remote extremity of which Mr. Blyth 
ved. Mat followed this road mechanically, not casting a 
lance at the painter^s abode when he passed it, and taking 
o notice of a cab, with luggage on the roof, which drew up, 
B he walked by, at the garden gate. If he had only looked 
rand at the vehicle for a moment, ho must have seen Val- 
ntine sitting inside it, and counting out the money for his 
tre. 

But he still went on — straight on, looking aside at noth- 
ig. He fronted the wind and the clearing quarter of the 
cy, as he walked. The shower was now fast subsiding; 
ad the first rays of retuniing sunlight, as they streamed 
iroagh mut and cloud, fell tenderly and warmly on bis 
lee. 
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botanical pursuits, and often to follow and disturb me when 
I went in searcli of botanical specimens, would not be able 
to trace and discover me in my country retreat. I went to 
Dibblcdean, because the neighborhood was famous for spec- 
imens of rare ferns, which I desired to possess ; and I took 
my assumed name before I went, to help in keeping me from 
being traced and disturbed by ray companions. My father 
alone was in the secret, and came to sec me once or twice in 
my retirement. I have no excuse to offer for continuing to 
preserve my false name at the time when I was bound to be 
candid about myself and my station in life. My conduct 
was as unpardonably criminal in this, as it was in greater 
things. 

** My stay at the cottage I had taken lasted much longer 
than my father would have permitted, if I had not deceived 
him, and if he had not been much harassed at that time by 
nnforeseen difficulties in his business as a foreign merchant. 
These difficulties arrived at last at a climax, and his health 
broke down under them. His presence, or the presence of a 
properly qualified person to represent him, was absolutely 
required in Germany, where one of his business houses, con- 
ducted by an agent, was established. I was his only son ; 
he had taken me as a partner into his London house ; and 
had allowed me, on the plea of delicate health, to absent my- 
self from my duties for months and months together, and 
to follow my favorite botanical pursuits just as I pleased. 
When, therefore, he wrote me word that great part of his 
property, and great part, consequently, of my sisters' for- 
taneSy dependetl on my going to Germany (his own health 
not permitting him to take the journey), I had no choice but 
to place myself at his disposal immediately. 

^ I went away, being assured beforehand that my absence 
would not last more than throe or four months at the most. 
^ While I was abroad, I wrote to your sister constantly. 
I had treated her dishonorably and wickedly, but no thought 
of abandoning her had ever entered my heart: my dearest 
hope, at that time, was the hope of seeing her again. Not 
one of my letters was answered. I was detained in Germany 
beyond the time during which I had consi^ntod to remain 
there ; and in the excess of my anxiety, I even ventured to 
write twice to your father. Those letters also remained un- 
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ani^wcred. Wlien I at last got back to England, I immtdi- 
atL-ly sent a person on whom I could rely to Dibbl^ean, W 
make the inquiries which I dreaded to make mybelt My 
messenger was turned from your doors, with the fearful 
news of yoar stster'a Sight from home and uf her dvatk 

" It waa then I first suspected that my Icltvrs hod been 
tamiwred with. '' "' ' J, when the violence of ray 

grief and dcspaii ited, that the news of jour 

^i^tcr's flight ins first time, with a snspiciun 

of the con»eqticn owed the commisaionofmf 

sill. You may t at this suspicion should dul 

have occurred < would seem m) uo lougef, 

perhaps, if I d- e peculiar system of home 

education by t mclljr and coDScientiouil;, 

endeavored to other young men ar« not 

usually preserved — irom ine moral contaminations of tbe 
world. But it would be useless to dwell on this now. Vo 
explaiiatioua can alter the ev*;iUs of ibc guilty and mJstia- 
ble )>ast. 

"Anxiously — though privately, and in fear and trembling 
— I caused such inquiries to be made as I hoped might de- 
cide the question whether the child e.visted or not. ThfV 
were long persevered in, but they were useless — useless, per- 
haps, as I now think with bitter sorrow, because I trusted 
them to others, and had not the courage to make them 
openly myself. 

"Two years after that time I married, under circumstances 
not of an ordinary kind — what circumstances yon have no 
claim to know. T/iat part of my life is my secret and my 
wife's, and belongs to us alone. 

"I have now dwelt long enough for your information on 
my own guilty share in the events of the Past. As to the 
Present and the Future, I have still a word or two left to say. 

" You have declared that I shall e.'cpiate, by the exposure 
of my shameful secret before all my friends, the wrong your 
sister suffered at my hands. My life has been one long ex- 
piation for that wrong. Sly broken health, my altered char- 
acter, my weary secret sori'ows, unpartaken and unconsoled, 
have punished me for many years past more heavilv than 
yon think. Do yuu desire to sec me visited by more poign- 
ant sufferings than these? If it be so, you may enjoy the 
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Tindictive triamph of having already inflicted them. Your 
threats will force me, in a few hours, from the friends I have 
lived with, at the very time when the affection shown to me, 
and the honor conferred on me by those friends, have made 
their society most precious to my heart. You force me from 
this, and from more — for you force me from my home, at the 
moment when my son has affectionately entreated me to take 
him back to my fireside. 

" These trials, heavy as they are, I am ready to endure, if, 
by accepting them humbly, I may be deemed to have made 
some atonement for my sin. But more I have not the forti- 
tude to meet. I can not face the exposure with which yon 
are resolved to overwhelm me. The anxiety — perhaps I 
ought to say the weakness — of my life has been to win and 
keep the respect of others. You are about, by disclosing 
the crime which dishonored my youth, to deprive me of my 
good fame. I can let it go without a struggle, as part of 
the punishment that I have deserved ; but I have not the 
conrage to wait and see you take it from me. My own sensa- 
tions tell me that I have not long to live ; my own convic- 
tions assure me that I can not fitly prepare myself for death, 
until I am far removed from worldly interests and worldly 
terrors — in a word, from the horror of an exposure, which I 
have deser^'ed, but which, at the end of my weary life, is 
more than I can endure. We have seen the last of each oth- 
er in this world. To-night I shall be beyond the reach of 
your retaliation; for to-night I shall be journeying to the re- 
treat in which the short remainder of my life will be hidden 
from you and from all men. 

** It now onlv remains for me to advert to the two inclos- 
ares contained in this letter. 

"The first is addressed to Mr. Blyth. I leave it to reach 
bis hands through you, because I am ashamed to communi- 
cate with him directly, as from myself. If what you said 
about my child be the truth — and I can not dispute it — then, 
in my ignorance of her identity, in my estrangement from 
the house of her protector since she first entered it, I have 
anconsciously committed such an oflTense against Mr. Blyth 
as no contrition can ever adequately atone for. Now indoe<l 
I feel how presumptuously merciless my bitter conviction of 
the tnr|»itnde of my own sin has made me toward what I 
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deemed like Bins in othen. Now ilao I know that, unless 
you have spoken falsely, I bave been groilty of casting the 
shame of my own deserted child io the teelh of the very man 
who had nobly and tenderly given her an asylnm in bis oirn 
home. The unutterable anguish which only the bare eospi- 
cioD of this has inflicted on me might well have been my 
death. I marvel e' own recovery from it. 

" Yon are free i tter to Mr. Blyth whiofa I 

now intrnet to yc eipression of my shame, 

my »orrow,and t"" nce,it contains some ques- 

tiona, to which Christian kindness, will, I 

doubt not, readi The qnestioos only refer 

to the matter ol c ; and the address I have 

written down at f the house of business of 

ray lawyer and a^ He will forw.ird the doca- 

raent to me, and will then arrange with S)v. Biyth the man- 
ner in which a fit provision from my property mqy be beat 
secured to his adopted child. He has deserved her love, and 
to him I gratefully and humbly leave her. For myself, I 
am not worthy even to look upon her face, 

" The second inclosure is meant for my son ; and is to be 
delivered in the event of your having already disclosed to 
him the secret of his father's guilt. But, if you have not 
done tbis — if any mercy toward me has entered into your 
heart, and pleads with it for pardon and for silence — then de- 
stroy the letter, and tell him that he will find a communica- 
tion wailing for him at the house of my agent. He wrote 
to ask my pardon — he has it freely. Freely, in my turn, I 
hope to have his forgiveness for severities eiercised toward 
him, which were honestly meant to preserve him betimes 
from ever falling as his father fell, but which I now fear wf re 
persevered in too hardly and too long. I have suffered 
for this error, as for others, heavily — more heavily, when he 
abandoned his home, than I should ever wish him to know. 
You said he lived with you, and that you were fond of him. 
Be gentle with him, now that he is ill, for his mother's sake. 

"My hand grows we.ikcr and weaker: I can write no 
more. Let me close this letter by entreating your pardon. 
If you ever grant it me, tben I also ask your prayers." 



With this the letter ended. 
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Matthew sat holding it open in his hand for a little while. 
He looked round once or twice at the inclosed letter from 
Mr. Thorpe to his son, which lay close by on the table — but 
did not destroy it ; did not so much as touch it even. 

Zack spoke to him before long from the inner room. 

^Tm sure you must have done reading your letter by this 
time, Mat. IVe been thinking, old fellow, of the talk we 
used to have about going back to America together and try- 
ing a little buffalo-hunting and roaming about in the wilds. 
If ihy father takes me into favor again, and can be got to 
say Yes, I should so like to go with you. Mat. Not for too 
long, you know, because of my mother, and my friends over 
here. But a sea-voyage, and a little scouring about in what 
you call the lonesome places, would do me such good ! I 
don^t feel as if I should ever settle properly to any thing till 
Fve had my fling. I wonder whether my father would let 
roe go ?" ^ 

^ I know he would, Zack.'' 

"You! How?" 

"FU tell you how another time. You shall have your 
run, Zack — you shall have your heart's content along with 
roe." As he said this, he looked again at Mr. Thorpe's let- 
ter to his son, and took it up in his hand this time. 

" Oh ! how I wish I was strong enough to start ! Come 
in here. Mat, and let's talk about it." 

" Wait a bit, and I will." Pronouncing those words, he 
rose from his chair. " For your sake, Zack," he said, and 
dropped the letter into the fire. 

"What can you be about all this time?" asked young 
Thorpe. 

" Do you call to mind," said Mat, going into the bedroom, 
and sitting down by the lad's pillow — " Do you call to mind 
me saying that I'd be brothers with you, when first us two 
come together? Well, Zack, I've only been trying to be as 
good as my word." 

" Trying ? What do you mean ? I don't understand, old 
fellow." 

" Never mind : you'll make it out better some day. Let's 
talk about getting aboard ship, and going a bufialo-hunting, 
now." 

They discussed the projected expedition, until Zack grew 

18 
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sleepy. As he fell off into a pleasant doee, tUat went I 
into the front room, and, taking from the table Mr. Tborpe^ij 
letter to Mr. Blyth, letl Kirk Street immediately for tbvl 
painter's house. 

It had oocnrred to Valentine to onlock his bnrean twice 
dnce hia return fn — **" 
bad he found it ne 
at the back, in whii 
ago. He was conit. 
been taken away 
the painting-room 

Consternation a 
him, that he suflet 
in tru tiers, and thei. 
out uttering a single wor 

through the narrative, on which Mat now entered, be sat 
totally speechless, until Mr, Thorpe's letter was placed in 
his hands, and he was informed that Madonna was etill to 
be left entirely under his own care. Then, for the first time, 
hia cheeks showed symptoms of returning to their natural 
color, and he exclaimed fervently, "Thank God! I sha'n't 
lose her after all! 1 only wish you had begun by telling 
me of that the moment you came iulo the room !" 

Saying this, he began to read Mr. Thorpe's letter. When 
he h.id finished it, and looked up at Mat, the tears were in 
his eyes, 

"I can't help it," said the simple-hearted painter. "It 
would even affect you, Mr. Grice, to be addressed in such 
terms of humiliation as these. How can he doubt my for- 
giving him, when he has a right to my everlasting gratitude 
for not asking me to part with our darling child? They 
never met — he has never, never, seen her face," continued 
Valentine, in lower and fainter tones. "She always wore 
her veil down, by ray wish, when we went out; and our 
walks were generally into the country, instead of town way. 
I only once remember seeing him coming toward us; and 
then I crossed the road with her, knowing we were not on 
terms. There's something shocking in father and daughter 
living so near each other, yet being — if one may say so — so 
far, so rer^ far apart. It is dreadful to think of that. It is 
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far more dreadfal to think of its having been her hhni which 
held up the hair for you to look at, and her little ipnocent 
action which led to the discovery of who her father really 
was!" 

** Do you ever mean to let her know as much about it as 
we do ?'' asked Matthew. 

The look of dismay began to appear again in Valen tineas 
face. ^ Have you told Zack yet ?'' he inquired, nervously 
and eagerly. 

" No," said Mat ; " and don't you I When Zack's on his 
legs again, he's going to take a voyage, and get a season's 
hunting along with me in the wild country over the water. 
Fm as fond of the lad as if he was a bit of my own flesh and 
blood. I cottoned to him when he hit out so hearty for me 
at the singing-shop — and we've been brothers together ever 
since. You mightn't think it, to look at me ; but I've spared 
Zack's father for Zack's sake ; and I don't ask no more re- 
ward for it than to take the lad a-hunting for a season or 
two along with me. When he comes back home again, and 
we say Good-bye, I'll tell him all what's happened ; but I 
won't risk bringing so much as a cross look into his eyes 
DOW, by dropping a word to him of what's passed betwixt 
his father and me." 

Although this speech excited no little surprise and inter- 
est in Valentine's mind, it did not succeed in suspending the 
anxieties which had been awakened in him by Matthew's 
preceding question, and which he now began to feel the 
necessity of confiding to Mrs. Blyth — his grand counselor 
in all difficulties, and unfailing comforter in all troublea 

** Do you mind waiting here," he said, '^ while I go up 
stairs and break the news to my wife? Without her ad- 
vice, I don't know what to do about communicating our dis- 
covery to the poor dear child. Do you mind wailing?" 

No : Matthew would willingly wait. Hearing this, Mr. 
Blyth left the room directly. 

He remained away a long time. When he came back, his 
face did not seem to have gained in composure during his 
absence. 

•* My wife has told me of another discovery," he said, 
** which her motherly love for our adopted daughter enabled 
her to make some time since. I have been sadly surprised 
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and distressed at hearing of it. Itnt I n««d eny no more on 
the subject to you, than ihat Mrs. Blyth has at onra decided 
me to coniide nothing to Madonna — to Mary, I ought to 
eay — until Zack has got well again and has ]e(i England. 
Whfn I heard just now, from yon, of his projected voyage, 
I miist confess I saw many objections to iL They have all 
been removed by ' '" has told me. I heartily 

agree with her thi Zat^k can do is to make 

the trip he propos< ling to take care of him ; 

and I honestly be ay safely trust him with 

you." 

A Rerious diffic iposed of, Valentine found 

leisnre to pay soi nor things. Among oth- 

er questions whic was one relating to the 

hair bracelet, and ii i which Matthew had be^ 

come possessed of it. lie was answered hy the frankest 
confession, a confession which tried even Am kindly and for- 
bearing disposition to the utmost, as he listened to it; and 
which drew fiom him, when it was ended, some of the 
strongest terms of reproach tliat had ever passed his lips. 

Mnt listened till he had done ; then, taking his hat to go, 
muttered a few words of rough apology, which Valentine's 
good-nature induced him to accept, almost as soon as they 
were spoken, "We must let by-gones be by-gones," said 
the painter. "You have been candid with me at last, at 
any rate; and, in i-ecognilion of that candor, I say 'Good- 
night, Mr. Grice,' as a friend of yours still." 

When Mat returned to Kirk Street, the landlady came 
out of her little parlor to tell him of a visitor who had 
been to the lodgings in his absence. An elderly ladv, look- 
ing very pale and ill, had asked to see young Mr. Thorpe, 
and had prefaced the request by saying that she was his 
mother. Zack was then asleep, but the lady had been taken 
up stairs to see him in bed — had stooped over him, and 
kissed him — and had then gone away again, hastily, and in 
tears. Matthew's face grew grave as he listened, but he 
paid nothing when the landlady had done, except a word or 
two charging her not to mention to Zack what had happen- 
ed when ho woke. It was plain thai Mrs. Thorpe had been 
told her husband's secret, and that she had lovingly devoted 
hei-self to him, as comforter and companion to the last. 
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When the doctor paid his regular visit to the invalid the 
next morning, he was called on immediately for an answer 
to the important question of when Zack would be fit to 
trmveL Aifter due consideration and careful inspection of 
the injured side of the patient's head, he replied that in a 
month's time the lad might safely go on board ship ; and 
that the sea-voyage proposed would do more toward re- 
storing him to peifect health and strength, than all the 
tonic medicines that all the doctors in England could pre- 
scribe. 

Matthew might have found the month's inaction to which 
be was now obliged to submit for Zack's sake, rather tedi- 
ous, but for the opportune arrival in Kirk Street of a profes- 
sional visitor from Dibbledean. 

Though his client had ungratefully and entirely forgotten 
him, Mr. Tatt had not by any means forgotten his client, 
bat had, on the contrary, attended to his interests with un- 
remitting resolution and assiduity. He had discovered that 
Mat was entitled, under his father's will, to no less a sum 
than two thousand pounds, if his identity could be properly 
established. To effect this result was now, therefore, the 
grand object of Mr. Tatt's ambition. He had the prospect, 
not only of making a little money, but of establishing a rep- 
atation in Dibbledean, if he succeeded — and, by dint of 
perseverance, he ultimately did succeed. He carried Mat 
about to all sorts of places, insisted on his signing all sorts 
of papers and making all sorts of declarations, and ended 
by accumulating such a mass of evidence before the month 
was out, that Mr. Nawby, as executor to ^' the late Joshua 
Grice," declared himself convinced of the claimant's identity. 

On being informed of this result. Mat ordered the lawyer, 
a(^r first deducting the amount of his bill from the forth- 
coming legacy, to draw him out such a legal form as might 
enable him to settle his property forthwith on another per- 
son. When Mr. Tatt asked to be furnished with the name 
of this person, he was told to write '* Martha Peckover." 

** Mary's child has got you to look afler her, and money 
enough from her father to keep her," said Mat, as he put the 
signed instrument into Valentine's hands. ^ When Martha 
Peckover's old and past her work, she may want a bank-note 
or two to fall back on. Give her this, when Vm gone— and 




BIDE-ASI>«KXK. 



say slie earned it from Mary's brolber, the day she etopped 
and suckled Mary'a child by ihe road-eide." 

The day of departure drew near. Zack rallied so rapidly, 
tbat be was able, a week before it arrived, to go hinwelf aod 
fetcli ihe letter from bis father which was waitiog for faini ab 
the agent's office. It aesnred him, briefly, but yery kindly, 
of the foi^iveness ••'hl-li >>» haA i*-ritten to aak — referred 
him to the man of iculars of the allowaoce 

granted to him, w is studies in the Art, or 

othe nvise oeeupied im al ways to look on Mr, 

Blyth as the be8t fii- r that he could ever have 

— anJ ended by eii] rile often about himself 

and his eraploymer '; sending his letters to 

be forwarded thron, Fhen Zack. bearing from 

this gentleman thai left the honse in Bare- 

grove Square, desirea lu miow «(iat had occasioned the 
change of residence, be was only informed that tbe state of 
Mr. Thorpe's health had obliged him to seek perfect retire- 
ment and repose : and that there were reasona at present for 
not mentioning the pl.ice of his i-etreat to any one, which it 
was not deemed expedient for his son to become acqnaioted 
with. 

The day of departure arrived. 

In the morning, by Valentine's advice, Zack wrote to bis 
mother; only telling her, ic reference to his proposed trip, 
that he was about to travel to improve and amuse himself, 
in the company of a friend, of whom Mr. BIyth approved. 
While he was thus engaged, the painter had a private inter- 
view with Matthew Grice, and very earnestly charged him 
to remember his responsibilities toward his young compan- 
ion. Mat answered briefly and characteristically: "I told 
you I was as foud of him as if he was a bit of my own flesh 
and blood. If you don't believe I shall take care of him, 
after that — I can't say nothing to make you," 

Both the travelers were taken up into Mrs, Blyth's room 
to say Farewell, It was a sad parting. Zack's spirits had 
not been so good as usual, since the day of his visit to the 
Agent's- — and the other persons assembled were all more or 
less afl*ected in an unusual degree by the approaching sepa- 
ration. Madonna had looked ill and anxious — though she 
would not own to having any thing the matter with her — 
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for some days past. But now, when she saw tho parting 
looks exchanged aroand her, the poor girVs agitation got be- 
yond her control, and became so painfully evident, that Zack 
wisely and considerately hurried over the farewell scene. 
He went out first. Matthew followed him to the landing — 
then stopped — and suddenly retraced his steps. 

He entered the room again, and took his sister's child by 
the hand once more; bent over her as she stood pale and in 
tears before him, and kissed her on the cheek. ^' Tell her 
some day that me and her mother was playmates together,'^ 
he said to Mrs. Blyth, as he turned away to join Zack on the 
stairs. 

Valentine accompanied them to the ship. When they 
shook hands together, he said to Matthew : ^ Zack has en- 
gaged to come back in a year's time. Shall we nee you 
again with him ?" 

Mat took the painter aside, without directly answering 
him. 

** If ever you go to Bangbury," he whispered, " look into 
the church-yard, in the dark corner among the trees. There's 
a bit of walnut -wood planking put up now at the place 
where she's buried; and it would be a comfort to me to 
know that it was kep' clean and neat. I should take it kind 
of you if you'd give it a brush or two with your hand when 
you're near it — for I never hope to see the place myself, no 



more." 



Sadly and thoughtfully, Valentine returned alone to his 
own house. lie went up at once to his wife's room. 

As he opened the door, he started, and stopped on the 
threshold. Madonna was sitting on the couch by her adopted 
mother, with her face hidden on Mrs. Blyth's bosom, and her 
arms clasped tight round Mrs. Blyth's neck. 

"Have you ventured to tell her all,I-AVvie?" he asked. 

Mrs. Blyth was not able to speak in answer — she looked 
at him with tearful eyes, and bowed her head. 

Valentine lingered at the door for a moment — then soilly 
closed it, and left them together. 



UIDS-AND-SEBK. 



CLOSING CHAPTER. 
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HALF iFTERWABD. 



uguet, and Mr. Bijrth i 
Dval id-room. 

tnd Madonna, two vieit- ] 
the spftre beds in tha 
ler Mrs, Peckover; nod ' 
eoline's guests, to assiiK i 
Z&ck to England o 
[e has outstaid his year's ^ 
i uiunths; and his appears 
event of daily, or more profwr- 



It is BtiDKt after 
enjoying tbe evenini, 

Besides the paint' 
ors are present, wh 
boDse. One is Mi 
they have been asl 
at the joyful cere 
retarn from the w 
leave of absence oy ucariy 
St Mr. Btyth's has become 
ly, of hourly expectation. 

There is a sad and significant change in Mrs. Thorpe's 
dress. She wears the widow's cap and weeds. It is nearly 
seven months since her husband died, in the remote Welsh 
village to which he i-elired on leaving London. With him, 
as with many other confirmed invalids, N^ature drooped to 
her final decay gradually and wearily; but his death was 
painless, and his mental powers remained unimpaired to the 
end. One of the last names that lingered lovingly on his 
lips — after he had bade his wife farewell — was the name of 
his .ibsent son. 

Mrs. Thorpe sits close to Mrs. Blyth, and talks to her in 
low, gentle tones. The kind black eyes of the painter's wife 
are brighter than they have been for many a long year past, 
and the clear tones of her voice— cheerful always — ^have a 
joyous sound in them now. Ever since the first days of the 
Spring season, she has been gaining so greatly in health and 
strength, that the " favorable turn " has taken place in her 
malady, which was spoken of as " possible " by the doctore 
long ago, at the time of her first sufl'erings. She has several 
times, for the last fortnight, been moved from her couch for a 
few hours to a comfortable seat near the window ; and if the 
fine weather still continues, she is to be taken out, iu a day 
or two, for an airing in an invalld-chair. 
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The prospect of this happy event, and the pleasant expec- 
tation of Zack's return, have made Valentine more gayly 
talkative and more nimbly restless than ever. As he skips 
discarsively about the room at this moment, talking of all 
aorts of subjects, and managing to mix Ai-t up with every 
one of them ; dressed in the old jaunty frock-coat with the 
ahort tails, he looks, if possible, younger, plumper, rosier, and 
brisker than when he was first introduced to the reader. It 
18 wonderful when people are really youthful at heart, to see 
how easily the Girdle of Venus fits them, and how long they 
contrive to keep it on, without ever wearing it out. 

Mrs. Peckover, arrayed in festively-flaring cap-ribbons, sits 
close to the window to get all the air she can, and tries to 
make more of it by fanning herself with the invariable red 
cotton pocket-handkerchief to which she has been all her life 
attached. In bodily circumference she has not lost an inch 
of rotundity ; suffers, in consequence, considerably, from the 
heat; and talks to Mr. Blyth with parenthetical pantings, 
which reflect little credit on the cooling influence of the 
breeze, or the ventilating properties of the pocket-handker- 
chief fan. 

Madonna sits opposite to her at the window — as cool and 
pretty a contrast as can be imagined, in her white muslin 
dress, and light rose-colored ribbons. She is looking at Mrs. 
Peckover, and smiling every now and then at the comically 
languishing faces made by that excellent woman, to express 
to •* little Mary " the extremity of her sufferings from the 
heat. The whole length of the window-sill is occupied by 
aniEolian harp-— one of the many presents which Valentine^s 
portrait-painting expeditions have enabled him to offer to 
his wife. Madonna's hand is resting lightly on the box of 
the harp ; for by touching it in this way, she becomes sensi- 
ble to the influence of its louder and higher notes when the 
rising breeze draws them out This is the only pleasure she 
can derive from music ; and it is always, during the summer 
and autumn evenings, one of the amusements that she enjoys 
in Mrs. Blyth's room. 

Mrs. Thorpe, in the course of her conversation with Mrs. 
Blyth, has been reminded of a letter to one of her sisters, 
which she has not yet completed, and goes to her own room 
to finish it — Valentine mnning to open the door for her, with 

18* 
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the nirableet juvenile gallantry, then retarning to tlie 
dow and addressing Mrs, Peckover. 

"Hot as ever, eh? Shall I get yon one ofLavvie'a (anal** 
says Mr. BIyth. 

"No, thank'ee, air; I ain^t quite roelled yet,"angwere Mm, 
Peckover. " But Fll tell you what 1 wi»h you would do for 
me. I wish you would read me Master Zack'a last letter. 
You promised, yo 

** And I would niy promise before, Mru, 

Pectover, if Mrs. een in the room. There 

are passages in tbi light revive very painlnl 

rem urn bran (.«» in I r she has led us, I have 

not ihe least obje m are ready to listen." 

Saying this, V letter from his pocket. 

Madonna recogni lign if she may look over 

his piioulder and reau •<, •". .^^ =vCond time. The request 
is granted immediately. Mr. Blyth makes her nt on bis 
knee, puts his aim round her waist, and begins to read 
aloud as follows : 

"My dear Valentine, — Although I am writing to yon 
to announce my return, I can not eay that I lake up my pen 
in good spirits. It is not so long since I picked up my last 
letters from England that told me of my father's death. 
But besides that, I have had a heavy trial to bear, in hear- 
ing the dreadful secret, which you all kept from me when 
it was discovered; and afterward in parting from Matthew 
Grice. 

"What I felt when I knew the secret, and heard why Mat 
and all of you had kept it from me, I may be able to tell 
you — but I can not and dare not write about it. You may 
be interested to hear how my parting with Matthew hap- 
pened ; and I will relate it to you, as well as I can. 

" You know, from my other letters, all the glorious hunt- 
ing and riding we have had, and the thousands of miles of 
country we have been over, and the wonderful places we 
have seen, "Well, Bahia (the place I now write from) has 
been the end of our travels. It was here I told Mat of my 
father's death; and he directly agreed with me that it was 
my duty to go home, and comfort my poor dear mother, by 
the first ship that trailed for England. After we had settled 
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that, lie said he had .Bomething serioas to tell me, and asked 
me to go with him, northward, half a day's march along the 
sea-coast ; saying we coald talk together quietly as we went 
along. I saw that he had got his rifle over his shoulder, 
and his baggage at his back ; and thought it odd — but he 
stopped me from asking any questions, by telling me from 
beginning to end, all that you and he knew about my fa- 
ther, before we left England. I was at first so shocked and 
amazed by what I heard, and then had so much to say to 
him about it, that our half-day's march, by the time we had 
got to the end of it, seemed to me to have hardly lasted as 
long as an hour. 

^He stopped, though, at the place he had fixed on; and 
held oat his hand to me, and said these words : ^ I've done 
my duty by you, Zack, as brother should by brother. The 
time's come at last for us two to say Good-bye. You're go- 
ing back over the sea to your friends, and I'm going inland 
by myself on the tramp.' I had heard him talk of our part- 
ing in this way before, but had never thought it would really 
take place ; and I tried hard, as you may imagine, to make 
him change his mind, and sail for England with me. But it 
was useless. 

** * NO) Zack,' he said, * I doubt if I'm fit for the life you're 
going back to lead. I've given it a trial, and a hard and 
bitter one it's been to me. I began life on the tramp; and 
on the tramp I shall end it. Good-bye, Zack. I shall think 
of yon, when I light my fire and cook my bit of victuals 
without you, in the lonesome places to-night.' 

**I tried to control myself, Valentine; but my eyes got 
dim, and I caught fast hold of him by the arm. ^Mat,'I 
Raid, * I can't part with you in this dreary, hopeless way. 
Don't shnt the future up from both of us forever. We have 
been eighteen months together, let another year and a half 
pass if you like ; and then give yourself, and give me, an- 
other chance. Say you'll meet me, when that time is past, 
in New York ; or Fay at least, you'll let me hear where you 
are?* His face worked and quivered, and he only shook his 
head. * Come, Mat,' I said, as cheerfully as I could, Mf I am 
ready to cross the sea again, for your sake, you can't refuse 
to do what I ask you, for mine V * Will it make the part- 
bg easier to you, my lad V he asked kindly. * Yes, ii 
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it will,' I answered. ' Well, then, Zacit,* he Mid, ' you fth&U 
have your way. Don't let's say do more, now. Come, let's 
cat it 3,9 Bhort as we can, or we ftha'n'i pan as roeo should. 
Ood bkss you, lad, and all of tli«m you're going back to 
see.' Those were his last words. 

"After he had walked a few yards inland, be turned roaod 

and waved his har-' " * — ,and never turned again. 

I sat down on the re we bad 6.iid Oood-bye^ 

and burst out ui h the dreadfnl secret he 

had been telling t )ng, and then the parting 

when I didn't exf. f the mau about me gave 

way somehow i'* 1 I sat alone, crying and 

sobbing on the he surf roaring miles out 

at sea behind m aln before, with Matttu 

walking over it i the mountains beyond. 

" When I had had time to get ashamed of myself for cry- 
ing, and had got my eye-sight clear again, he was already 
far away from me. I ran to the toji of tlK' highest hillock, 
and watched him over the plain — a desert, without a shrub 
to break the miles and miles of flat ground spreading away 
to the mountains. I watched him, as he got smaller and 
smaller — I watched till he got a mere black speck — till I 
was doubtful whether I still saw him or not — till I was cer- 
tain, at last, that the great vacancy of the plain had swallow- 
ed him up from sight. 

"My heart was very heavy, Valentine, as I went back to 
the town by myself. It is sometimes heavy still; for 
though I think much of my mother, and of my sister — whom 
you have been so kind a father to, and whose affection it is 
such a new happiness to me to have the prospect of soon 
i-etuming — I think occasionally of dear old Mat, too, and 
have my melancholy moments when I remember that he 
and I are not going back together. 

"I hope you will think me improved by my long trip — I 
mean in behavior, as well as health. I have seen much, and 
learned much, and thought much — and I hope I have really 
profited and altered for ihe better during my absence. It 
is such a pleasure to think I am really going homi, — " 

Here Mr, Blytb stops abruptly and closes the letter, for 
Mrs. Thorpe re-enters the room, "The rest is only about 



HIDB-ANIX-SBBK. 411 

when he expects to be back,'' whispers Valentine to Mrs. 
Peckover. ^ By my calculations," he continues, raising his 
Totoe and turning toward Mrs. Thorpe ; '* by my calculations 
(which, not having a mathematical head, I don't boast of, 
mind, as being infallibly correct), Zack is likely, I should 
lay, to be here in about — " 

^ Hash ! hush ! hush !" cries Mrs. Peckover, jumping up 
with incredible agility at the window, and clapping her 
hands in a violent state of excitement. '* Don't talk about 
when he will be here — here heu! He's come in a cab— he's 
got oat into the garden — ^he sees me. Welcome back. Mas- 
ter Zack, welcome back ! Hooray I hooray !" Here Mrs. 
Peckover forgets her company-manners, and waves the red 
cotton handkerchief out of the window in an irrepressible 
barvt of triumph. 

Zack's hearty laugh is heard outside — then his quick step 
on the stairs — then the door opens, and he comes in with his 
beaming sun-burned face healthier and heartier than ever. 
His first embrace is for his mother, his second for Madonna ; 
and, after he has greeted every one else cordially, he goes 
back to those two, and Mr. Blyth is glad to see that he sits 
down between them and takes their hands gently and affec- 
tionately in his. 

Matthew Grice is in all their memories, when the first 
greetings are over. Valentine and Madonna look at each 
other — and the girl's fingers sign hesitatingly the letters of 
Matthew's name. 

^She is thinking of the comrade you have lost," says the 
pMnter, addressing himself, a little sadly, to Zack. 

^ The only living soul that's kin to her now by her moth- 
er's side," adds Mrs. Peckover. ^ It's like her pretty ways 
to be thinking of him kindly, for her mother's sake." 

^Are you really determined, Zack, to take that second 
voyage ?" asks Valentine. ''Are you determined to go back 
to America, on the one faint chance of seeing Mat once 
more?" 

^ If I am a living man eighteen months hence," Zack an- 
■wers resolutely, ^ nothing shall prevent my taking the voy- 
age. Matthew Grice loved me like a brother. And, like a 
brother, I will yet bring him back — if he lives to keep hb 
promiae and meet me, when the time comes." 
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The time came ; and on either side, the two comrades of 
former days — iu years so far apart, in sympathies so close 
together — lived to look each other in llie &ce again. The 
-Eolitude which had oqc« hardened lUatthew Grice, bad 
wrought on him, in his riper age, to better and higher enda 
In all his later roamings, the tte which had bound him to 
those sacred human intBr^utB in iiTli><<h we live and move aod 
have our being — t' limself believed thai he 

bad broken — held His grim, Gcarred facw 

softened, his heavy the friendly grasp tbat 

held it, as Zack plei ce more ; and, this time, 

pleaded not in vail 

" I've never be igaif," sa'd Mat, " since 

yoQ and me wish 1-bye on the sand-hills. 

The lonesome plai. ^e to me — and my rifle's 

heavier in hand than ^ it bafore. Tliere's some 

part of myself that seems len Dehind-like, between Mary's 
grave and Mary's child. Most I cross the seas again to find 
it ? Give lis hold of your hand, Zack- — and take tiie leav- 
ings of me back, along with you." 

So the noble nature of the man unconsciously asserted 
itself in bis simple words. So the two returned to the old 
land together. The first kiss with which his dead sister's 
child welcomed him back cooled the Tramp's Fever forever; 
and the Man of many Wanderings rested at last among the 
friends who loved him, to wander no more. 
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MOTLKTS DUTCH REPUBLIC. The RiJ* of Ihe Dnich Republic. Bj 
JouK LorriBop Motlkv. LL.D.. D.C.L. Wlih a Ponrali of Vuiiam of 

MOTLET-S l"NITED NETHERLANDS. Hislorr of lti« Tniled Nelher- 
lands; from ihe U«ih ofWillium Ibe Silent to the Twelve Yean' Trgci 
— lOOV. With n fnll VIen of Ibe Eneliah-Diilcb Stmet'le ifaiotl S|>xiD. 
and of Ihe OrlEln md Dr»lrnFtlun of the Spanish Araiad-t. Bt Joe.'* 
LoTiiiciF MoTi.itr. LL.D., D.C.U Purtniiu. * Tole.Sro. Clolb, i\i CO. 

NAPOLEOyS LIFE OF C£SAR. The Hislorr of Jnllof Cspsar. Br His 
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lion.Svo, Clolb. few per vol. 

HAYDN'S DICTIONARY OF DATES, reUting to all Aces and Nations 
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MACGBEGOR'S ROB ROY ON THE JORHAN. The R.'b Rut on Ihe 
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~ ii'cns. Bj J. M.OU«uoa,M.i, 



WiUi Maps and Ulnstralion 



Harper 6* Br^thenf VahiakU amd Imieretiimg Works, 3 

^▲LLACrS MALAY ARCHIPBLAGO. Tbc Malay Arddpdago: tk« 
Land of th« Orang-Uun and the Bird of PanMliae. A Namtirt of Trar- 
cL 1864-190S. Witli Stadies of Man and Natore. By Auvan Bowsl 
WAI.LACB. With Ten Mape and Flftj-<me Ekgant IDnaCratiooab Crown 
8tO| Cloth, $S CM). 

irHTMPSR*8 AliASKA. Trarel and Adrentttre in the Territory of Ala*- 
ka, formerly Roaaian America— now Ceded to the United Statea— and in 
▼ariooa other parts of the North Padfle. By Fnai»BsiOK W n w ur a E . 
IHTith Map and lUiutrations. Crown 8to, Cloth, $S OQi 

OSTOITS ANDES AND THB AMAZON. The Andca and the Amason : or. 
AcroM the Continent of Sooth America. By Jami* Ontov, M.A., Pro> 
flBMor of Natural History in Vaasar College, Poagtikeepeie, N. T., and 
Correaoonding Member of the Academy of Natoral Scieocea, Philadel- 
phia. With a New Map of Equatorial America and nomerona niaatra- 
tioniu Crown 8to, Cloth, fS (Ml 

W1NCUBLL*8 SKETCHES OF CREATION. Sketches of Creation: a 
Fopnlar View of some of the Grand Conclusions of the Sciences In ref- 
erence to the History of Matter and of Life. Together with a Sutement 
of the Intimations of Science respecting the Pranordtal Condition and 
the Ultimate Destiny of the Earth and the Solar System. By Albxam- 
pan WiNOHBLL, LL.D^ Chancellor of the Syracuse Univefsity. With 
Ulustntioniu ISmo, Cloth, $2 Oa 

WETTED MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW. The Massacre of St 
Bartholomew : Preceded bya History of the Reliirious Wars in the Reign 
of Charles UL By HaiiaT Wuitb, M.A. With Ulustratlons. 8vo, Cloth, 
•1 Th. / 

U)68ING*S FIELD-BOOK OF THE REVOLUTION. Pictorial Field-Book 
of the Rerulntton : or, lllastrations, br Pen aiid Pencil, of tbe Histonr, 
Biography, Sceoerr, Relics, and Traditions of tbe War for Indepenn- 
enoe. By Bbnson J. Lossino. S toIiu, 8to, Cloth, $14 00 ; Sheep, $10 00: 
Half Cal( $18 00; Fall Turkey Morocco, $tt 00. 

LDBSIN0*8 field-book of the war of 1811. PictorUI Field-Book 
of the War of 181$; or, Illustrations, by Pen and Pencil^f the History, 
Biography, Scenery, Relics, and Traditions of the Last War for Ameri- 
can Independence. Br BsNSON J. Lossino. With sereral hundred En- 
grarings on Wood, by Lossing and Barritt, chleflv from Original Sketch- 
es by tbe Author. 1088 pages. 8vo, Cloth, $7 00; Sheep, $8 60; Half 
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ALFORIV8 GREEK TESTAMENT. The Greek TesUment: with a crit- 
ically rerised Text ; a Digest of Various Readings ; Marginal References 
Co Verbal and Idiomatic Usage : Pmlegnmena : and a Critical and Exe- 
geCical Commentary. For the Use of Theological Students and Minia- 
teriL By Hrwbt ALroan, D.D., Dean of Canterbnrj. Vol I., contain- 
ing the Four Gospels. 944 pages, 8to, Cloth, $6 00 : Sheep, $6 M. 

ABBOTTS FREDERICK THE GREAT. The Htstorr of Frederick the 
Second, called Frederick the Great. By Jona S. C. Abbott. Elegantly 
Ilhiatrated. 8to, Cloth, $0 00. 

ABBOTTS HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. The French 
Rerolntion of 1789, as riewed in tbe Light of Republican Instltntiona. 
By JoHK 8. a Abbott. With 100 EngraTings.* 8to, Cloth, $0 OOl 

ABBOTTS NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. The History of Napoleon Bona- 
parte. By JoBM S. C. Abbott. With Mapa, Woodcuta, and Portraiu on 
SteeL $ Toln, 8to, Cloth, $10 00. 

ABBOTTS NAPOLEON AT ST. HELENA; or. IntersstlngAnecdoCes and 
ReoMrkable CooTersattons of the Emperor during the Fire and a Half 
Tears of his CaptiTitr. Collected from the Memorials of Laa Caaaa, 
O'Meara, Montholon, Antnmmarf hi, and othera. By Jo«b & C. Ai 
With lUostraUona. 8ro, Cloth, $0 Oa 
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BBNRT WARD BKECSGR-S SKRKONS. SemoM bj H«J.»» Wu» 
BueniK, PlrnnnUi Cbaicti, BnukliiL SelMUd CroB PsbltaMd uii 
UupablliliedDiwdnnKudBBTlHdbTUielrAalbai. WIUi Sudl^ir- 
(nlL Compleu in a vol*., Sio, Cloth, 1& (M. 

LTMAK BRECHElfa AUTOBlOGRAnrT, JEo. Antebiocniibr. Comii. 

eindflcc. &'-. ol Lttam Brtrlter, D.n. Edlled by hb Smb. (rB4«.aa 
■ iDiaa. WilbThiwSUal Fortnlti, ud Kngniinp on Wood, la S 
Toll., llino. CloUi. M 00. 
BOSWBLL'S JOHNSON. The Ute at Sunael JiAosmi, IJ.D. Indadinc 
iJoarnfTIoIbellrbrldM. Bt Jihu Bocwill E«. A New Edliloo, 
wtib nain«roa( Additions ind NolH. B> J<id:< Wiuob Cioeu, LL.D., 
F.B.3. Portriil of ButwelL t Tol;.. Svo, Cloth, U 00. 
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,L DKVKLOPMBNT OF KTROPE, A Hi»H>. 
' pmenl of Bnropc. Bj lonn W. DtaFra, 
!Ril»U7 uid PhjBiologT in tbe DDtnnllj 



DRAPER'S AMERICAN CIVIL POLICY. ThoaehU on Ibf Fntnnf Cita 
PollcT of Anieric*. Bj Joira W. DuPii. sCD., LL-D.. ProfH*>r of 
rhfmislTT ind PbnlolugT In the naJTcnitj of New Vark. CroHD Bra, 
Clolh, tS SO. 

DU CIIAILLU'S AFRICA. BrplonUoDS and AdTenlang id Equlori*! Af- 

Ihe Cbue of ih« Oorills, Ibe Crocodllr. Leopard, Elepbinl, Btppopou- 
mn;, and oiber Animala. Bj PicL B. Dc Cuju.II. Kamennu Ilhu- 
tralioui. Siro, Cliilh, K «0. 
DU CI1AILLI''S ASH.ANOO LATH). A Jonrnej la AihiD^ Land : and 
Fnrlher Peiielraiion tnlo Eqnatorial Africs. Bt PirL B. Dc CaiiiAO. 
Ne»EdilloD. Handiomelj lilnitnled. Svo, Cfolta, tOOd. 
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Mdrper ^ BrcUurf ValuahU and Intiresting W^rkt. 5 

BULWSR'S HORACB. TIm OdM and BpodM of Honoa. A Mttrieal 
TrantlaUoii Into English. With Introdaction and Commantariaa. Bj 
Loan Lmoa. With Latin Tazt fh>m tha £ditiona of OrelU, Madaana, 
and Tonga. Itmo, Cloth, $1 TS. 

BnLWKB*S KINO ARTHX7B, APoam. 97 Loan Ltttox. NawXdiUoo. 
liBKH Cloth, n 76w 

BURNS*8 UFB AND WORK& Tha Ufa and Works of Bobart Burns. 
Sditad by Boaaar CHAMBcaa. 4 tola., 12mO| Cloth, $6 OOl 

BKIKDKEB, DOOS, AND SNOW^HOBS. A Joarnal of Siberian Traval 
and Bxplorations mada in tha Tears 1806-'<rr. Br RtoBAan J. Bcaa, lata 
of the Rosso- American Telegraph Bzpedition. Bltistratcd. Crown Sro, 
aoth, 18 00. 

GARLTLB*8 FRBDBRICK THB GREAT. Hiatory of Friedrich IL, called 
Frederick the Great. Bj TnoiCAa Cabltul Portralta, Mapa, Plans, 
Ac. 6 Tols., ISmo, Cloth, (19 00. 

CARLTUTS FRENCH REVOLUTION. History of tha French Rerolntion. 
S Yols., ISmo, Cloth, 18 5a 

CARLTLB*S OUVER CROMWELL. Letters and Speecbea of OliTer 
CromwelL With Elacldatlons and Connecting NarratiTe. S toIs., Itnio, 
Cloth, 18 00. 

CHALMERS'S POSTHUMOUS WORK& The Posthonoos Works of Dr. 
Chalmers. Edited br his Soo-ln-Law, Rer. Wiuoam Uavha, LL.D. 
Complete In 9 rols., limo. Cloth, $18 00. 

ODLERIDGirS COMPLETE WORKa The Complete Works of Samo^ 
Tavlor Coleridge. With an Introductory Essay upon his Philosophical 
and Theological Opinions. Edited by Professor 8hbi»d. Complete In 
SerenVols. With a Portrait Small Sro, Cloth, $10 OOl 

DOOLITTLE*S CHINA. Social Life of the Chinese : with soma Acconat of 
their Religions, GoTemmental, Edncatlonal, and Bnslneas Cnatoma and 
Opiniona. With special bat not exclnsire Reference to Fohehaa. By 
Rer. Juarvs Doolittui, Fourteen Tears Member of the Fohchan Mla- 
alon of the American Board. Illiutrated with more that 100 eharactar- 
IstSc Engrarlngs on Wood. $ toIs., ISmo, Cloth, $B OOl 

GIBBON'S ROME. Historr of tha Decline and Fall of the Roman BmpiriL 
By EnwAsn Oibbom. with Notes by ReT. H. H. Milmam snd M. Gmxor. 
A new chesp Edition. To which is added a complete Index of the whole 
Work, and a Portrait of the Author. 6 rols., ISmo, Cloth, $0 OOl 

HAZEN^S SCHOOL AND ARMT IN OERMANT AND FRANCE. The 
School and the Army in Germsny snd France, with a Diary of Slega 
Life at VersaiUea. By Breret M%)or-General W. B. Hasbii, U JwA., Col- 
onel Sixth Infentry. Crown Sro, Cloth, $i 00. 

HARPER'S NEW CLASSICAL LIBRART. Uteral TransUUoDai 

The following Vols, are now ready. ISmo, Cloth, $1 00 each. 
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iBaoHTLira.— Erainnsa (S toIs.).— Lrrr ($ toIs.). 

DAVIS'S CARTHAGE. Carthage and her Remains: being an Aeeooat of 
the Excaration* and Reeearchea on the Site of the Phmaldaa Metropo- 
lis in Africa and other adjacent Places. Conducted under the Aaspleea 
of Her Mi^lestT's GoTemmenL By Dr. Datu, F.R.G.& Prolhaely Illus- 
trated with Mapa, Woodcuts, Chromo-Uthographa, Ac Oro, Cloth, 
$4 00. 

SDGEWORTITS (Mna) NOVELa With BngraTlngiL 10 Tola., Itmo, 
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ERVMMACHER-S DAVID. KING OF ISRAEl. DiTid. the KiDe oflara- 
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41 



.r 



1 : 








■ 


H 




^^H 


L 




4 


h 






m 




Thi5 book shoulil be returned to 
ibc Libriry on or before the lut date 
stamped below. 

A fine ie incurred by retaining It 
beyond the specified time 

Please return ptromptly. 





as 



nJi* i' ff"^ 



